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WHO  SHALL  BE  HEIR? 


CHAPTER  1. 


^^  What  can  you  and  mamma  be  talking  of^ 
looking^  for  all  the  world,  as  grave  as  two 
rooks  debating  where  to  fix  their  nest,  or 
discussing  some  tale  of  scandal  in  the  rook- 
ery  ?''  exclaimed  Rosalind  Trevor,  as  she  threw 
herself  on  the  green  at  her  father's  feet,  push- 
ing back  the  long  glossy  curls  that  had  fallen 
over  her  brow,  and  glancing  up  with  bewitch- 
ing archness. 
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'^  Our  talking  conceras  your  impertinent 
self/'  replied  Captain  Trevor^  smiling  on  the 
animated  questioner. 

'^  Impertinent  quotha !  as  they  say  in  the 
old  books ;  I  pray  you^  p&pa>  to  be  a  little 
more  precise  and  correct  in  your  knguage, 
since  some  people  consider  precision  and  cor- 
rectness synonymous  with  elegance ;  and  I  can- 
not abide  vulgarity/'  cried  the  laughing  girl^ 
drawing  herself  up  with  the  pretence  of  offended 
dignity. 

'^  Am  I  to  conclude  that  you  have  an  equal 
dislike  to  gravity  and  wisdom^  and  never  in- 
tend to  enact  the  woman^  Miss  Trevor?'' 

'^  Fie  upon  you>papa !  to  hint  such  a  wicked, 
unnatural  scandal  of  your  own  sweet  child ; 
the  very  image  of  you  in  every  things  as  poor 
old  nurse  used  to  declare,  save  in  eyes,  nose, 
hair,  complexion,  merry  mood,  and  some  few 
other  minor  particul^.  Gravity  indeed  I  Did 
not  I  entertain  old  Doctor  Burns,  the  learned 
Orecian,  a  whole  half  hour  not  a  week  ago. 


WHO  AHAXL  BS   HEIR?  3 

never  laughing  but  once  and  then  at  a  Greek 
joke  that  I  did  not  understand  ?'' 

^'  Indemnifying  yourself  for  the  penance  by 
mimifiking  his  slowness  and  pomposity  after 
his  departure/'  remarked  her  &ther;  but 
Rosalind,  taking  no  notice  of  his  comment, 
proceeded. 

'^  Then  for  wisdom ! — ^have  not  I  just  used 
the  long  word  synonymous  ?  Sy-non-y-mous," 
counting  on  her  fingers.  "  Four  whole  syilsf- 
bles  I  declare !  I  see  I  must  use  words  of  six 
or  eight  before  you  will  think  me  wise.^ 

^  I  desire  you  will  do  no  such  thing,  Rosa- 
lind ;  I  hate  hard  words  and  studied  phrases. 
You  may  be  grave  and  dign^ed  without  using 
terms  fit  only  for  L.L«D/s.'' 

^'And  A.S.Se8,''  added  his  daughter  laughing. 
^'  Dignity  is  all  very  proper  in  some  persons, 
and  on  fitting  occasions ;  but  I  am  better  suited 
for  comedy  than  tragedy,  as  Mr.  Rollins  dis- 
covered when  seeking  amateur  actors  for  his 
baby  theati^.'' 
B  3 
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^^  How  has  this  folly  ended  ?  I  understand 
that  Rollins  hopes  to  obtain  mj  permission  for 
your  joining  his  company  as  he  calls  it/' 

^^  I  have  saved  you  the  trouble  of  saying  no^ 
papa ;  and  the  weariness  of  listening  to  what 
he  would  call  arguments^  by  uttering  that  un- 
civil monosyllable  myself.  I  may^  in  the  spirit 
of  fun  and  frolic^  talk  nonsense  enough  to 
compose  three  modem  comedies ; — nay^  when 
the  merry  mood  is  on  me^  I  may  consent  to 
dress  up  like  '  a  mime,  a  mome,  a  moppet ;  or 
even  a  malthorse/  but  then  it  is  only  from  the 
impulse  of  the  moment,  and  among  friends  or 
relatives.  I  am  not  going  to  study  speeches 
and -attitudes  that  I  maybe  talked  of,  stared  at, 
and  criticised  by  strangers;  and  this  I  told 
Mr.  BolUns,  so  you  see,  papa,  I  can  behave 
with  dignity  and  decorum  on  fitting  occasions.'' 

"  Astonishing  dignity  I  have  no  doubt* 
Suppose  you  exhibit  some  at  the  present  mo* 
ment,  in  listening  to  what  I  have  to  tell  you, 
instead  of  tying  flowers  into  old  Bruno's  ears," 
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replied  her  father^  vainly  endeavouring  to  look 
grave  as  he  marked  the  good  tempered  old 
setter  blinking  under  the  operation  in  most 
ludicrous  perplexity. 

^^  Wait  one  minute^  dear  papa,  and  I  will  be 
as  grave  as  all  the  twelve  judges  in  all  their 
twelve  wigs;  but  I  must  have  a  chase  after 
that  butterfly  first,''  exclaimed  the  merry 
Rosalind,  springing  up  from  the  turf,  and 
bounding  away  after  the  beautiftil  insect,  now 
skimming  over  the  velvet  sward  with  the  fleet 
step  of  a  fawn,  then  pausing  to  mark  the 
course  of  the  object  of  her  pursuit,  as  it  soared 
above  her  reach,  with  the  net  extended  in  her 

« 

hand;  one  eager  foot  scarce  resting  on  the 
ground,  the  classically  shaped  head  thrown 
gracefully  back,  and  her  long  raven  ciu'ls  wav- 
ing gently  on  the  breeze. 

It  was  impossible  for  fond,  we  will  not  say 
doting  parents,  to  look  upon  her  without  pride. 
Rosalind' might  be  in  the  opinion  of  others  a 
little  inconsiderate — a  little  too  rash  and  inde- 
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pendent — a  little  too  lively  in  the  demottstra* 
tion  of  her  feelings  to  suit  the  code  of  fashion  ; 
but  they  knew  her  uprightness  and  wannth  of 
heart — the  depth  and  delicacy  of  those  feelings 
— ^the  generosity  of  her  spirit ;  and  as  for  the 
graceful  quietude  of  fashion^  who^  g&zing  on 
her  at  that  moment^  with  the  sun  glading  so 
picturesquely  through  the  trembling  boughs^ 
could  have  wished  her  other  than  she  was^  so 
lovely  was  the  face — so  strikingly  graceful  the 
attitude.  The  sculptor  would  have  wished  her 
turned  to  stone  as  she  stood  there  so  full  of 
Kfe  and  grace : — ^the  painter  would  have  longed 
to  transfer  her  to  his  canvass  bathed  in  that 
flood  of  golden  light: — the  poet  would  have 
ceased  for  a  time  to  dream  of  an  ideal  heauty> 
and  th«i  thrown  his  pen  aside  in  disgust  from 
the  consciousness  that  no  description  could  do 
her  justice.  And  he  would  have  done  wisely 
in  so  doing.  She  was  no  fitting  subject  for 
pen  and  ink ;  hers  was  a  loveliness  to  be  felt 
and  not  described.    To  rave  of  a  symmetrical 
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form  or  lovely  face  was  not  to  depict  Rosalind 
Trevor  as  she  appeared  to  those  who  knew  her. 
Other  forms  might  be  as  light  and  rounded — 
other  features  far  more  perfect ;  but  it  was  the 
varied  grace  of  her  movements^  and  the  constant 
play  of  those  features  that  were  so  enchanting : 
— the  natural  grace — the  natural  play;  far 
there  was  nothing  studied,  nothing  artificial 
about  Rosalind  Trevor.  Hers  was  the  gaiety 
of  a  light  heart  that  as  yet  had  known  no  sor- 
rows— ^the  grace  of  a  child  that  never  imagined 
itself  the  object  of  observation. 

The  father  looked  at  the  mother — the  mother 
looked  at  the  father — and  then  both  looked 
again  at  the  graceful  girl,  as  she  bounded  after 
the  gaudy  butterfly,  followed  by  the  fat  old 
setter,  panting  and  puffing  as  he  endeavoured  to 
keep  pace  with  his  young  mistress. 

^*  I  hope  we  do  ^ot  love  her  too  much,"  re- 
marked Captain  Trevor  at  length. 

'^  We  cannot  do  that ;  she  deserves  all  our 
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affection^"  replied  his  wife^  the  fond  pride  of 
the  mother  shown  in  hereamest  tones. 

'^  She  does  indeed ;  but  we  must  not  make 
her  an  idol,^  replied  her  husband;  yet  the 
father^s  eye  followed  his  lovely  child  with  an 
admiration  that  scarcely  answered  to  his  words. 

'^  Now^  '  most  reirerendy  grave,  and  potent 
signers/  please  to  enlighten  me  as  to  the  sub- 
ject matter  of  your  wise  deliberations/'  cried 
Rosalind  some  moments  after,  as  she  again 
threw  herself  on  the  ground  at  their  feet, 
glowing  and  panting  from  her  chase;  whilst 
the  puffing,  wheezing  old  setter  stretched  him- 
self out  beside  her. 

^  Do  you  deserve  to  have  your  curiosity 
gratified,  after  whisking  off  in  that  fashion  like 
a  0iad  cow  stung  by  a  gad  fly  V^ 

^'  Ah,  papa !  if  all  had  their  deservings : — 
but  there  1  will  say  nothing  about  that,  having 
pity  for  tender  consciences.  And  as  for  calling 
me  a  mad  cow^  I  really  thought  I  was  only  a 
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silly  calf  at  the  worst ;  and  at  the  best^  a  very^ 
very  good  child ;  at  least,  I  am  sure  dear  old 
Mr.  Handley  will  call  me  so.  Do  you  know  I 
have  captured  for  him  the  very  moral  of  the 
butterfly,  as  old  nurse  would  have  said,  that  we 
were  pursuing  for  three  long  miles  the  other 
day.'' 

*'  Do  you  mean  when  you  and  Mr.  Handley 
fell  into  the  brook  together  ?''  observed  Mrs. 
Trevor  slily. 

*^  Oh,  mamma !  to  think  <^  reminding  me  of 
my  misfortunes!  Spoiling  my  favorite  dress, 
and  being  quite  a  figure  just  as  young  Lennard 
and  Sir  Joseph  Hawthorn,  the  two  best  matches 
in  the  county,  as  prudent  mammas  inform  their 
daughters,  rode  up  to  pay  their  devoirs." 

'^  Much  you  care  for  either  of  the  gentlemen 
or  their  fortunes/'  remarked  her  mother  with 
a  tone  in  which  a  very  critical  ear  might  have 
discovered  a  slight  accent  of  rebuke. 

''  Not  care  for  them  ? — Oh  what  a  mistake  I 
I  care  for  them  almost  as  much  as  for  that 
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whirling  leaf.  They  are  very  tolerable  for 
partners  at  a  ball^  or  for  an  hour  of  a  fine  day ; 
but  for  a  whole  wet  morning — ^why^  in  good 
truths  I  would  sooner  have  a  German  doll  at 
my  side^  for  that  would  not  hint  of  the  last 
night's  cigar ;  and  as  it  could  not  talk^  would 
not  expect  to  be  talked  to.  I  wish  you  had 
seen  kind  old  Mr.  Handley  standing  almost 
up  to  his  neck  in  the  brook^  looking  as  inno- 
cent and  surprised  as  if  he  had  never  heard  of 
water  salt  or  fresh^  nmning  or  stagnant.  I 
lost  all  my  vexation  at  being  seen  by  the  county 
beaux  when  dripping  like  a  mermaid^  in  my 
mirth  at  his  funny  dismay/' 

'^  Ah^  Rosalind !  you  have  too  much  of  the 
mischievous  in  your  disposition.^' 

^^  On  the  contrary,  mamma,  I  am  one  of  the 
most  demure  of  mad-caps;  but  no  one  could 
have  resisted  a  laugh  at  Mr.  Handley's  look 
after  his  unexpected  plunge.  Besides,  did  not 
I  help  him  out  as  well  as  I  could  ?  And  have 
not  I  undertaken  another  three  mile  chase  on 
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a  stmiiner'a  day  to  procure  him  just  such  a 
butterfly  V' 

^  And  put  yourself  in  such  a  heat/^  remark- 
ed the  anxious  mother,  pushing  back  her  curls, 
and  feeling  her  brow,  whilst  her  father  enquired 
the  name  of  the  insect* 

^^  A  something,  something :  you  do  not  like 
me  to  use  hard  words  you  know,  papa,''  replied 
Rosalind  archly.  '^  And  now  please  for  your 
news,  as  I  am  dying  with  curiosity ;  and  so 
demure ! — shaving  worn  down  my  frivolity  in 
the  chase.  Who  seeks  me  as  a  sober  house- 
keeper, to  order  the  dinner,  add  up  the  bills, 
scold  the  servants,  look  after  the  linen ;  and 
have  no  will  but  my  husband's  ?" 

^'  I  have  heard  of  no  such  application — the 
young  men  in  our  neighbouriiood  bear  the 
character  of  being  sensible  and  prudent," 

'^  Thank  you  for  the  compliment,  papa !  but 
I  hate  prudent,  sensible,  young  men,  as  the 
world  caUs  them,  all-^ 

"  Smoking  as  they  go  for  want  of  thought*' 
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'^  Take  care.  Rose.  What  will  you  say  some 
twenty  years  hence  when  verging  on  old  maid- 
ism,  no  one  having  been  found  bold  enough 
to  encounter  that  cutting  tongue  ?" 

"  What  a  merry  old  maid  I  will  be  !"  cried 
the  laughing  Rosalind*  ^'  With  three  cats>, 
five  dogs,  a  monkey,  a  parrot,  a  cockatoo,  and  a 
piping  buUfinch  that  we  may  have  music  to 
dance  to,  for  dance  we  will.  I  will  teach  them 
all  to  lounge  through  a  quadrille,  whirl  in  a 
waltz,  or  romp  in  a  galopade/^ 

'^  Is  this  the  gravity  and  decorum  of  which 
you  boasted  ?     What  wiU  the  world  say  }" 

*'  Oh !  the  world  will  say — what  a  funny  old 
creatmre !  praise  my  pets  to  my  face,  should  I 
have  any  money  to  leave;  and  laugh  at  my 
folly  behind  my  back." 

'^Gossips  will  add;  but  no  wonder,  poor 
thing ! — her  parents  spoilt  her,  always  letting 
her  have  her  own  way,  so  most  of  the  blame 
rests  of  right  with  them,^^  remarked  Captain 
Trevor  gravely. 
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No,  no !  they  wiU — they  shall  say  no  such 
thing.  I  will  be  all  you  wish  me — all  that  the 
world  requires,  rather  than  that  the  shadow  of 
blame  should  rest  with  you  and  dear  mamma,^ 
cried  the  warm-hearted  girl,  tears  coming  into 
her  beautiful  eyes  as  she  spoke,  so  quick,  so 
sensitive  was  her  affection. 

Rosalind  Trevor  would  resist  a  tyrant  to  the 
death ;  but  a  look,  a  tone  from  those  she  loved 
could  melt  her  into  softness  and  submission. 
Her  father's  caress  stayed  the  tears  ere  they 
fell ;  and  again  was  her  mood  all  sunshine. 

'*  What  say  you  to  a  visit  to  Denham,  for  of 
such  were  we  discoursing  ?''  observed  Captain 
Trevor  to  turn  the  current  of  her  thoughts. 

'^  Has  Mrs.  Denham  given  you  and  mamma  an 
invitation?^' enquired  Rosalind  in  some  surprise. 

^^  No,  my  child,  nor  does  she  intend  it ;  but 
I  hear  it  is  her  purpose  to  invite  you  for  a  visit 
of  some  weeks." 

'^  Invite  me  !  I  go  and  spend  some  weeks 
with    cold,  formal,  vindictive  Mrs.  Denham, 
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Trho  has  never  forgiven  my  mother  for  pre- 
ferring Captain  Trevor,  to  a  richer  but 
stupid  suitor,  or  a  dull  sojourn  with  her  ? — ^who 
freezes  her  guests  with  her  chilling  demeanour, 
and  drills  all  around  her  into  most  monotonous 
uniformity?  What  evil  have  I  done  that  I 
must  be  put  on  this  adventure  ?  All  woman 
as  I  am,  I  would  rather  encounter  a  fiery 
dragon,  than  spend  some  weeks  alone  with 
Mrs.  Denham,  of  Denham  Park.  Pray,  pray, 
don't  send  me  if  you  would  not  have  me  frozen 
or  petrified,^  pleaded  Rosalind,  holding  up  her 
hands  in  playful  horror  and  entreaty. 

"  Tou  will  not  be  doomed  to  a  t4ie'd^t£te 
with  Mrs.  Denham,  as  Michael  and  a  whole 
tribe  of  cou»ns  are  to  be  included  in  the  invi- 
tation.'* 

*'  If  Mike  will  be  there  to  take  care  of  me,  I 
may  survive  the  trial ;  otherwise,  if  condemned 
to  endure  that  awful  Mrs.  Denham  without  a 
protector — ^^ 

"  Tou  would  be  none  the  worse,  and  might 
learn  to  think  differently  of  my  old  friend ;  for 
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we  were  friends  once/*  remarked  Mrs.  Trevor 
rebukingly^  closing  the  sentence  with  a  sigh. 

'^  Ah  I  once,  mamma ;  and  that  is  just  what 
I  quarrel  with  her  for.  Why  is  she  not  still 
your  friend,  if  not,  as  my  very  handsome  and 
entertaining  cousin  Edred  Cottrell  says,  b^ 
cause  she  is  rich  and  you  are  poor  V^ 

*'  I  do  not  believe  any  such  thing,''  replied 
Mrs.  Trevor  with  unusual  quickness.  ^  Sarah 
Denham  did  not  care  for  wealth  in  her  younger 
days,  whatever  the  world  might  think.** 

^*  I  did  not  mean  to  vex  you,  dear  mamma,*' 
observed  Rosalind  affectionately ;  '^  but  I  had 
understood  that  your  marrying  a  poor  man  in- 
stead of  a  rich  one  was  the  cause  of  Mrs.  Den- 
ham's  estrangement." 

'^  We  can  only  guess  the  reason ;  but  I 
believe  personal  dislike  to  me  had  as  much  or 
more  to  do  with  her  resentment  than  avarice, 
or  any  great  partiality  for  a  richer  suitor,"  re- 
marked Captain  Trevor.  "  There  was  a  cold- 
ness in  her  manner  that  chilled,  and  a  jealousy 
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of  my  bride^s  affection  that  disgusted  me^  and 
I  believe  wj  comments  upon  both  points  were 
reported  to  her  by  some  good-natured  friends. 
For  myself;  I  care  little  for  the  estrangement, 
and  deem  a  friendship  so  lightly  withdrawn  of 
paltry  worth;  but  for  your  sake/*  he  added, 
turning  to  his  wife,  "  I  would  not  reject — nay 
would  meet  half  way  any  offer  of  reconciliation  : 
— more  I  could  not  do,  as  my  former  attempts 
to  propitiate  her,  undertaken  at  your  request, 
were  so  scornfully  received.  She  detests  me, 
and  I  fear  there  is  little  love  lost  between  us/' 

'^  Theti  I  detest  her  back  again  as  a  point  of 
filial  duty,*'  exclaimed  Rosalind  warmly,  indig- 
nant  that  any  one  should  show  slight  or  dislike 
to  her  parents.  ^'  She  is  a  cold  blooded,  vinr 
dictive — " 

'^  Hush,  Rosalind,  hush !  you  are  talking 
without  consideration — letting  your  quick  temr 
per  get  the  better  of  good  feeling,"  observed 
Mrs.  Trevor  reprovingly.  *'  Sarah  Denham 
wa;s  not  cold  blooded  when  I  knew  her  though 
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her  manner  was  rather  reserved  and  formal^ 
from  the  method  of  her  bringing  up.  She  had 
then  as  warm  a  heart  as  yourself: — her  very, 
jealousy  showed  her  possessed  of  strong  affec* 
tions ;  and  I  must  ever  regret  our  estrange- 
ment, though  I  would  make  no  further  attempt 
to  overcome  it^  lest  she  should  suspect  me  of 
courting  her  for  her  wealth/' 

^^  If  she  could  suspect  you  of  that  she  does 
not  deserve  your  regard ;  but  1  will  try  not  to 
say  another  word  against  her^  since  it  vexes 
you^  dear  mamma,''  answered  Rosalind  taking 
her  mother's  hand  in  hers,  '*  But  what  can 
Mrs*  Denham  mean  by  inviting  only  Michael 
and  myself,  for  Edred  Cottrell  declares  that 
she  never  acts  without  a  motive  ?" 

Few  do;"  replied   Captain  Trevor  drily. 

Do  you  pin  your  faith  to  that  rattling  Edred 
Cottrell,  who  has  persuaded  your  mother  to 
believe  that  he  is  her  ninth  cousin  once  re- 
moved?" 

Only  in  matters  of  worldly  wisdom,  papa 
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— not  in  matters  of  taste  or  affection ;  for  he 
had  the  impertinence  to  call  my  pet  pony  a 
fright ;  I  had  much  rather  he  had  called  me 
so/' 

'*  Perhaps  he  did  behind  your  back/' 
"  No,  that  I  am  sure  he  did  not/' 
'*  You  answer  promptly  and  boldly  on  a 
point  of  which  you  can  know  little/'  observed 
Captain  Trevor,  whilst  Rosalind,  conscious  of 
colouring  at  his  remark,  endeavoured  to  turn 
the  conversation  by  repeating  her  question  a» 
to  Mrs.  Denham's  motive  for  inviting  the  chil- 
dren without  the  parents. 

"  I  suppose  I  must  tell,  or  you  will  feiret 
ottt  the  truth  as  you  always  do  when  any  thing 
is  kept  back." 

^'To  be  sure!  you  must  tell  me  all,  dear 
papa.  You  know  your  own  Rosalind  can  keep 
a  secret  if  trusted,"  said  his  daughter  coaxingly. 
^^  What  she  ferrets  out  ahe  considers  her  own 
property,  wherewith  to  do  what  mischief  she 
may  fancy." 
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^  I  would  not  vouch  so  readily  for  Miss 
Trevor's  talents  for  secrecy ;  but  let  that  rest — 
I  will  trust  her  on  this  occasion/' 

^  Perhaps  because  you  cannot  help  it^  my 
cautious  papa/^ 

*'  Exactly  so  f'  replied  her  father  smiling. 

'^  If  I  did  not  tell  you  Mrs.  Sewell  would. 
Mrs.  Denham  it  appears,  anxious  to  provide  a 
worthy  heir  for  her  large  possessions^  has 
resolved  on  collecting  her  young  cousins  round 
her  that  she  may  have  a  choice — near  relatives 
she  has  none." 

^  Indeed  I  So  Mike  and  I  are  to  become 
candidates  for  the  heirship.  Did  Mrs.  Denham 
tell  you  this  herself^  papa  ?'' 

**  No ;  we  have  not  heard  from  Mrs.  Den- 
ham, and  her  invitation  is  yet  to  come.  Mrs. 
Sewell  kindly  forewarned  us  of  her  purpose  by 
yesterday^s  post  that  we  might  the  better  know 
how  to  act." 

^^  Kind^  considerate  Mrs.  Sewell.  I  would 
wager  my  pet  curl ;  ay,  and  my  favorite  rose 
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bush  to  boot^  that  she  is  struck  with  the  singu- 
lar coincidence  of  our  being  invited  to  Denham 
once  during  a  space  of  more  than  twenty  years.'' 

Rosalind  was  right ;  Mrs.  Sewell  had  marvel- 
ed at  the  wonderful  coincidence  of  such  an  occur- 
rence^ and  Captain  Trevor  and  his  wife  could 
not  forbear  a  smile  as  the  former  replied  "  You 
may  wager  your  favorite  curl  without  any  fear/' 

"  Here  comes  the  postman !  Who  knows 
but  he  may  bring  the  important  dispatch! — I 
wUl  go  see,''  and  away  bounded  RosaKnd  to- 
wards the  house. 

'^  Here  it  is !''  she  exclaimed^  holding  up  a 
letter  as  she  returned  to  her  parents. 

Mrs.  Sewell's  information  as  to  Mrs.  Den- 
ham's  intention  might  be  correct^  or  it  might 
not,  as  she  generally  preferred  quantity  of 
gossip  to  quality,  and  showed  little  skill  in 
sifting  the  grains  of  truth  from  the  chaff  of 
fiction;  but  whether  true  or  not  the  letter 
made  no  mention  of  such  a  purpose.  It  was 
brief,  and  coldly  worded,  beginning  ^^  My  dear 
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Mra-  Trevor/'  instead  of  "  My  dear  Rosalind/' 
as  in  former  days ;  and  ending  ^'  yours  truly." 
It  was  aa  invitation  and  no  more  ;^-not  so  cold 
but  that  it  might  be  accepted — not  so  warm  as 
to  merit  gratitude. 

^^  I  have  little  gaiety  to  offer  my  guests^  but 
as  several  young  persons,  nearly  all  relatives  or 
connections  are  coming  to  spend  some  weeks 
at  Denham,  perhaps  Miss  Trevor  and  her 
brother  m^ht  like  to  join  the  party,  in  which 
case,  I  shall  have  pleasure  in  receiving  them. 
If  you  can  fix  any  day  after  the  sixth  of  June, 
I  will  send  the  carriage  to  C.  to  meet  your 
daughter;  and  do  my  best  to  render  the  visit 
agreeable.  I  was  glad  to  hear  from  Mrs. 
Sewell  a  good  account  of  the  health  of  your- 
self and  Captain  Trevor,  to  whom  I  beg  you  to 
present  my  compliments, 

"  Yours  truly, 

Sarah  Denham/' 
muttered  Rosalind,  running  hastily  over  the 
letten    ^'  Only  compliments  to  papa,  and  no* 
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thing  kind  to  you.  I  hope  you  do  not  wish 
me  to  go^  mamma/' 

^'  Indeed  I  do^  my  dear>  most  earnestly/' 

''  What  to  try  and  coax  her  to  make  me  her 
heir?  Ah  do  not  send  me  !  it  would  be  all  in 
vain.  Tliink  of  my  wild  spirits  with  her  formal 
precision*  I  should  be  sent  back  in  disgrace 
within  a  week ;  or  perhaps  whipped  and  put  in 
the  comer/' 

^^  I  have  no  fear  of  that^  Rosalind :  you  were 
never  wanting  in  respect  to  age;  and  Mrs. 
Denham  is  by  no  means  the  ogress  you  would 
make  her  out.  Tou  have  imagined  a  bug-a- 
boo— such  as  should  only  frighten  a  child — and 
are  now  trembling  with  fear  at  the  object  of 
your  own  creation." 

'^  Nay,  mamma,  even  Edred  CSottreU  is  afraid 
of  her." 

'^  Edred  Cottrell,  like  most  great  talkers^ 
utters  a  great  deal  of  nonsense." 

'^  And  a  great  deal  of  sense  too ;  please  to 
admit  that,  mamma.    He  is  a  very  entertaining 
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person^  who  can  pass  a  whole  four  and  twenty 
hours  without  a  cigar,  and  a  wet  morning  with- 
out yawning  more  than  thrice.  He  says  Mrs. 
Denham  requires  courting,  and  likes  flattery ; 
now  I  hope  I  shall  never  be  uncivil  to  any 
respectable  elderly  lady ;  but  as  for  flattery-*- 
you  never  brought  me  up  for  a  courtier.'^ 

^^  EUh>ed  Cottrell  talks  wildly ;  Sarah  is 
changed  indeed,  if  she  requires  flattery.  I  do 
not  wish  you  to  be  a  courtier,  Rosaliud;  I 
only  wish  you  to  be  yourself.'* 

"  My  very  own,  wild,  merry  self  ?'^  ques** 
tioned  her  daughter,  looking  with  bewitching 
archness  into  her  mother's  face. 

^^  Yoiur  reasonable  self,"  replied  her  mother 
gravely,  though  she  found  it  difficult  to  with-* 
stand  her  fascination. 

^^  My  reasonable  self,"  repeated  Rosalind, 
shaking  her  head.  '^  Ah !  that  is  just  a  little 
touch  of  flattery  to  coax  me  into  good  beha- 
viour ;  but  it  won't  do — I  never  can  be  reason'* 
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able  for  more  than  a  fortnight.     Do  let  me 
return  at  the  end  of  that  time.** 

*^  You  forget  that  your  being  naughty  may 
prove  a  disadvantage  to  Michael.'* 

*'  Oh,  yes  !  dear  Mike  !  I  quite  forgot  him 
— so  handsome — ^so  good-natured.  He  shall 
be  Mrs.  Denham's  heir  I  am  resolved/'  ex- 
claimed the  light-hearted  girl,  clapping  her 
hands  with  childish  glee.  "  I  will  be  so  civil 
to  the  old  lady — cram  her  lapdogs — whistle  to 
her  birds — laugh  at  her  prosy  stories — and  if 
she  should  box  my  ears,  endeavour  to  look  all 
submission  and  admit  that  it  is  for  my  good." 

"  What  a  happy  reformation !"  observed  her 
father  with  a  smile  nearly  as  arch  as  his 
daughter's. 

^*  Do  not  flatter  yourself,  my  sage  papa. 
Whatever  Miss  Trevor  may  be  at  Denham, 
she  will  be  as  wild  as  before  at  Ivy  Cottage.  I 
will  try  and  be  as  demure  as  that  croaking  old 
rook  there,  up  in  that  elm,  instead  of  skim- 
ming about  like  yon  airy  swallow  ;  but  when  I 
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come  back,  mind,  I  am  to  be  your  own  happy, 
meny  pet  again,  flitting  hither  and  thither 
without  a  cause  to  mar  my  peace." 

^'  I  hope  so,''  replied  her  father,  a  feeling  of 
solemnity,  unconsciously,  marking  his  tone, 
whilst  a  vague  dread  of  the  future,  felt  but 
unspoken,  clouded  his  brow. 

"  You  hope  so,  papa ! — to  be  sure,-- -why 
not?*' 

''  Tou  forget  the  uncertainty  of  life ;  long 
jears  of  happiness  should  make  you  grateful 
not  presumptuous,"  replied  her  father  reve« 
rently. 

^^They  should,"  said  Rosalind,  raising  her 
eyes  to  his. 

''  Besides,  you  count  yourself  a  woman  now ; 
and  a  woman,  with  all  due  respect  for  the  sex, 
will  find  or  make  a  thousand  troubles  that  a 
child  would  never  dream  of." 

**  Oh,  yes !  but  then  I  intend  to  be  a  child 
woman,  or  woman  child  all  my  life ;  uniting 

VOL.   I.  C 


26  WHO   SHALL   BE    HBIR  ? 

the  dignity  of  the  one,  with  the  light-hearted- 
ness  of  the  other." 

Her  father  laughed. 

"  As  I  aaid  before,  I  hope  it  may  prove  so. 
But  do  you  always  expect  to  rule  that  light 
heart  at  your  will  ?*' 

^'  To  be  sure !  it  shall  be  a  very  slave  if  I 
bid  it  wear  a  chain.  I  know  what  you  mean. 
If  mamma  were  not  here,  you  would  say  that 
women  are  such  silly  creatures  they  cannot 
help  having  a  liking  for  the  very  last  person 
on  whom  they  should  bestow  a  thought ;  and 
that  the  course  of  true  love  never  did  run 
smooth.  The  lovers  say  they  can  live  upon 
love — papas  and  mammas  say  they  cannot — 
the  lady  weeps,  an  ocean  of  tears—  the  gentle- 
man raves — then  they  vow  eternal  constancy, 
and  part — she  to  mope  for  five  days  and  a 
quarter — he  for  one  and  a  half*  Within  the 
year  one  has  married  an  heiress,  and  the  other 
a  gentleman  with  laige  landed  property.'^ 

^^  I  thought  you  had  been  more  sentimental. 
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Roadind.  Where  did  70U  acquire  such  a 
matter  of  fact  knowledge  of  these  afiairs  ?'*  en- 
quired her  father,  smiling  at  her  whimsical 
history  of  love. 

«'  You  forget  that  I  was  Emily  Woodley's 
confidant." 

^  And  declined  being  her  bride's-maid,  in- 
dignant at  'what  jou  termed  her  unfeeling 
fickleness/'  remarked  Mrs.  Trevor  who^  having 
married  solely  from  affection^  was  rather  sensi- 
tive to  ridicule  upon  that  point. 

^  Yes,  mamma;  but  that  was  two  years  ago, 
when  I  was  but  a  silly  lassie ;  I  have  grown 
wiser  since  then,  shake  your  head  as  you  may. 
I  know  all  about  these  things  now,  and  never 
intend  to  fall  in  love  as  Emily  called  it,  I  can 
tell  you ;  it  seems  more  pain  than  pleasure — 
more  plague  than  profit/' 

^  A  very  wise  resolution,    Rosalind;   only 

keep  it,"  observed  her  father  with  a  provoking 

smile  of  incredulity.    **  I  never  knew  a  girl  of 

nineteen  rail  against  love ;  but  what  she  made 

c  3 
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a  fool  of  herself  with  some  sillj  puppy  within 
the  year/' 

'^  Was  made  a  fool  of,  papa,  I  suppose  you 
mean;  coaxed  into  believing  aU  the  pretty 
things  that  gentlemen  say  on  such  occasions. 
Well — well,  we  shall  see  !" 

^'  Tes,  yes,  we  shall  see  !*'  replied  Captain 
Trevor  with  a  second  look  as  incredulous  as 
the  first,  of  which  Rosalind  chose  to  appear 
unconscious. 

"  Who  are  all  these  countless  cousins  to 
whom  I  am  to  be  introduced,  and  vow  cousinly 
love?*'  she  enquired  turning  to  her  mother. 
'^  Since  I  must  encounter  them,  do  pray  tell 
me  something  about  them,  that  I  may  not  ask 
some  dignified  old  lady  who  that  fright  her 
daughter  is,  or  inform  some  dandy  that  his 
grandfather  kept  a  grocer's  shop." 

^^  One  would  think  you  were  a  gossip,  Rosa- 
lind." 

''  So  I  am,  manima,  after  a  fashion  of  my 
own.    But  do  tell  me  the  history  of  all  the 
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Ogres  and  ogresses  to  be  met  at  Denham,  for, 
as  Mrs.  Sewell  says,  evil  reports  spread  fast 
and  wide,  and  it  is  a  most  singular  coincidence 
that  once  in  every  month  I  repeat  to  some  one 
particular  person,  just  the  very  thing  which 
that  one  particular  person  would  rather  not 
hear/' 

^^  I  never  knew  you  do  so  more  than  twice ; 
but  I  suppose  I  must  humour  you  for  once.'^ 

'*  For  once  and  always  if  you  please,  mam- 
ma ;  I  like  to  be  humoured,  and  petted,  and 
loved,  so  pray  begin  directly." 

^  As  you  will.  First  then  Mrs.  Sewell  is  to 
be  there." 

^  Is  she  ?  That  will  be  a  delightful  coinci- 
dence. I  shall  be  quite  bold  then,  certain  that 
if  Mrs.  Denham  should  diet  me  for  my  mind's 
health  on  bread  and  water,  eaten  in  a  dark 
room,  good-natured  Mrs.  Sewell  will  bring  me 
plum  cake  and  a  lant^n." 

^  Dear  Rosalind,  do  try  to  meet  Mrs.  Den- 
ham without  prejudice.^' 
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^^  I  will  try  my  very  utmost^  because  it  wiD 
please  you^  my  own  dear  mother/'  said  Rosa- 
lind affectionately^  kissing  Mrs.  Trevor's  hand> 
which  for  the  last  few  moments  had  been  play- 
ing with  her  daughter's  curls  as  she  reclined 
at  her  feet.  '^  That  is  settled^  so  please  to 
proceed ;  I  really  will  be  good — if  I  can.'^ 

Mrs.  Trevor  did  not  feel  assured  of  Rosa- 
lind's freedom  from  prejudice  in  regard  to 
Mrs.  Denham,  but^  without  giving  speech  to 
her  doubts  on  the  subjectj  she  continued  h^ 
catalogue^  choosing  as  the  leading  article  a 
name  that  she  knew^  or  at  least  fancied^  would 
interest  Rosalind. 

<<  Edred  Cottrell  is  to  be  there." 

'^  Good  I  Good  !'^  cried  her  daughter  in 
open  glee.  ^  Then  Denham  Park  cannot  be 
dull:  where  he  is,  there  must  be  mirth  and 
frolic.  The  list  is  growing  enchanting^  and  I 
shall  be  begging  to  set  off  to-morrow." 

^^  He  is  not  to  be  there  till  the  sixths"  re- 
marked Mrs.  Trevor^  who^  not  being  quite 
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decided  as  to  whether  Roaalind's  liking  for  the 
young  man  exceeded  cousinly  likiRg5  or  whether 
she  should  approve  of  him  for  a  son*in-law, 
felt  rather  anxious  on  his  account. 

Captain  Trevor  either  felt  no  doubts  on  the 
subject,  or  his  mind  being  less  given  to  dwell 
on  weddings  be  made  no  observation ;  and  nei* 
ther  looked  troubled  nor  penetrating. 

<<  Then  please  not  to  send  me  till  the  seventh, 
dear  mother  mine.     Who  else  ?'' 

^^  Mrs.  Weston,  with  her  two  sons  and 
daughters.^' 

'^  The  Westons  ?  Ob  1  now  I  remember. 
Mrs.  W^eston  a  commonplace,  vulgar  minded 
manceilvi^i' — one  son  a  dandy,  or  a  nothing,  if  a 
difierence  can  be  admitted  between  them — the 

other  a  linguist,  I  suppose  he  must  be  called, 

* 

beiBK  well  versed  in  the  modem  language  of 
slang ; — one  daughter  plain,  and  one  a  beauty 
— a  real  beauty  !  such  as  is  seen  only  once  in 
a  thousand  years — ^a  more  precious  flower  thaft 
the  aloe.     I  shall  be  deUghted  to  look'  on 
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Maria  Weston ;  but  for  the  rest — well  let  them 
pass— mere  pawns  around  their  queen.  Any 
more^  mamma  ?^^ 

^'  The  Baileys^  Mrs.  Sewell  says ;  but  she 
does  not  name  how  many/* 

^  She  does  right  not  to  waste  time  in  par- 
ticularising them^  they  would  not  make  good 
pen  and  ink  sketches.  A  stock-jobbing  papa^ 
a  good  natured^  not  over  elegant  mamma; 
gossipping^  missy  girh;  and  sons  who  stand 
with  their  backs  to  the  fire,  or  their  faces  to  a 
looking-glass  pulling  up  their  shirt  collars*— 
but  the  sons  are  abroad  I  believe,  getting 
Parisianised  or  Italianised.^' 

'^  This  is  sharp  shooting,  Rosalind/^  observed 
Captain  Trevor  half  smilingly,  and  half  re- 
provingly, for  the  characters,  as  far  as  he  could 
judge,  appeared  drawn  with  wonderful  accu- 
racy, save  that  all  veiled  towards  the  line  of 
caricature,  and  showed  more  spirit  than  charity. 
Who  told  you  this  ?" 

••  Edred  Cottrell/* 
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'^  He  seems  to  have  told  you  a  great  many 
things/'  observed  the  anxious  mother. 

*'  A  very  great  many  things/'  replied  her 
daughter  with  a  quiet  smile.  *^  I  know  no  one 
who  can  with  so  few  words  depict  a  character 
or  awaken  a  feeling.'* 

^  It  would  have  been  better  if  he  had  not 
tried  to  set  you  against  your  relations/'  ob« 
served  Mrs.  Trevor  in  a  tone  that^  for  her^ 
sounded  almost  severe. 

^  He  only  gave  me  the  kernels^  saving  me 
the  trouble  of  breaking  the  shells.  He  cannot 
help  Mrs.  Denham's  relatives  to  talent  and 
poUsh  if  they  have  them  not ;  and  pray  do  not 
condemn  him  to  silence^  or  he  will  only  be  like 
a  hundred  other  good  looking,  gentlemanly 
young  men.    Any  more  on  your  list?" 

«  Rupert  Wyvill.'* 

"  Rupert  Wyvill  I  1  wish  he  would  stay 
away/'  exclaimed  Rosalind^  colouring  with 
vexation. 

•'What  is  the  matter  with  Rupert  Wyvill? 
c  5 
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What  does  Edred  Cottrell  say  against  hin^?'^ 
enquired  Captain  Trevor^  surprised  at  her  ear- 
nestness. 

'^  A  thousand  things  I  he  calls  him  a  pedant 
— a  critic — a  cynic — a  cold  friend— a  calcula- 
ting man  of  the  world — an  undutiful  son^  rarely 
seeing  his  father — a  miser,  not  spending  half 
his  income." 

"  These  are  heavy  charges,  Rosalind ;  and 
should  not  have  been   lightly  made»     Edred 
Cottrell  is  somewhat  too  quick  of  speech ;  and 
for  the  sake  of  Wyvill's  mother,  who  Vaa  my 
playfellow  in  by-gone  days,  I  will  hope  that  he 
has  been  guilty  of  exaggeration.    You  met  the 
young  man  at  the  Woodleys  did  you  not.'' 
*'  Yes,  more  than  two  years  ago.'* 
**  What  is  your  opinion  of  him  ?" 
**  Oh !  he  does  not  like  me,  and  I  do  not 
like  him,"  replied  Rosalind  hastily. 

^'  Ha !  ha !  ha !  Now  the  murder  is  out,'' 
cried  Captain  Trevor,  laughing  at  her  pettish 
tone.    ^'  He  affirouted  your  dignity  I  suppose 
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by  treating  you  as  a  girl^  when  you  chofte  to 
consider  yourself  a  woman." 

*'  He  was  silent  and  stupid/'  answered 
Rosalind  evasively. 

''  Stop !  I  must  hear  the  history  of  this 
offence  to  your  pinafore,'^  said  Captain  Trevor^ 
detaining  his  daughter,  who  would  have  risen*. 

^  He  said  nothing  disrespectful  of  my  pin* 
afore." 

*^  Then  what  did  he  say^  Rose^  for  I  will 
hear  despite  blushes  and  evasions?" 

^'  Well  then,  if  the  murder  must  out,  he 
called  me  a  romp,"  replied  his  daughter,  co- 
louring crimson  from  vexation,  a  vexation  not 
diminished  by  her  father^s  mischievous  laugh, 
and  her  mother's  smile. 

^  That  was  a  heinous    and   unpardonable 
offence.    Shall  I  call  him  out.  Rose?'' 
No,  papa ;  but  I  am  not  a  romp." 
Umph!  There  may  be  two  opinions  on 
that  point.    Chasing  butterflies,  and  tumbling 
into  brooks  look  something  like  it," 
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I  waa  not  diasing  butterflies  ihen,  onlj 
playing  with  little  Hany  Woodley;  and  I 
stopped  the  moment  I  found  that  the  gentle- 
men were  looking  at  me/^ 

*^  The  stopping  looks  suspicious^  and  WjTtll, 
by  your  own  showings  seems  to  have  spoken 
truth.'* 

^'  No^  no,  pEpft ;  I  an^  i^ot  a  romp — at  least, 
not  a  common  romp/' 

<*  There  I  agree  with  you — a  very  uncommon 
romp  decidedly.  I  daresay  young  Wyvill  will 
admit  thus  much ; — suppose  you  ask  him/' 

"  I  shall  not  ask  him  anything.  But  you 
will  not  understand  me ;  I  mean  I  was  more 
than  a  romp,  and  if  to  please  the  children,  or 
even  myself,  I  did  sometimes  run  about  like  a 
wild  coU^  I  could  have  also  played  the  woman 
had  he  deigned  to  treat  me  as  such  ^  and  given 
a  sensible  answer,  had  he  condescended  to 
address  me.'^ 

'^  Did  he  never  address  you  then  7*^ 

^  Tes,  once,  when  compelled  to  sit  besidie 
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me^  he  asked  if  I  Mked    '  The  Evenkigs  at 
home,'  and  *  The  Children's  Friend  V  " 
**  And  what  did  you  say  in  reply  ?** 
«<  Talked  with  childish    delight    of    <  The 
Transmigrations    of   Indur/     ^  Little    Jack/ 
'  The  Sword,^    and  ^  The  children  who  would 
be  their  own  masters,'  ending  with  an  eloquent 
eulogium  on  Blindman's  Buff,  and  Puss  in  the 
Corner," 

"  Thereby  confirming  his  opinion  of  your 
childishness.  He  is  acquitted  of  prejudice  and 
want  of  judjgment  on  the  very  evidence  brought 
against  him." 

"  May  be — may  be  not,  papa ;  at  any  rate, 
he  has  little  penetration.  Edred  Cottrell  saw 
at  onee  what  lay  beneath  the  surface." 

*'  Edred  Cottrell  seems  a  paragon  of  perfec- 
tion in  your  eyes." 

''  Oh,  dear  no  t  But  I  do  not  like  Mr. 
Wyvill — that  is  poz." 

^  Why  dislike  him  more  than  some  others. 
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who  have  failed  in  lauding  you  as  a  model  of 
womanly  wisdom  and  dignity  ?'' 

^  I  cannot  tell ;  but  I  am  certainly  more 
vexed  with  him  than  with  any  one  else.'' 

^'  Is  he  handsome  ?'' 

«  Oh,  dear  no !'' 

«  Ugly  ?" 

'^  No,  even  I  cannot  say  that  he  is  ugly ; 
but  I  think  he  ought  to  hej* 

«<  Think  he  ought  to  be  ugly  !  What  do 
you  mean  ?     Because  he  called  you  a  romp  ?'' 

'^  No,  no;  but  his  features  are  not  r^ular; 
and  yet  there  is  a  something  about  him  that 
prevents  one  calling  him  ugly ;  and  makes  one 
think  more  of  him  than  of  most  others  present. 
An  airi  not  exactly  of  defiance,  or  pride,  or 
self-conceit,  or  fashion ;  but  a  something  that 
compels  respect.  An  air  of  power — that  is  it  1^' 
cried  Rosalind  triumphantly,  thinking  she  had 
found  the  proper  word^, 

'*  A  very  luminous  description  truly,"  ob- 
served her  father  laughing. 
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'*  That  is,  a  very  silly  one  you  mean.  Well, 
I  daresay  it  is  very  silly ;  and  still  more  so  my 
being  vexed  at  bis  remark,  so  I  will  try  and 
foi^ve  bim : — but  I  may  take  a  little  revenge, 
playful  revenge,  first — may  I  not?  He  sball 
just  find  tbat  I  am  a  woman,  by — " 

^  Your  tongue,''  added  ber  fatber  interrupt- 
ing ber.  ^'  If  you  intend  to  attack  bim  witb 
tbat  weapon,  I  pity  bim,  poor  fellow ;  better 
endure  tbe  ants  and  musquitoea  of  otber 
lands." 

''  For  sbame,  papa !  Mamma,  why  do  not 
you  defend  your  own  sex  ?'* 

"  You  bave  so  much  more  zeal  in  tbe  cause 
that  I  leave  it  to  you^'' 

'^  No,  no  I  my  sex  deserves  a  worthier 
champion.'' 

*'  Tbat  is  you  mean  requires  a  stronger  one," 
observed  Captain  Trevor. 

'^  Exactly  so ;  to  withstand  the  furious  at-^ 
tacks  of  its  furious  assailants,  who  pay  no  heed 
to  tbe  laws  of  chivalry  as  to  equal  arms  and 
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equal  power.  That  is  for  your  sex,  papa.  On 
reconsidering  the  matter,  I  am  glad  that  Mr^ 
Wyvill  is  to  be  at  Denham,  because,  when 
out  of  humour  with  others  or  myself,  I  can  run 
a  tilt  M'ith  him,  and  thus  vent  my  vexation  in 
an  innocent  way.  What  with  quarrelling  with 
him — ^talking  of  coincidences  to  Mrs.  Sewell — 
admiring  Maria  Weston — laughing  with  Ed- 
red  Cottrell— and  playing  pretty  and  demure 
to  Mrs.  Denham,  I  shall  find  or  make  myself 
amusement  for  some  days.'' 

<^  Which  purpose  do  you  think  will  be  the 
best  fulfilled  }"  enquired  Captain  Trevor. 

'*  Quarrelling  with  Mr.  Wyvill,  or  laughing 
with  Edred  Cottrell ; — not  playing  pretty  and 
demure  to  Mrs.  Denham,  which  is  what  you 
intend  to  insinuate,  I  know." 

"  But,  my  dear  Rosalind,  I  do  hope—  ''  be- 
gan Mrs.  Trevor  in  an  earnest  tone. 

^^  So  do  I,  my  dear  mamma ;  nay,  I  am  quite 
sure  that  I  shall  ever  bear  in  mind  your  wishes ; 
and  rest  assured,  in  spite  of  all  my  seeming 
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wilfulness,  that  Mrs.  Denham  shall  bave  no 
reasonable  cause  of  complaint  against  your 
daughter,^  said  Rosalind  springing  up,  and 
flinging  her  arms  round  her  mother's  neck. 
^  One  kiss,  mamma,  to  seal  the  bond.  There 
now  feel  certain  that  I  shall  be  very  good,  or 
rather  make  the  others  as  vricked  as  myself, 
that  my  own  delinquencies  may  pass  unre- 
marked. I  suppose  you  must  have  kiss  too, 
papa,  or  yon  will  be  jealous/' 

'^  Not  I,  indeed,^'  replied  her  father. 

^  Oh,  fie,  papa !  never  tell  stories/' 

^  Gtet  away  wkh  you.  Miss  Impudence,'' 
cried  Captain  Trevor,  as  she  threw  her  arms 
round  his  neck,  as  she  had  done  round  her 
mother's ; — yet  he  held  her  to  him,  instead  of 
putting  her  aside. 

'^  There  now  I  am  away  for  the  top  of  the 
hill  to  see  the  sun  in  his  robes  of  crimson  blent 
with  gold,  ere  he  sink  to  rest  beneath  his  pur- 
ple canopy.  Come  along,  Bruno !  a  run  up 
the  steep  will  do  you  good — ^mend  your  breath," 
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cried  Rosalind  gaily,  kissing  her  band  to  her 
parents, 

'^  Old  Bruno  is  of  a  different  opinion/'  ob- 
served Captain  Trevor,  as  the  old  dog,  after 
waddling  some  steps,  turned  back  with  a  know- 
ing looking  on  perceiving  the  course  taken  by 
his  young  mistress,  and  old  play-fellow; — he 
had  lost  all  wish  to  climb. 

'^  Rosalind  is  right ;  she  is  not  a  mere  romp^ 
and  Mr.  Wyvill  should  have  seen  this,^'  ob* 
served  Mrs.  Trevor,  gazing  after  her  daughter. 

''  Poor  Wyvill !  two  women  on  his  back  at 
once — I  pity  him  !*'  replied  her  husband, 
amused  at  the  mother's  pique. 

"  But  do  you  not  agree  with  me  ?'* 

''  Yes,  Rosalind  is  not  a  mere  romp ;  but  I 
sometimes  doubt  whether  we  have  not  petted 
her  into  wilftilness ;  and  done  wrong  in  leaving 
her  high  spirits  to  be  checked  by  experience, 
rather  than  warning.^' 

''  Rosalind  is  not  wilfiil — only  playful ;  and 
her  gaiety  is  so  bewitching,^'  pleaded  the  fond 
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mother,  "  She  takes  after  you  in  her  buoy-* 
ant  spirits^  and  enei^  of  character  J' 

^  Perhaps  it  would  be  better  if  she  had  more 
of  her  mother's  quietude,  but  I  suppose  after 
your  sweet  flattery  of  her  being  like  me^  I 
must  declare  her  to  be  itresistibk/'  replied  Cap^ 
tain  Trevor  with  a  smile,  that  despite  growing 
wrinkle  and  grey  hairs  had  much  of  the 
brightness  of  his  youth. 

*'  Tou  cannot  deny  her  powers  of  fasci- 
nation/' 

^  I  have  no  wish  to  do  so ;  but  remember 
others  see  her  with  less  partial  eyes^'^ 

^  And  Michael  is  a  fine,  handsome  young 
man,  with  very  pleasing  manners,"  pursued 
Mrs.  Trevora 

^  Elxactly  so^  my  dear ;  he  takes  after  bis 
mother.  Lucky  for  me  that  you  have  no  more 
children  to  praise.'* 

''  Sanh  must  be  pleased  with  them,''  re- 
marked Mrs.  Trevor  looking  a  little  anxiously 
at  her  husband  for  his  reply  ; — that  reply  was 
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eiily  an  emphatic — Umph !  "  We  have  not 
much  to  leave  them/'  she  continued  after  a 
short  pause* 

*'  Certainly  not,  as  my  pension  of  course 
dies  with  me ;  you  acted  unwisely  in  manying 
against  Mrs*  Denham's  wishes  a  captain  of 
foot  with  more  wounds  than  money.  Had  you 
yielded  to  her  persuasions^  you  might  have 
been  living  with  her  in  splendour—  a  happier 
.    fate  perhaps  than  nursing  a  worn  out  soldier." 

**  You  do  not  believe  that  I  think  so/*  re- 
plied Mrs.  Trevor  with  reproachful  tenderness. 
''  I  have  never  regretted  my  choice^  though  I 
must  ever  mourn  my  estrangement  from  my 
early  friend." 

"  Forgive  me,  Rosalind ;  I  spoke  pettishly," 
said  Captain  Trevor,  drawing  his  gentle  wife 
towards  him.  '^  You  have  been  a  greater  bless- 
ing to  me  than  words  can  tell ;  but  Mrs.  Den- 
ham  wad  jealous  of  me  in  former  days,  and  now 
I  am  sometimes  jealous  of  her." 

"  You  should  not  feel  this,  Trevor." 
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^'  I  know  I  should  Dot^  sweet  wife }  but  we 
do  not  always  do  as  we  should." 

^  The  children  shall  not  go  if  their  going 
win  cause  you  one  moment's  uneasiness/'  ob^ 
senred  Mrs.  Trevor  earnestly. 

^  And  you  would  give  up  this  visit,  which 
you  so  much  desire,  without  a  murmur  to 
please  me?  This  is  kind  indeed,  Rosalind* 
No,  no,  they  shall  go ;  and  if  Mrs.  Denham 
win  but  put  out  the  tip  of  her  Uttle  finger  in 
token  of  amity  she  shall  have  a  Cordial  grasp 
in  return.  AU  for  your  sake  though,  mind, 
sweet  wife.*' 

^ Thank  you!  thank  you!  I  chose  most 
wisely  in  preferring  you  to  Sarah  Denham,'' 
replied  Mrs.  Trevor  with  a  grateful  smile. 
^  But  I  should  like  to  know  that  Michael  and 
Rosalind  would  be  weU  provided  for  at  our  death." 
"  So  should  I,  my  dear,  though  my  imagi- 
nation has  not  run  the  length  of  yours  in  fancy- 
ing one  or  other  the  possessor  of  Denham 
Rirk." 
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They  are  as  nearly  related  to  Sarah  as  her 
other  cousins;  and  they  would  spend  riches 
well,"  replied  Mrs.  Trevor  deprecatingly,  to 
save  the  utter  demolition  of  her  airy  castle. 

'^  I  will  be  bondsman  for  none  on  that  point : 
Rosalind  has  energy  enough  to  wrestle  with 
adverse  fortune,  unless  her  affections  should 
take  arms  against  her ;  and  then  the  struggle 
would  be  fearful.  But  here  she  comes,  and  at 
a  slower  pace  than  she  departed.  Well,  Rose, 
what  dress  does  the  sun  wear  this  evening  ? — 
what  robes  will  he  wear  to-morrow  ?" 

'^  He  sets  in  a  golden  mist  to-night,  sad  if 
not  sullen,  as  though  he  would  say  nothing  of 
the  morrow — perchance  lest  it  should  grieve 
us.  I  wish  it  had  been  a  brighter  sunset.  This 
unfathomable  haze  has  made  me  melancholy 
and  sentimental." 

'^  Melancholy  and  sentimental.  Rose !  why 
you  will  fall  in  love  next,  notwithstanding  your 
protestations  to  the  contrary — these  are  pre- 
paratives." 
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^^  No  such  thing,  papa ;  I  was  not  thinking 
of  two  le^ed  creatures,  who  wear  hats  and 
coats,  and  talk  nonsense ;  but  of  all  my  pretty 
flowers  here,  that  will  have  no  one  when  I  am 
away,  to  tell  them  how  lovely  they  are/' 

^  Do  you  think  it  needful  for  young  ladies 
to  be  told  that  as  well  as  flowers  V 

'^  No^  we  have  aU  vanity  enough  for  the 
matter  of  that.  But  you  and  mamma  will 
never  know  what  to  do  without  me  ;'^and  the 
poor  flowers — *' 

*'  Will  blow  quite  as  well  without  your 
praises,  as  with  them ;  and  we  shall  lead  H  far 
more  peaceful  life." 

'^  But  not  half  as  happy  a  one/'  cried  Rosa^ 
lindf  pouting  her  pretty  lip. 

^  You  may  learn  to  love  other  persons  and 
flowers  more  than  those  you  leave  behind.'* 
'^  Never  1"  exclaimed  Rosalind  indignantly^ 
«  Never  is  a  rash  word  from  young  Hps.*' 
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'^  Give  mamma  six  kisses  for  me.  Mind  you 
deliver  them  all,  and  keep  none  for  yourself," 
cried  Rosalind,  favoring  her  father  in^ith  a  most 
affectionate  hug,  as  they  stood  together  in  the 
best  room,  at  the  best  inn  at  C,  making  their 
last  adieux,  ere  she  entered  the  carriage  which 
was  waiting  at  the  door  to  convey  her  to  Den- 
ham  Park.  •*  I  may  cry  the  first  five  miles  of 
my  journey,  may  I  not  ?" 

'*  If  you  have  ascertained  that  Mrs.  Denham 
has  a  taste  for  red  eyes,''  replied  her  father 
gravely.    «  What  would  your  mother  say  ?" 
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"  There  then ;  I  will  be  so  good — only  shed- 
ding one  pearly  drop  at  every  milestone/'  said 
Rosalind,  smiling  through  her  tears.  '^  One 
more  hug  and  kiss  before  we  go  down  stairs, 
lest  the  landlady  and  waiters  should  copy  my 
peculiar  style  of  performing  those  ceremonies. 
Tou  know  I  was  never  more  than  eight  miles 
away  from  you  and  mamma  before ;  and  really 
feel  as  if  I  were  going  into  exile.  There,  that 
is  all  for  yourself/'  giving  him  a  last  kiss, 
^'and  now  see  with  what  dignity  I  can  descend 
and  enter  the  carriage." 

^'  What  a  respectable  set  out !''  observed  a 
gentleman  standing  near. 

'^  The  young  lady  included,  of  course  he 
means  ;  that  comes  of  the  dignity  of  my  man- 
ner/' whispered  Rosalind  to  her  father  as  he 
stood  with  his  hand  on  the  chariot  door  after  it 
had  been  closed,  almost  as  reluctant  as  his 
daughter  to  speak  the  last  farewell. 

*^  I  doubt  your  being  included,  Rosalind." 

"  So  do  I,  on  second  thoughts.    I  am  too 

VOL.  I.  D 
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slight  to  be  respectable :  however  I  have  now 
learnt  in  what  respectability  consists — namely, 
a  substantial  carriage — and  sufficiently  fat 
horses,  footman,  and  coachman.  I  shall  become 
quite  learned  in  the  ways  of  the  world  at  last. 
Please  to  grow  a  little  fatter  by  the  time  I 
return,  papa,  or  I  shall  be  obliged  to  cut  the 
acquaintance:  you  are  of  a  most  suspicious 
spareness  at  present/' 

"  I  will  do  my  best,"  replied  her  father  with 
a  smile.  ''  God  bless  you,  my  child,"  he  added 
earnestly ;  ''  keep  you  from  all  evil,  and  send 
you  back  with  as  light  a  heart/' 

Rosalind  did  not  speak ;  but  she  pressed  her 
lips  to  her  father's  brow,  and  a  tear  fell  on  his 
face. 

He  stepped  back — ^the  carriage  drove  on — 
and  Rosalind  went  on  her  way  to  Denhami 
whilst  Captain  Trevor  returned  to  Ivy  Cottage. 

^^  I  must  not  cry,''  said  Rosalind  to  hei^self, 
roused  to  a  consciousness  that  she  was  Weep- 
^^9  by  feeliog  the  tears  on  her  hand :  so  she 
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wiped  her  eyes,  and  looked  resolutely  out  of 
the  window^  endeavoiuing  to  find  amusement 
in  the  objects  she  was  passing. 

Two  merry,  romping  children  by  the  road 
side  brought  Rupert  Wyvill  to  her  mind ;  and 
his  derogatory  opinion  of  herself.  That  the 
adjective  beautiful  had  been  appended  to  romp, 
had  not  been  considered  of  sufficient  impor* 
tance  to  be  reported  to  her  parents,  as  it  had 
not  in  the  least  lessened  her  vexation  at  the 
time. 

^'  He  may  find  that  I  am  more  than  a  romp," 
was  her  closing  reflection.  Then  she  thought 
of  Mrs.  Denham  longer  and  more  anxiously ; 
and,  in  spite  of  her  intention  to  judge  her  with- 
out prejudice,  unconsciously  determined  in  her 
own  mind  that  she  could  not  like  her ;  and  in 
accordance  with  this  involuntary  determination 
passed  judgment  on  all  she  saw. 

^^  An  extensive  park — a  fine  avenue — a  hand- 
some house — every  thing  kept  in  good  order, 
and  not  looking  quite  as  gloomy  as  I  had  ex- 
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pected ;  but  then  the  sun  is  shining,  and  all 
things  look  bright  in  sunshine/'  thought  Rosa- 
lind as  she  approached  the  mansion,  which 
stood  on  the  summit  of  a  gentle  aclivity. 

The  house  was  built  round  three  sides  of  a 
square ;  and  the  space  within  the  walls  occu- 
pied by  a  broad  gravel  road,  and  a  well  swept 
lawn  with  an  antique  sundial  in  the  centre. 
From  wing  to  wing  stretched  a  handsome  iron 
railing  rather  elaborately  wrought,  containing 
two  heavy  gates  which  stood  hospitably  open. 
Lines  of  casements  ran  along  the  whole  range 
of  building,  whilst  a  row  of  projecting  windows 
adorned  the  sloping  roof.  Stacks  of  highly 
ornamented  chimneys  stood  gracefully  out 
against  the  clear  blue  sky;  and  the  family 
arms,  skilfully  cut  in  stone,  served  for  an  en- 
tablature above  the  massive  door.  Time  had 
given  a  rich  and  mellow  hue  to  the  building, 
but  let  the  eye  rest  where  it  would  there  was 
no  symptom  of  decay.  It  was  evident  that  the 
owner  had  a  quick  eye  and  ready  hand :  and  if 


I 


WHO    SHALL   BB    HEIR?  53 

there  were  no  modem  improvements^  neither 
were  there  any  ancient  blemishes.  All  was  in 
good  repair  and  g  ood  order ;  such  good  order 
that  Rosalind^  who  was  not  in  a  mood  to  judge 
hirlj,  fancied  it  formality,  and  involuntarily 
sat  more  erect. 

She  had  been  longing  during  the  last  half 
hour  to  arrive  at  the  termination  of  her  journey, 
and  now  she  would  have  sacrificed  the  tip  of  her 
little  finger  to  have  deferred  that  arrival  for  the 
same  period.  She  was  going  to  meet  Mrs. 
Denhamj  the  formal  owner  of  this  formal  look- 
ing mansion,  the  worthy  descendant  of  a  long 
line  of  dignified  ancestors  in  stiff  dresses,  and 
stifier  demeanour,  as  Edred  Cottrell  asserted — 
the  unfriendly  friend  of  former  days,  who  had 
cherished  vindictive  feelings  against  her  parents 
for  more  than  twenty  years;  and  she  was  going 
to  meet  her  too  surrounded  by  strangers,  and 
without  the  protection  of  her  brother's  pre- 
sence, who  was  detained  in  the  west  by  military 
business.    The  first  interview  must  be  embar- 
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rassing^  something  approaching  to  awful  she 
thought ;  and  yet  Rosalind  was  no  coward^  and 
rarely  stood  in  awe  of  any.  Had  she  met  Mrs. 
Denham  under  other  circumstanoeB  her  feel* 
ings  would  have  been  different ;  but  she  knew 
her  mother  cherished  the  hope  that  her  children 
might  be  the  means  of  bringing  about  ihe 
reconciliation  which  she  so  much  desired^  and 
become  the  chosen  heirs;  and  she  feared  by 
some  sudden  ebullition  to  destroy  this  ho*pe, 
and  mar  her  brother's  fortunes ;  and  this  idea 
made  her  own  manner  cold  and  constrained 
instead  of  frank  and  warm  as  usual.  She  felt 
herself  growing  stiff  from  the  dread  of  meet- 
ing stiffness  in  another ;  and  turned  pale  as  the 
carriage  drove  up  to  the  door^  whilst  the  bell 
sounded  in  her  ears  hollow  and  alarming. 

She  followed  the  butler^  a  person  of  dimen- 
sions as  respectable  as  the  footman  and  coach- 
mani  across  the  stately  hall  with  a  timid,  noise- 
less step  into  a  large  drawing  room,  richly  yet 
heavily  furnished  in  a  by-gone  taste ;  but  no 
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Mn.  Denham  bade  her  welcome.  She  was 
oat  in  the  garden — ^the  servant  supposed ;  and 
thither  he  ushered  the  guest. 

Immediately  in  front  of  the  drawing  room 
extended  a  gravel  terrace,  then  a  slope  of  green- 
sward; and  below  a  lawn  interspersed  with 
flower  beds,  and  backed  by  a  shrubbery,  blend-* 
ing  into  a  more  distant  wood, 

Rosalind  was  not  sorry  for  the  brief  delay, 
and  better  pleased  that  the  introduction  should 
take  place  on  the  sunny  lawn  than  in  the  large 
apartment  through  whidi  she  had  passed ;  and 
whichy  to  her  fiincy»  bad  a  chilling  feel  even  in 
this  bright  summer  day.  She  allowed  the 
servant  to  precede  her  several  steps,  thus  gain* 
ing  time  to  criticise  Mrs.  Denham,  as  that 
lady,  leaving  the  persons  grouped  around  her, 
came  forward  to  receive  her  guests.  Fear  al« 
ways  exaggerates :  Mrs.  Denham  was  neither 
as  tall,  nor  as  stately,  nor  as  sour  looking  as 
she  had  been  pictured  in  Rosalind's  mind.  She 
was  a  neatly  dressed  woman  of  about  sixty 
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years  of  age^  neither  tall  nor  short,  neither  fat 
nor  thin,  neither  handsome  nor  ugly.  The 
features  were  tolerably  formed  ;  but  they  were 
immoveable  features — stereotyped — there  was 
no  play  in  them.  The  lips  were  compressed 
as  if  they  could  not  or  would  not  open  into  a 
smile ;  and  the  very  pupils  of  the  eyes  appeared 
without  the  power  of  contraction  or  dilation. 
There  was  no  mark  of  a  frown  on  that  smooth 
broad  brow — she  was  not  stem ;  but  she  was 
cold,  unsympathising.  She  did  not  frighten — 
but  she  chilled.  She  was  not  awful  enough  to 
be  feared,  not  kind  enough  to  be  feved.  The 
only  thing  about  her  which  could  render  her 
worthy  of  being  the  heroine  of  the  romances 
that  Rosalind  had  been  weaving  in  her  own 
mind  for  the  last  ten  days,  was  the  excess  of 
her  quietude  and  coldness.  Had  she  been 
created  with  too  little  feeling— or  with  too  much  ? 
There  was  the  question.  Was  this  now  habi- 
tual, freezing  demeanour  the  work  of  nature, 
or  of  art?    Was-  she  thus  fashioned  from  her 
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birth,  or  by  the  power  of  a  determined  will  ? 
Mrs.  Trevor  had  talked  of  a  warm  heart,  where 
was  a  symptom  of  it  ?  Not  in  her  reception  of 
the  child  of  her  early  friend* 

She  was  polite — scrupulously  polite.  Hoped 
the  carriage  had  been  at  C.  in  time — ^hoped 
Rosalind  had  had  a  pleasant  journey — hoped 
she  had  left  her  parents  well — was  rejoiced  to 
find  that  all  this  had  been  the  case : — hoped  she 
would  find  pleasure  from  her  visit  to  Denham 
— nay,  she  even  held  out  a  hand  as  she  said 
she  was  glad  to  see  her,  but  then  her  fingers 
remained  stiff  and  unbending,  instead  of  closing 
over  the  hand  that  met  hers,  and  all  these 
things  were  uttered  in  an  imchanging,  and  as 
it  seemed  a  studied  tone.  Of  course  this  was 
not  lost  on  the  sensitive  Rosalind,  and  her  own 
manner  involuntarily  caught  the  hue  of  her 
companion's.  Her  smiling  lips  grew  more 
compressed — her  sentences  became  more  mea- 
sured ;  and  her  answers  as  brief  as  politeness 
would  allow.    But  not  long  did  this  metamor^ 
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phosis  continue;  before  Mrs.  Denham  had 
said  all  that  as  hostess  she  appeared  to  consider 
herseff  called  upon  to  say,  their  colloquy  ^vas 
interrupted,  and  most  agreeably  in  Rosalind's 
opinion,  by  the  abrupt  approach  of  Edred 
Cottrell,  who  greeted  his  cousin  with  almost 
extravagant  warmth.  For  the  instant  Mrs. 
Denham  with  all  her  formality  was  forgotten ; 
and  Rosalind  was  again  the  frank  and  Uvely 
girl — the  life  of  Ivy  Cottage. 

'^  I  am  delighted^  enchanted,  enraptured,  at 
beholding  you  again,  fair  coz  \"  he  exclaimed 
raising  her  hand  with  playful  gallantry  to  his 
lips.  ^'  And  seeing  you  here  too,  where  I  had 
never  dared  to  anticipate  such  a  pleastue ! — 
How  could  you  win  your  parents'  consent? 
But  it  is  folly  to  ask  that  question,  for  who  can 
resist  you  if  set  on  gaining  a  point  ? — 

"  Your  witching  smiles, 
And  still  more  witchiDg  words  and  wiles,** 

who  can  gainsay  them  ?    Tou  must  never  coax 
me  to  remove  those  ancient  lions,  bristling  in 
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slone^  nor  those  antique  vases^  nor  those  mag- 
nificent yew  trees,  nor  any  other  of  Mrs.  Deii- 
ham's  pets,  which  you  call  horrors,  formalities^ 
and  monstrosities ;  for  I  could  not  resist  your 
spells ;  and  Mrs*  Denham  would  never  forgive 
me  for  the  SBCiilegeJ' 

*^  Tou  need  be  under  no  alarm/'  said  Rosa- 
lind, laughing  at  the  look  of  terror  he  assumed. 
^  I  am  far  too  conscientious  to  meddle  with 
other  people's  property — too  polite  to  wish  to 
interfere  with  their  tastes ;  and  perfectly  inno- 
cent of  the  spells  of  which  you  speak.  You 
are  all  in  the  wrong;  my  mother  was  much 
pleased  with  the  idea  of  my  visit  to  Denham.'* 
''  Ah !  your  mother;  but  Captain  Trevor*'* 
''  His  wishes  coincided  with  hers/^ 
^  Indeed  1  Then  you  were  the  coaxed,  not 
the  coaser.  From  something  that  occurred 
when  I  was  last  at  Ivy  Cottage,  I  fancied  your 
acceptance  of  Mrs.  Denham's  kind  invitation 
out  of  the  chapter  of  possibilities ;  nay,  so  con- 
vinced was  I  of  this  that  I  absolutely  betted  a 
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whole  silver  sixpence  oa  your  declining  it  with 
Mrs.  Sewell^  notwithstanding  many  inuendoes 
on  her  part^  about  prudent  considerations^  pre- 
sent circumstances^  future  hopes^  &c.^  &c.  I 
am  such  a  rattle-brain  myself^  that^  unfortu- 
nately^ I  never  comprehend  the  consequence  of 
these  prudent  considerations,  and  lockings  for- 
ward to  the  future ;  better  for  me  if  I  did,  for 
I  am  always  getting  into  scrapes.  I  wish  you 
would  teach  me  how  to  act  on  calculation  in- 
stead of  impulse^  my  prudent  cousin.  You  owe 
me  some  reparation  for  causing  me  the  loss  of 
sixpence^" 

'*  Not  I,  indeed ;  you  deser\'e  your  loss  for 
the  impertinence  of  making  me  the  subject  of 
a  bet ;  and  it  ought  to  be  trebled  for  your  co- 
vert satire  in  asking  me  to  instruct  you  how  to 
act  on  calculation,  knowing  as  you  do,  that  the 
wisdom  of  consideration  is  the  text  of  all  the 
discourses  preached  to  my  impatient  ears.'* 

"  Yes  Captain  and  Mrs  Trevor  are  capital 
hands  at  that :  I  remember  I  came  in  for  one 
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or  two  broad  hints  on  the  subject ;  and  I  sup- 
pose on  the  prospect  of  your  visiting  Denham 
for  the  first  time  those  discourses  increased  to  a 
Cromwellian  length.  1  prophesy  that  your 
tutors  will  have  cause  to  be  proud  of  their  pu- 
pil. All  yoiHT  words  and  act8>  whilst  reaHy 
based  on  thought,  appear  so  completely  the 
effect  of  mere  impulse,  that  your  hearers  are 
carried  on  in  the  course  you  desire  without  a 
suspicion  of  being  led*  Deep  thought,  and 
deep  calculation  may  be  combined  with  gaiety 
— even  exuberant  gaiety  : — I  see  that  now,  and 
shall  do  my  best  to  engraft  them  on  the  wild 
briar  of  my  merriment.** 

**  A  wild  briar  sort  of  merriment  indeed, 
waving  hither  and  thither  as  the  breeze  blows  ; 
and  somewhat  prickly  too^  catching  at  all  within 
its  reach,'*  answered  Rosalind  amused  at  his 
whimsical  comparison,  yet  wondering  at  the 
turn  he  had  given  to  the  conversation.  "  Be 
careful  in  your  selection  of  a  graft,  and  exer* 
cise  more  penetration  in  that  than  you  have 
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shown  in  accusing  me  of  basing  all  my  words 
and  acts  on  previous  thought." 

"  Accusing  you.  Miss  Trevor? — I  praise  you 
highly." 

'*  Woe  is  me !  every  one  thinks  himself 
justified  in  laughing  at  my  thoughtlessness. 
You  cousin,  who  dubbed  yourself  my  champion 
at  Ivy  cottage,  might  have  spared  me  this  sa- 
tirical charge.  I  have  promised  to  be  very 
good  and  reasonable  for  the  future,  and  really 
do  intend  to  look  before  I  leap/' 

**  There  now,  did  not  I  say  so  ?  Did  not  I 
discover  it  from  your  thoughtful  manner  of 
walking  across  the  lawn  ?  It  was  no  satirical 
charge :  your  own  confessions  confirm  my 
words.  Do  they  not,  Mrs.  Denham?''  ex- 
claimed Edred  Cottrell,  appealing  to  bis  hostess. 

'^  So  it  seems,''  replied  that  lady,  with  an 
intonation  that  was  not  pleasing. 

"  Woe  is  me !  I  say,"  he  continued.  "  There 
was  I  anticipating  such  delightful  romps — no 
not  romps — splays  with  you — songs  on  the  lake 
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— long  rambles  through  the  woods — impromptu 
songs  and  rambles,  running  out  when  the  fancy 
or  the  sunshine  came ;  and  now  you  will  al- 
ways be  pacing  soberly  up  and  down  this 
stately  terrace  with  Mrs.  Denham,  looking  as 
if  you  had  been  drilled  into  marching  order, 
and  could  not  bound  over  the  turf  like  a  grey- 
hound. Think  of  my  most  wild,  but  most  be- 
witching cousin  Rosalind,  being  transformed 
into  a  calculating  machine,  by  the  preachment 
of  long  discourses  touching  prudence,  consider 
ration,  looking  to  the  main  chance,  &c.,  &c.'* 

"  And  very  proper  too,'*  observed  Mrs, 
Sewell  coming  up  to  welcome  her  young  favo- 
rite. '^  I  always  said  that  Rosalind  Trevor  had 
excellent  sense  under  her  gaiety  ;  and  that  she 
only  wanted  a  little  talking  to,  and  mingling 
with  the  world,  to  become  prudent  and  thought- 
ful. She  is  a  woman  now,  and  has  learnt  to 
consider  before  she  speaks.^^ 

"  Thanks  for  your  singuliurly  good  opinion 
of  me,''    replied    Rosalind    smiling    at    Mr8» 
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SeweU's  equivocal  prfdse.  '^  I  suppose  you  and 
Mr*  Cottrell  hope  by  malciDg  me  believe  myself 
good  to  induce  me  to  become  so;  but  I  am 
afraid  it  will  be  found  '  Love's  Labour  lost/  1 
never  could  calculate  consequences  ;  and  I  fear 
never  shalU  Thoughtless  1  was  born^  and 
thoughtless  I  shall  remain  :  and  as  for  weigh- 
ing my  words—" 

'^  T  am  sure  you  are  not  at  all  thoughtless 
when  you  will  but  just  take  time  to  think ;  on 
the  contrary,  I  consider  you  very  prudent  and 
reasonable/'  interrupted  Mrs.  Sewell,  frowning 
and  making  signs  to  Rosalind  not  to  contradict 
her ;  but  the  gestures  and  faces  of  the  old  lady 
were  so  very  ludicrous  that  Rosalind's  merry 
mood  prevailed ;  and^  totally  forgetful  of  Mrs. 
Denham,  she  began  a  more  violent  disclaimer 
to  the  increasing  distress  and  vexation  of  her 
ancient  friend. 

"  Consider  me  prudent  and  reasonable,  my 
dear  Mrs.  Sewell ! — Ah  !  that  arises  from  your 
overweening  partiality,  for  I  was  never  either 
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one  or  the  other;  and  my  humility  will  not 
allow  me  to  appropriate  praises  so  far  beyond 
my  merits;  you  know  very  well  that  I  was 
always  heedless,  wilful,  and — ^" 

'^  No  such  thing  \  Your  mother  has  a  high 
opinion  of  your  judgment;  and  when  you  wish 
to  please  any  particular  person  you  can  be  very 
obedient  and  obliging/'  again  interposed  Mrs. 
Sewell,  frowning  more  warning  frowns,  and 
using  still  more  violent  and  ridiculous  gesticu- 
lations to  induce  an  acquiescence  in  her  com- 
mendations. 

Rosalind  more  and  more  amused  by  the  old 
lady's  increasing  earnestness  was  on  the  point 
of  uttering  some  further  confession  of  evil 
tempers,  when  she  accidentally  caught  sight  of 
Mrs.  Denham's  countenance.  Her  mirth  was 
checked  in  a  moment,  though  Edred's  laugh 
still  rang  in  her  ears,  as  be  mimicked  Mrs. 
Sewell's  nods  and  becks. 

^  Mrs.  Denham's  features  were  not  quite  as 
immoveable  and  expressionless  as  they  had  at 
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first  appeared.  Was  there  not  a  look^of  dis- 
pleasure, almost  disgust,  with  a  mingling  of 
disappointment  as  she  observed  Mrs.  SeweU's 
signs  and  frowns?  The  feeling  was  not 
strongly  marked,  but  to  Rosalind's  quick  per- 
ception the  expression  was  not  doubtful,  and 
the  thought  of  an  instant  told  her  that  the 
M'hole  of  the  conversation  since  her  arrival  had 
been  calculated  to  convey  the  impression  that 
hopes  of  pecuniary  advantage  had  induced  her 
parents  and  herself  to  accept  the  coldly  worded 
invitation ;  and  that  she  had  been  tutored,  from 
the  same  mercenary  motives,  to  control  her 
girlish  spirits,  and  adapt  herself  to  the  hu- 
mours of  her  hostess ; — ^in  plain  terms,  that  she 
had  been  instructed  to  cringe  and  fawn  for  the 
chance  of  becoming  the  possessor  of  Denham 
Park.  Unluckily  the  quick  perception  that 
enabled  her  to  comprehend  her  position  rather 
embarrassed  than  aided  her  in  getting  out  of  the 
difficulty.  She  wished  to  convince  Mrs  Den- 
bam  that  she  was  no  wily  fortune  seeker,  but 
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as  no  such  charge  had  been  bronght  against 
her  it  was  a  subject  that  required  the  most 
delicate  handling;  and  even  had  she  been  so 
charged  roundly  and  openly,  what  could  she 
have  said  in  reply  ?  Had  she  not  at  first  been 
most  reluctant  to  accept  the  invitation ;  and 
had  not  that  reluctance  been  partly  overcome 
by  the  hope  of  winning  the  heirship,  if  not  for 
herself,  yet  for  her  brother?  And  had  not  her 
mother  more  than  once  entreated  her  to  tame 
her  overflowing  spirits  into  accordance  with 
Mrs.  Denham's  formality  ?  How  then  could 
she  deny  that  the  motive  of  her  visit  was  an 
interested  motive  ?  True,  her  mother's  prin- 
cipal anxiety  was  a  reconciliation  with  the 
firiend  of  her  youth,  but  still  the  heirship  of 
Denbam  had  been  thought  of,  and  even  named. 
Her  confidence  was  not  clear; — she  coloured 
from  shame  and  vexation — ^began  one  sentence, 
then  another;  and  finally  was  silent,  her  awk- 
ward embarrassment  increased  by  the  consci- 
ousness that  Mrs.  Denham's  eye  was  on  her. 
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She  was  convinced  that  Mrs.  Denham  con- 
sidered her  an  adept  in  duplicity ;  but  how  was 
she  to  correct  this  exaggerated  idea?  She  could 
not  relate  the  whole  of  the  conversation  with  her 
parents  on  the  subject  without  some  allusion  be- 
ing made  to  Mrs.  Denham's  suspicions ; — or  if 
she  could^would  she  have  been  acquitted  by  that 
relation?  Would  she  not  rather  have  been 
condemned  by  her  own  words  ?  How  could 
she  expect  to  gain  belief  for  the  purity  of  her 
motives  ?  Her  delicacy  was  pained — her  lofty 
spirit  hurt  at  such  degrading  suspicions : — the 
knowledge  that  she  was  looking  foolish  made 
her  look  more  foolish  still ;  and  though  aware 
that  her  wisest  plan  would  be  to  continue  her 
former  playful  conversation  till  she  could  give 
it  the  turn  she  desired,  yet,  after  one  or  two 
broken  sentences,  she  stopped  abruptly  and 
stood  looking  on  the  ground  abashed  and  sUent. 
For  the  first  time  she  agreed  with  her  parents 
that  Edred  Cottrell,  the  lively,  the  amusing 
Edred  Cottrell,  could  talk  wildly ;  and  by  bis 
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thoughtless  gaiety  and  heedless  speech  embar- 
rass others. 

To  heighten  her  annoyance,  Mrs.  Sewell 
continued  her  injudicious  and  extravagant  eu- 
logiums  in  which  Edred  cordially  joined, 
making  them  more  ridiculous  by  his  comments 
upon  them,  and  more  confirmatory  of  Mrs. 
Denham's  preconceived  opinion  of  the  cause  of 
Rosalind's  sudden  thoughtfulness. 

"  Your  affection  for  my  mother  and  myself, 
Mrs*  Sewell,  is  running  away  with  you,**  re- 
marked poor  Rosalind  at  last,  provoked  beyond 
endurance.  *'  Pray  let  me  give  some  proof  of 
wisdom  before  you  proclaim  me  a  Solomon.'' 

'*  Not  a  Solomon  exactly,  my  dear ;  he  was 
a  man,  and  men  are  always  wiser  than  women ; 
but  a  singularly  prudent,  sensible  girl,  with  a 
vast  deal  of  forethought.  Do  you  not  agree 
with  me,  Mrs.  Denham,  from  what  you  have 
already  seen  of  my  young  friend  ?" 

"  I  entertain  no  doubt  of  Miss  Trevor's 
sense  and  forethought,*'  replied  Mrs.  Denham 
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with  a  slight  emphasis^  as  Rosalind  fancied,  on 
the  last  word. 

"Not  exactly  a  Solomon,  Mrs.  Sewell  ? — it  is 
a  scandal  to  say  so/'  exclaimed  Edred  Cottrell 
gaily.  "  Why  my  cousin  could  twist  the 
Queen  of  Sheba  round  her  fingers  I  doubt  not, 
quite  as  cleverly  as  that  mighty  monarch  him- 
self. I  maintain  that  Miss  Trevor  has  the 
prescience  of  the  politician,  and  the  wisdom  of 
the  philosopher,  united  to  the  wit  of  the  wo- 
man, and  the  playful  graces  of  childhood; 
which  last  she  wears  as  a  veil  to  conceal  her 
depth  of  thought  from  the  simple  and  timid. 
Do  you  not  agree  with  me !  Mrs.  Denham  V^ 

^'It  is  most  probable  that  I  shall  when  I  have 
had  the  honor  of  a  longer  acquaintance  \ivith 
Miss  Trevor,"  answered  that  lady,  her  for- 
mally constructed  sentence  and  measured  tone, 
contrasting  strongly  with  the  appealer's  off- 
hand style  of  conversation. 

"  That  I  am  sure  you  will,  my  dear  Mrs. 
Denham  :  a  greater  knowledge  of  Miss  Trevor 
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will  prove  her  to  be  exactly  what  I  have  des- 
cribed. Nothing  like  going  the  totality  of  the 
creature  for  one's  friends/'  he  added  in  an 
audible  aside  to  his  blushing  cousin. 

^'  This  is  going  the  totality  of  the  creature, 
indeed !''  thought  poor  Rosalind^  as  she  marked 
the  impression  made  by  his  words  on  her  for- 
mal hostess^  rooting  up  every  germ  of  good 
willy  and  scattering  the  seeds  of  suspicion  and 
distrust.  What  mischief  thoughtless  words, 
and  injudicious  firiends  may  do  I 

To  utter  more  disclaimers  would  have  been 
worse  than  useless.  She  was  like  one  in  a  bog 
— ^the  more  she  attempted  to  get  out  the  deeper 
she  sank — the  awkward  endeavours  of  her 
friends  to  assist  her  only  increasing  her  danger. 
The  more  warmly  she  denied  the  possession  of 
prudence  and  forethought,  the  more  prudent 
and  thoughtful  did  Mrs.  Sewell  and  Edred 
Cottrell  assert  her  to  be — the  more  she  en- 
deavoured to  remove  Mrs.  Denham's  suspici- 
ons, the  lower  she  sank  in  her  estimation ;  and 
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it  was  a  great  relief  when  the  approach  of 
others  broke  off  the  conyersation.  The  cus- 
tomary introductions  took  place — the  custom- 
ary pretty  things  were  said^  about  the  pleasure 
of  meetings  &c.^  &c.^  and  then^  the  first  bell 
having  rung  during  the  round  of  polite 
speeches,  the  guest  dispersed  to  dress  for 
dinner. 

Amid  the  bustle  of  so  many  introductions, 
for  Mrs.  Denham  kept  up  the  good  old  fashion 
of  introducing,  Rosalind  had  had  no  time  to 
remark  that  he  against  whom  she  had  declared 
'*  war  to  the  knife,*'  was  not  there.  She  had 
seen  and  heard  nothing  of  Rupert  Wy vill ;  but 
her  vexation  had  prevented  her  bestowing  a 
thought  on  him  or  the  cause  of  his  absence. 
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CHAPTER  IIL 


^  I  am  come  to  dress  you^  my  dear,  instead  of 
my  maid^  that  I  may  haye  a  little  chat  with 
you;  and  give  you  some  hints/*  said  Mrs. 
Seweli,  entering  Rosalindas  room  some  minutes 
before  the  ringing  of  the  second  bell^ 

''  Thank  you^  my  dear  Mrs.  Sewell ;  but  let 
me  first  entreat  you  not  to  allow  your  partiality 
for  me  to  induce  you  to  praise  me  to  others  so 
very  extravagantly;  particularly  before  my  ftce, 
endowing  me  with  qualities,  which  you  well 
know  I  do  not  possess/'  replied  Rosalind  glad 
of  an  opportunity  of  speaking  to  her  affectio- 

VOL.    1.  B 
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nate,  but  most  injudicious  friend^  before  she 
should  again  encounter  the  dreaded  Mrs.  Den- 
ham.  "  You  must  be  aware  that  want  of  con- 
sideration^  and  a  habit  of  acting  from  impulse 
have  ever  been  among  my  most  glaring  iaults." 

"  Well,  my  dear,  what  if  I  do  know  it  my- 
self, that  is  no  reason  why  I  should  acknowledge 
it  to  others,  and  more  especially  to  Mrs.  Den- 
ham,  who,  though  a  very  worthy  woman,  is 
particular ;  and  makes  rather  a  fuss  about  pru- 
dence, and  thought,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing. 
It  is  a  singular  coincidence,  that,  after  spend- 
ing so  much  time  with  Mrs.  Denham  for  nearly 
fifty  years,  I  should  be  here  on  your  first  visit.'* 

"  A  very  singular  coincidence  indeed,"  re- 
plied Rosalind  suppressing  a  smile. 

''  Tes,  my  dear,  a  very  singukr  coincidence 
indeed !  and  providentially  arranged,  I  have  no 
doubt,  that  I  may  aid  you  by  my  advice  to  win 
Mrs.  Denham's  favor.  I  wrote  your  mother 
word,  as  I  suppose  you  know,  that  she  has  in- 
vited all  her  nearest  relatives  for  the  purpose 
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of  choosing  an  heir;  and  this  is  why  I  rejoice 
in  my  presence,  since  you  are  so  thoughtless  as 
to  require  guidance;  you  never  will  consider 
consequences/^ 

^  There  it  is,  Mrs.  Sewell ;  you  admit  me  to 
be  thoughtless  now  after  denying  it  to  Mrs. 
Denham,  and  making  me  out  an  epitome  of 
prudence  and  consideration.'^ 

*^  To  be  sure,  Rosa ;  did  not  I  say  so  just 
this  minute  ?  I  was  not  going  to  allow  you  to 
be  thoughtless  before  Mrs.  Denham,  when  I 
know  she  thinks  so  much  about  thought  in 
young  people/* 

^  You  meant  it  kindly,  Mrs.  Sewell,  I  know 
that ;  but  I  wish  no  one  to  think  me  other  than 
I  am,  and  value  truth  above  every  thing  else.*' 

'^  That  is  all  vety  right,  Rosalind ;  and  I  am 
sure  so  do  I ;  but  there  is  no  harm  in  praising 
a  friend  for  her  good.*' 

^'  There  is  harm  in  saying  the  thing  which 
is  not ;  and,  setting  aside  the  deviation  from 
truth,  your  praises  only  did  mischief.^ 
B  3 
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'^  Mischief,  Rosalind ! — what  mischief?  Did 
not  Mrs.  Denham  believe  me  and  that  meny, 
kind  hearted  Edred  Cottrell,  when  we  vouched 
for  your  prudence  and  forethought  y* 

'^  She  did,  Mrs.  Sewell ;  and  what  greater 
mischief  could  my  [most  vindictive  foe  have 
done?  Does  she  not  believe  that  I  came 
hither  solely  from  interested  motives,  looking 
for  an  inheritance  ?  Does  she  not  think  that, 
instead  of  the  frank  and  thoughtless  girl  speak- 
ing from  impulse  and  feeling,  I  am  changed 
into  the  manoeuvring  woman,  speaking  and 
acting  from  calculation  ?  It  is  the  first  time 
that  I  was  ever  suspected  of  mercenary  views, 
and  I  would  rather  have  lost  my  right  hand 
than  have  been  so  suspected  now,''  exclaimed 
Rosalind  bitterly. 

'^  Nonsense,  my  dear,  nonsense  I  I  under- 
stand these  things  better  than  you.  What 
harm  is  there  in  doing  all  you  can  to  please 
Mrs.  Denham  ?  She  must  leave  her  property 
to  some  one;  and  why  not  to  you  or  your 
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brother,  as  well  as  to  others  ?  Besides^  what 
did  you  come  for,  if  it  was  not  to  try  your 
fortune  ?'* 

'^  I  did  not  come  to  try  my  fortune,  Mrs. 
Sewell; — ^at  least,  not  wholly  and  solely/* 
added  Rosalind  a  little  less  proudly,  as  a  con- 
sciousness of  the  mingling  of  interested  motives 
shot  across  her  mind.  *'  I  came  at  my  mother's 
earnest  desire  in  the  hope  that  the  acceptance 
of  this  invitation  might  lead  to  the  reconcilia* 
tion  between  herself  and  her  old  friend  which 
she  has  so  much  at  heart.  I  would  rather  have 
staid  away — I  dreaded  Mrs.  Denham's  reserve 
and  formality;  and  expressly  warned  my 
mother  that  she  must  not  expect  me  to  become 
the  heiress,  for  that  I  was  too  wild  and  wilful  to 
play  the  courtier.'* 

^  She  did  very  right  to  insist  on  your  com- 
ing; only  I  wish  she  had  persuaded  you  to 
leave  your  wildness  and  wilfulness  at  home,*' 
observed  Mrs.  Sewell  pettishly,  vexed  at  Rosa-* 
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lind's  indignation^  which  she  could  not  com- 
prehend. 

"  And  what  if  she  did  ?  and  what  if  I  pro- 
mised to  do  all  I  could  to  remove  this  painful 
estrangement^  or  at  least  not  to  widen  it^  her 
motive  was  affection  for  her  old  friend,  not  a 
desire  to  possess  her  gold.  And  if  the  thought 
that  I  should  like  Michael  to  possess  Denham 
Park  did  come  into  my  head  as  I  passed  up 
the  avenue.  I  never  intended  to  promote  his 
interests  by  flattery  or  falsehood ;  and  I  scorn 
myself  that  the  idea  of  profit,  even  though  only 
for  another,  crossed  my  mind,  and  perhaps, 
unknown  to  myself,  influenced  my  manner.'' 

**  You  need  not  worry  yourself  about  that, 
my  dear,  your  manner  was  by  no  means  too 
submissive  and  respectful ;  and  as  for  all  these 
high,  romantic  notions  of  not  thinking  of 
profit  for  yourself  or  brother,  they  are  all  non* 
sense,  and  only  prove  that  you  know  nothing 
of  the  ways  of  the  world.  You  will  never  get 
on  With  such  ideas  as  those*'' 
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^  I  do  not  wish  to  get  on,  Mrs.  Sewell.     I 
have  every  thing  I  wish  for  on  earth,  and  envy 


no  one  their  superior  wealth  and  station.^ 

'^  No,  my  dear,  I  know  that ;  you  are  too 
kind  hearted  to  envy  any  one ;  but  your  bro«- 
ther's  allowance  is  small^  and  nearly  all  your 
father's  savings,  and  they  can  be  but  little, 
have  gone  to  buy  his  commission.  But  you 
need  not  look  so  proud  and  vexed,  I  daresay 
Mrs.  Denham  does  not  suspect  you  of  looking 
after  a  legacy;  and  she  agreed  with  all  my 
praises  as  you  heard/' 

^^  Yes !  but  how  did  she  ^gree  with  them? 
She  has  already  set  me  down  in  her  own  mind 
as  a  &wner  and  flatterer/' 

''Well  my  dear,  there  is  no  great  harm  in  a 
little  flattery,  all  people  like  it ;  and  my  old 
friend  among  the  number." 

''We  may  say  there  is  no  harm  in  any  thing, 
till  we  gloss  over  the  greatest  crimes;  but  there 
is  harm,  and  shame,  and  degradation  too  in 
flattering  for  a  fortune ;  and  even  should  Mrs. 
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Dcnham  accept  the  flattery^  slie  would  despise 
the  flatterer,  I  read  contempt  in  her  tone  when 
replying  to  you  and  Edred  Cottrell.'^ 

^That  is  your  fancy^  my  dear;  she  always 
speaks  in  that  way  •'' 

^  It  is  no  fancy/'  replied  Rosalind  sadly. 

'*  It  must  have  bcen^  for  every  one  agrees  that 
Mrs.  Denham  sees  little,  and  shows  less.  She 
is  generally  considered  cold  and  reserved,  and 
some  people  object  to  her  manner,  caUing  it 
formal ;  but  I  think  it  a  very  quiet,  ladylike 
manner ;  and  she  is  always  ready  to  aid  those 
who  need  her  assistance.** 

^  Is  she  y^  observed  Rosalind  a  little  incre- 
dulously, for  she  could  not  fancy  Mrs.  Denham 
sympathising  with  the  aflKcted^ 

^  To  be  sure  she  is,  my  dear;  only  she  does 
not  make  a  fuss  about  these  things  as  some 
people  do ;  so  because  she  does  not  utter  fine 
speeches,  and  say  I  am  very  sorry — ^and  I  am 
very  glad — and  I  hope  you  are  better — and  all 
that  sort  of  nonsense — her  boimty  is  not  prized 
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ss  it  should  be.  I  understand  this  manner 
and  prefer  it  to  all  that  palavering  politeness ; 
it  is  more  dignified-^  more  fitting  her  station^ 
being  such  a  large  landed  proprietess/^ 

^  She  is  very  dignified/'  observed  Rosalind 
in  the  same  dry  tone  as  before. 

^  And  very  amiable  too,  I  can  assure  you/^ 

"  A  very  loveable  person^  I  daresay,  Mrs, 
SewelU'' 

'^  Then  thinking  that,  Rosalind,  1  hope  you 
will  try  to  please  her/^ 

"  I  would  much  rather  try  to  displease  her,'^ 
rephed  Rosalind  abruptly,  ^^  I  have  a  great 
mind  to  go  to  her  at  once,  tell  her  that  she  has 
wronged  me  by  her  suspicions^  and  return  this 
very  night  to  Ivy  Cottage.  Bear,  happy.  Ivy 
Cottage  I  I  wish  I  had  never  left  it.  I  cannot 
bear  to  stay  here  another  momeut,  Icnowing 
what  she  thinks  of  me.'' 

*'  My  dear  Rosalind  1  my  sweet  child !   you 
must  not  go — you  shall  not  go,"  exclaimed 
poor  Mrs.  Sewelly  placing  herself  before  the. 
B  5 
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door.  '*  And  pray  speak  very  softly,  for  these 
rooms  being  in  suites  you  can  hear  whole  con* 
versations  through  the  connecting  doors.  Mrs. 
Denham's  apartment  is  next  to  yours,  and  she 
may  have  overheard  all  that  you  have  been 
saying." 

"  I  wish  she  may  !   and  then  she  will  under- 
stand me  better.     I  must  go  home  directly." 

"  You  must  be  mad,  my  dear  Rosalind,  to 
talk  in  this  way.  Think  of  your  being  so  proud 
and  wilful  when  I  was  at  the  pains  to  write 
your  mother  all  about  Mrs.  Denham's  inten- 
tions, though  she  might  not  like  it  if  it  came  to 
her  ears ;  and  I  have  not  told  any  one  else.'' 

"  It  would  have  been  far  better  if  you  had 
not  told  my  mother." 

"  This  is  not  kind — it  is  not  indeed,  Rosa- 
lind. Tou  may  be  sure  I  did  it  all  for  the 
best ;  and  yet,  instead  of  thanking  me,  and 
heeding  my  advice,  there  you  are  standing  in 
the  middle  of  the  room  as  proud  and  passionate 
as  a  young  Empress  when  told  that  she  must 
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wed  her  conqueror.  And  this  from  you^  whom 
I  held  in  my  arms  the  first  hour  you  were  born^ 
whom  I  have  nursed  whole  hours  together, 
loving  you  as  well  as  if  you  had  been  my  own 
child.  It  is  not  kind,  Rosalind ;  you  do  not 
love  me  as  you  used  to  do.** 

'^  Don't  say  that/'  cried  the  affectionate  girl, 
throwing  her  arms  round  her  neck,  quite  over- 
come by  her  appeal.  "  I  do  love  you  very 
much — indeed  I  do.  But  I  am  so  vexed  that 
I  scarcely  know  what  I  am  saying.'^ 

•*  Ah !  now  I  know  my  own  sweet  Rose 
again.  But  you  must  call  me  Minny  as  you 
were  wont  to  do  in  your  childish  years,  before 
you  could  speak  plain,  when  you  used  to  sit  in 
my  lap  and  hug  me.  And  you  must  believe 
that  I  did  all  for  the  best.'^ 

**  I  am  sure  you  did,  dear  Minny,'^  replied 
Rosalind  caressingly ;  so  caressingly  that  tears 
came  into  her  old  friend's  eyes.  "  But  indeed 
that  best  was  not  wisely  done.'' 

*'  I  do  not  agree  with  you  there." 
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'^  Oh  I  but  you:  must^  dear  MinnyJ 

^  But  I  cannot  understand  all  this  over 
sensitiveness."^ 

^  I  daresay  not,  dear  Mimiy ;  I  daresay  it  is 
all  nonsense,  as  you  think;  yet  nevertheless 
you  must  let  me  have  my  own  way,  or  I  shall 
look  as  proud  and  as  passionate  as  a  young 
Empress  again." 

*^  Well  s  I  suppose  I  must ;  for,  as  Edred 
Cottrelt  says^  you  can  wind  any  one  round  your 
finger  as  King  Solomon  did  the  Queen  of 
Sheba/*^ 

^'  Edred  Gottrell  talks  a  great  deai  of  non- 
sense, and  is  not  at  all  improved  by  his  visit  to 
Paris/^  observed  Rosalind  impatiently,  adding, 
with  irresistible  archness,  '^  I  must  be  in  the 
right  you  know,  since  you  have  vouched  for  my 
prudence  and  forethought." 

'^  Tou  are  too  much  for  me.  Rose,"  said  the 
old  lady,  shaking  her  head,  half  vexed,  half 
pleased.  '^  Then  you  will  stay  here  and  try  te 
please  Mrs.  Denham,  won't  you  ?"  she  added 
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coaxingly.     ^  For    jour    mi^ther^B    sake    \ 
mean/' 

"  Only  for  my  mother's  sake  ?    Ah  I  Minny^ 
I   am  half  afndd  if  your  dress  were  a  little* 
shorter^  that  I  should  see  a  cloven  foot  peeping 
out  from  iMider  the  hem^     I  will  stay^  but  I 
will  not  try  to  please   Mrs.  Denham.     Now 
don't  look  so  worried,  for  I  am  determined  ; 
but  hear  me  out.     I  will  say  nothing,  do  no-« 
thing  that  should  offend  Mrs.  Denham  ;  I  wilt* 
show   her  every  courtesy  that  as  my  hostess 
and  an  elderly  person  she  has  a  right  to  expect ; 
but  she  shall  understand  from  my  manner  that 
I  am  not  what  she  thinks  me  now.     Even  this 
I  can  only  promise  on  condition  Aat  you  wilt 
not  name  me  to  her.     I  do  not  say  you  must 
not  praise  me^  because  I  know  if  you  name  me 
that  you  could  not  help  it.'' 

*^  This  is  just  stuff  and  nonsense.  Some  of 
your  father's  chivalric  notions,  as  he  calls^ 
them/'  remarked  Mrs..  Sewell  in  vexation. 
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"  Do  you  consent^  Minny?  If  not  I  go  to 
Mrs.  Denhara  at  once'^^ 

"  1  suppose  I  must ;  for  if  you  once  take  a 
thing  into  your  head  there  is  no  turning  you. 
You  are  as  self-willed  as  a  donkey.  I  pity  the 
man  who  has  you  for  his  wife,*'  replied  Mrs. 
Sewell  pettishly. 

'^  Only  tell  Mrs.  Denham  that ;  and  I  will 
forgive  you  all  the  good  you  have  said  of  me 
to-day.** 

*^  You  may  laugh,  Rosalind,  for  you  know  I 
shall  tell  Mrs.  Denham  no  such  thing ;  but  1 
warn  you  that  your  mother  will  be  greatly 
disappointed — she  hopes  much  from  this  visit.** 

'^  She  shall  be  told  how  matters  stand  this 
very  night." 

"  You  will  never  be  wise,  Rosalind ;  I  was  a 
fool  to  interfere  for  such  an  obstinate  simpleton.'' 

^'  Am  I  an  obstinate  simpleton  ?**  asked 
Rosalind  coaxingly. 

"  You  are  a  spoiled  child/*   replied  Mrs.. 
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Sewell,  kissing  her  cheek.  "  But  bless  me  I 
now  I  remember,  the  second  bell  rang  soon 
after  I  entered  the  room ;  and  here  have  we 
been  gossxpping  all  this  time  instead  of  going 
down  stairs ;  and  Mrs.  Denham  cannot  bear  to 
be  kept  waiting  for  her  dinner.  She  is  a  wor- 
thy person  —a  very  worthy  person,  only  a  leetle 
particular  about  some  things,  especially  punc-* 
tuality ;  so,  my  dear  Rosalind,  I  do  hope  that 
you  will  make  a  point  of  being  alwal^s  ready,  as 
that  will  please  her  more  than  most  things^'' 

*'  You  forget  that  I  have  declared  my  deter^ 
mination  not  to  please  her.  However  on  this 
point  she  shall  have  no  cause  to  complain,  as  I 
hold  it  one  of  the  duties  of  a  guest.  So  let  us 
go  down  at  once.  Do  you  perform  your  part 
of  the  contract,  and  I  will  perform  mine.'' 

•'  Yes,  yes,  I  will  say  nothing  about  you — if 
I  can  help  it ;  but  let  us  make  haste  now,  for 
I  daresay  Mrs.  Denham  has  been  in  the  draw- 
ing room  this  quarter  of  an  hour.'' 

She  was  mistaken,  Mrs.  Denham  was  not  in 
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the  drawing  room,  but  followed  them  almost 
immediately ;  and  dinner  was  announced  at  the 
same  moment. 

The  large  party  staying  in  the  house  was 
rendered  larger  by  the  addition  of  some  neigh-* 
hours ;  but  we  shall  say  nothing  of  the  in  or 
out  diners,  leaving  them  to  introduce  them* 
selves  as  they  please. 

**  Have  you  paid  a  visit  to  the  blue  chamber  ?** 
whispered  Edred  Cottrell  as  he  handed  Rosa- 
lind into  the  dining  room. 

^'  No,  mine  is  the  pink  room ;  a  more  be- 
coming colour  for  a  bed,  though  not  for  a  dress.^' 

^^  I  did  not  mean  that.  You  do  not^  or  will 
not  understand  me.^ 

**  You  are  half  wrcmg,  half  right ;  1  do  not 
understand  you,  but  would  if  I  could.'' 

^*  We  are  at  cross  purposes  again,"  he  ob- 
served, seemingly  a  little  annoyed  at  her  reply. 
<^  In  plain  ElngUsh,  has  Mrs.  Denham  been 
giving  you  a  lecture  since  we  parted  ?  Now 
do  you  understand  me  ?'' 
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'^  Tour  words  I  do,  and  intend  to  exercise 
my  woman's  privilege  of  answering  one  quea- 
tion  by  asking  another.  Why  should  you 
suppose  so  ?  Or  why  should  it  interest  you  to 
karn?"' 

'^  'rhat  is  an  abuse  of  prifvilege,  fair  coz,  ask- 
ing two  questions  instead  of  one:  I  might 
refuse  to  answer.^' 

''  Then  I  should  suspect  some  evil  purpose 
in  your  question.^ 

'^  No  more  evil  purpose  than  a  friendly^  a 
most  friendly  interest  in  your  happiness.  Was 
I  right  in  my  supposition  that  you  have  beeo 
condemned  to  a  Denham  lecture?^ 

'^  No,  all  in  the  wrong;  I  have  not  seen 
Mrs.  Denhara  since  I  parted  with  her  on  the 
lawn.    Why  did  you  &ncy  this  V^ 

^  Because  you  looked  so  proud^  so  defying 
I  might  inmost  say^  when  you  entered  the  draw* 
ing  room." 

*'  Then  you  did  not  give  me  credit  for  having 
become  more  humble  for  the  lecture^  though 
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in  such  a  case  a  show  at  least  of  submission 
would  have  been  prudent/* 

^'  I  cannot  flatter  you  by  saying  that  I  saw 
any  symptoms  of  humility;  on  the  contrary, 
you  looked  like  some  newly  dubbed  knight 
seeking  for  some  one  on  whom  to  display  his 
prowess/* 

*^  You  have  guessed  my  mood  exactly,  so  do 
not  provoke  me/*  she  answered  gaily. 

'^  I  would  brave  your  anger  if  our  weapons 
were  really  to  be  those  of  knights  not  ladies ; 
but  I  shrink  from  an  encounter  of  wit,  dreading 
the  tongue  more  than  the  sword.** 

**  You  are  right !  The  tongue  can  inflict 
more  deadly  wounds  than  the  steel;  but  I 
imagined  you  to  be  master  of  both  weapons.** 

"  And  yet  would  dare  me  ?**  he  enquired 
fixing  his  hawk  like  eyes  upon  her. 

'*  I  fear  no  mortal  man  ;**  she  answered, 
meeting  his  keen  gaze  unshrinkingly. 

"  You  speak  boldly**  he  replied  whilst  his 
bright  eye  lost  its  penetrating  look,  and  danced 
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and  sparkled  as  before.  '*  Are  you  not  afraid 
of  Rupert  Wy viU  ?'' 

"  Most  assuredly  not ;  but  ready  to  tilt  with 
him  in  any  lists." 

**  You  said  not  afraid  of  mortal  man — are 
you  not  afraid  of  mortal  woman  ?"  he  asked^ 
glancing  at  Mrs.  Denham. 

'^  No ;  I  fear  mortal  woman  as  little  as  mor- 
tal man." 

'^  Then  you  are  bolder  than  I  am^  cousin 
Rosalind." 

"  You  underrate  your  valour." 

^^  No^  indeed :  you  give  me  credit  for  greater 

humility  than  I  possess." 
"  Do  I  ?" 

Edred  Cottrell  being  called  on  at  the  mo-> 

ment  to  help  a  dish  before  him,  the  conversation 

was  broken  off  for  a  time. 

Mrs.  Denham  was  naturally  very  silent  so 

the  amusement  of  her  guests  depended  almost 

entirely  on  themselves.    She   was    polite  and 

attentive  as  far  as  all  bodily  wants  were  con- 
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cerned^  but  the  hearts  and  minds  of  her  guests 
were  left  to  find  food  from  others ;  and  even 
her  poUteness  appeared  cold  and  studied — a 
duty  rather  than  a  pleasure;  and  as  the 
pleasantness  of  most  parties  depends  so  much 
on  the  hostess^  or  some  of  her  family^  the  din- 
ners at  Denham  Park  were  generally  considered 
heavy  affairs.  There  was  handsome  platef  ca- 
pital wine^  good  cookery^  and  good  waiting; 
no  fuss^  no  bustle ;  but  there  was  no  ease^  no 
cordiality ;  and  if  such  was  the  case  on  ordi- 
nary occasions  it  was  likely  to  be  still  more  so 
on  the  present,  when  most  of  those  assembled 

were  afraid  to  look,  or  move,  or  speak,  except 
as  they  thought  Mrs.  Denham  would  approve, 

lest  they  should  lose  all  chance  of  becoming 
her  heirs ;  for  either  Mrs.  Sewell  had  not  been 
the  sole  depositary  as  she  supposed  of  Mrs. 
Denham's  intention,  or  the  Trevors  had  not 
been  the  only  persons  to  whom  she  had  reveal- 
ed it.  The  old  had  tutored  themselves  and  di- 
rected their  children  to  have  no  will  or  opinion 
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contrary  to  the  will  and  opinions  of  the  mistress 
of  Denham  Park^  till  they  seemed  whilst  in 
her  presence^  but  little  better  than  automatons, 
and  among  all  the  relatives  assembled  round 
her  well  arranged  table,  only  Edred  Cottrell 
and  Rosalind  Trevor  talked,  laughed,  and  jested 
as  was  their  wont,  to  the  great  surprise  of  the 
Weatons  and  Baileys.  Even  Mrs  Seweil  was 
not  quite  herself,  being  as  anxious  to  procure 
legacies  for  the  Trevors  as  though  they  had 
been  children  of  her  own* 

RosaUnd  and  ber  neighbour  were  near  enough 
the  top  of  the  table  to  enable  Mrs.  Denham  to 
overhear  their  conversation,  when  not  herself 
engaged  in  listening  or  replying  to  others; 
but  either  they  were  not  aware  of  this,  or  did 
not  heed  it ;  and  as  their  hostess  was  supposed 
to  be  a  little  deaf,  and  appeared  to  pay  no 
attention  to  what  they  were  saying,  the  suppo- 
sition was  that  it  never  reached  her  ears. 
*<  What  will  Captain  and  Mrs.  Trevor  do 
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without  you  V^  asked  Edred  of  Rosalind  after 
helping  her  to  some  fruit. 

"  Why  I  flatter  myself  that  I  am  an  impor- 
tant personage  at  Ivy  Cottage ;  but  as  La  Bru- 
yere^  or  some  one  else  says,  thank  goodness 
one  is  not  obliged  in  speaking  as  in  writing  to 
quote  one's  authorities,  "  on  se  console  comme 
on  ^qfflige/'  and  since  they  cannot  enjoy  my 
eloquence  of  speech,  they  must  content  them- 
selves with  my  eloquence  of  pen/' 

"  Do  you  write  long  letters  ?" 

'^  Do  I  not  ?  Up  and  down,  and  athwart 
and  across — along  the  turns  down,  and  under 
the  seal/' 

'^  I  am  sure  they  must  be  very  amusing.  Do 
let  me  see  your  next  ?" 

*'  No ;  I  do  not  write  public  despatches." 

^^  Perhaps  you  think  I  shall  be  o^ended  at 
the  report  you  intend  to  make  of  me." 

^^  Ah !  do  you  think  then  that  my  report 
will  be  unfavorable?  How  conscience  doth 
make  cowards  of  us  all." 
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Nay^  fair  cousin^  I  never  boasted  of  my 
heroism ;  and  he  must  wear  a  bold  heart  in- 
deed^ who  could  hear  unmoved  that  he  was  to 
form  the  subject  of  a  damsePs  letter ;  and  Rosa- 
lind Trevor  has  a  sharp  wit,  and  a  little  of 
woman*s  love  of  mischief.  Now  I  would  wager 
my  favorite  hunter  that  we  shall  all  be  cut  up 
in  your  next  letter — minced  small — peppered, 
salted,  and  fried,  like  the  risolk  of  which  you 
have  just  partaken  J 


M 


"  Tlien  wager  and  \oee  with  a  tmUe  sht  replied. 
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Family  groups  are  proverbially  uninteresting. 

•*  Then  you  think  family  parties  very  stupid 
affidrs." 

'*  Yes !  ^  stale,  dull,  flat,  and  unprofitable/  '* 
'^  I  do  not  agree  with  you  in  thinking  family 
parties  so  ^  stale,  dull,  flat,  and  unprofitable,' 
and  with  your  quickness  I  am  sure  you  could 
make  some  very  amusing  pen  and  ink  sketches  ; 
you  have  a  great  talent  that  way.   Flattery  and 
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caricature  can  give  interest  to  the  most  uninte- 
resting family  group.'' 

This  was  uttered  in  a  much  loudar  tone  than 
Edred  Cottrell's  preceeding  remarks ;  and  un- 
luckily there  chanced  to  be  silence  among 
the  other  guests  at  the  moment,  so  that  the 
observation  reached  the  ears  of  most  at  table ; 
and  Rosalind  was  made  aware  by  the  wonder- 
ing and  displeased  looks  of  those  on  the  oppo- 
site side  that  her  censure  of  family  parties  was 
considered  a  personality,  most  of  those  assem- 
bled being  relatives  or  connections.  Her  ob- 
servation had  been  made  in  too  subdued  a 
voice  to  be  heard  by  any  but  her  immediate 
neighbours;  and  she  was  surprised  and  an- 
noyed at  her  cousin's  sudden  elevation  of  tone ; 
not  that  she  was  solicitous  to  obtain  the  good 
opinion  of  her  relations,  of  whom  she  knew 
little,  and  for  whom  she  cared  less;  but  she 
felt,  that  without  intending  to  be  rude,  her 
words  thus  repeated  might  convey  that  im- 
pression^  whilst  his  reply  contained  a  charge  of 
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flattery  and  caricature^  both  of  which  she 
scorned.  She  saw  poor  Mrs.  Sewell  in  an 
agony,  longing  to  apeak  but  for  once  wisely 
holding  her  tongue;  and  she  saw  significant 
glances  exchanged  between  others,  one  particu- 
larly, directed  from  Mrs. Weston  to  her  hostess ; 
but  she  could  not  see  that  it  produced  any 
effect* 

Having  abandoned  all  idea  of  winning  Mrs. 
Denham's  favor,  and  now  strong  in  her  own 
integrity,  instead  of  showing  confusion,  as  on 
the  lawn,  she  answered  with  spirit,  in  a  tone 
which,  though  soft  as  woman's  should  be,  was 
still  sufficiently  clear  and  distinct  to  reach 
those  at  the  further  end  of  the  table,  since  all 
were  silent  from  surprise. 

*'  So  you  would  recommend  me,  cousin  Ed* 
red,  to  flatter  and  caricature,  for  the  purpose  of 
making  a  family  party  interesting ;  now  it  is 
these  very  things  that  in  my  humble  opinion 
render  family  groups  so  little  valuable.  Affec- 
tion wishes  to  have  the  object  of  its  regard 

VOL.    I.  F 
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painted  as  it  really  is — the  portrait  of  one  who 
exists^  not  of  one  whom  the  artist  fancies ;  for 
affection  loves  more  than  it  admires ;  instead  of 
which  vanity  seizes  the  painter  and  the  pain- 
tedy  and  the  relative  we  love^  sitting  at  work  in 
her  arm  chair^  is  depicted  as  a  shepherdess 
sighing  over  a  crook,  with  a  sentimental  look- 
ing Iamb  at  her  side.  Out  on  flattery  and 
caricature  as  a  matter  of  taste,  and  a  matter  of 
morality  I  neither  shall  ever  disgrace  my  pen  or 
pencil.  A  kind  expression  of  countenance  can 
make  the  most  homely  pleasing — an  honest 
heart  and  frietidly  acts  can  make  the  dullest 
loveable/' 

'^  Hey  day !  Do  you  mean  to  eulogise  family 
parties,  which  you  abused  but  a  moment 
since  ?" 

*^  I  mean  to  eulogise  honesty  of  Ji^rpose 
wherever  found,  but  yield  affectation  and  hol- 
lowness  to  your  caustic  wit.^' 

"  My  wit,  cousin  Rosalind !  why  I  have 
never  a  chance  in  an  encounter  with  you  t-^aa 
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wdl  tjlt  with  a  iWefttkeFcock.  Ton  certainly 
did  aver  but  three  minutes  since  that  familj 
parties  were  ^  stale,  dull,  flat  and  unprofitable : ' 
— >that  is  poz/^ 

''  Tim  have  a  'bad  memory,  cousin  Edred ;  I 
only  repealed  your  own  words  in  reference  to 
the  family  party  at  the  Titleys,  which  you  cut 
up  so  unmercifully/^ 

*'  Ho !  ho !  So  it  is  you  who  abuse  family 
parties,  not  Miss  Trevor/'  exclaimed  Mr.  Ad- 
nam^me  of  the  guests,  a  good-tempered  elderly 
gentleman.  *'  A  pretty  thing  to  say  here  in- 
deed. What  is  this  but  a  family  party,  I  should 
like  to  know  V 

^'  A  family  party,  but  not  the  family  party,'' 
replied  Edred  Cottrell,  recovering  instantly 
horn  a  slight  embarrassment.  '^  I  am  the  most 
unfortunate  creature  living.  If  I  talk  sense  no 
one  heeds  me;  but  if  I  talk  nonsense  people 
give  my  folly  the  weight  of  wisdom.  Here  is 
all  this  goodly  company  looking  as  black  as  a 
thunder  storm,  and  taking  to  itself  my  evil  re- 
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port  of  a  household  turn-out,  whereas  my  very 
boldness  of  speech  should  be  held  as  proof  of 
my  innocence  of  sarcasm  on  any  present.  I 
did  cut  up  the  Titley's  family  party  I  confess. 
It  was  such  a  party !  Six  words  an  hour  on  an 
average  from  all  except  Mr.  Titley^  who  prosed 
on  about  the  corn  laws  at  the  rate  of  fifty,  ap- 
plying to  me  every  now  and  then  for  my  assent 
to  propositions  and  assertions  which  no  only 
moderately  witted  person  could  understand, 
thus  preventing  his  listeners  from  indulging  in 
a  refreshing  nap.  I  would  not  wish  my  fiercest 
enemy  so  ^eat  a  punishment  as  the  endurance 
of  two  such  parties  in  the  course  of  his  life ; 
and  if  Miss  Trevor  and  myself  did  cut  up  family 
parties  a  little  unm^cifully,  the  most  charitable 
must  have  forgiven  us  in  consideration  of  the 
provocation.^'  . 

*^  Do  not  include  me  in  the  charge ;  I  de^ 
fended  the  whole  family  against  your  censures> 
and  knowing  Mr.  Titley's  real  worth,  helped 
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you  to  give  proper  answers  to  his  corn  law 
questions.  You  have  a  shocking  bad  memory 
this  evening,  cousin  Edred." 

'^  True  you  defended  them,  cousin  Rosalind 
— ^but  how  did  you  defend  them  ?  There  are 
such  things  as  words  belied  by  looks  : — a  sober 
speech  and  a  malicious  smile/^ 

^'  There  are ;  and  you  seem  well  acquainted 
with  their  use.  I  defended  the  Titleys  honestly, 
and  you  are  mistaken  if  you  fancied  otherwise : 
that  I  could  not  resist  laughing  at  your  droll 

m 

remarks  will  surprise  none  who  know  your 
powers  of  ridicule.*' 

**  Fairly  beaten,  Cottrell !  fairly  beaten  !  the 
lady  wins  the  day/'  exclaimed  Mr.  Adnam. 
"  You  do  wisely  to  retire  whilst  victory  remains 
with  your  sex,"  he  added  as  Mrs.  Denham 
made  the  move  for  quitting  the  dining  room. 
Rosalind  had  intended  to  occupy  the  time  till 
tea  in  writing  home ;  but  the  evening  was  so 
lovely,  and  the  fragrance  from  the  flowers  came 
i;i  so  deUciously  at  the  open  windows^  that. 
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yielding  to  the  temptation^  she  deferred  her 
purpose^  and  instead  of  seekiiig  her  own^  apart* 
ment  strolled  out  upon  the  lawn.  After  €n^ 
joying  for  a  time  the  beauty  of  the  roses^  then 
in  great  perfection^  tired  of  the  eoomion  place 
remarks  of  some  of  the  party^  she  saantered  on 
towards  the  shrubbery,  t31  she  fi>und  a  seat  to 
her  taste  in  a  sort  of  open  tem[de  fironting  the 
west,  situated  at  the  meeting  of  four  green 
alleys. 

''What  are  you  admiring,,  my  romantic  cos?'' 
questioned  Edred,  taking  a  seat  beside  her. 

''  The  golden  gleaming  of  the  setting  sun, 
terminating  the  vista  of  that  green  path,  boun- 
ded by  lofty  yews>"  she  replied  without  turning 
her  head. 

'^  Ay,  I  see>  fancying  yourself  Eve  in  the 
garden  of  Eden-^is  it  not  so  V* 
^  And  you  the  serpent  tempting  me  to  evil?'^ 
''  Rather  the  Adam  of  your  paradise^'^ 
^  This  is  no  paradise  to  mer"  I  feel  more  like 
the  ''  Exile  of  Siberia,  than  Eve  in  her  Eden/^ 
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'^  Feel  like  the  ExQe  of  Siberia — here^in 
the  garden  of  Denham  Paric !  The  very  idea  is 
a  scandal  to  the  kindness  Bsad  hospitality  of 
your  high  minded  hostess." 

"  The  kindness  and  hospitality  of  my  high 
minded  hostess  l**  repeated  Rosalind  rather 
contemptuously.  f^i.Oh  !  yes^  I  remember  she 
hoped  that  I  was  not  fiitigued  after  my  journey ; 
and  asked  me  to  take  fish/' 

Edred  laughed.  "  You  are  growing  satirical ; 
but  you  cannot  deny  the  meed  of  praise  to 
Denham  Park  and  its  grounds.^' 

''  Oh !  the  houde^  V^^f  ^^  grounds  are  welt 
enough ;  particularly  on  such  a  sunny  day  as 
this ;  I  have  been  luxuriating  apiong  the  roses^ 
and  begin  to  entertain  a  sort  of  affection  for 
those  fine  old  yews^  whidi  accord  so  well  witii 
my  present  melancholy  mood ;  but  still  I  feel 
as  a  stranger  and  intruder  here^  where  no  one 
bot  kind  Mrs.  Sewell  cares  whether  I  laiigh  or 
cry ; — an  eadle  from  Ivy  Cottage,  and  its  dear 
inmates." 
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"  Home  sick  already,  iwhea  you  have  not 
been  here  twelve  hours — that  is  capital!  Fancy- 
ing yourself  '  The  Exile  of  Siberia,'  and  our 
good  hostess  I  suppose  the  tyrannical  Emperor 
— I  beg  your  pardon,  Mrs.  Denham ;  I  had  no 
idea  that  you  were  near  us/'  he  added  quickly 
on  perceiving  that  lady  beside  him. 

Her  foot-fall  on  the  soft  turf  had  been  un- 
heard by  Rosalind,  who  turned  abruptly  on 
hearing  Edred's  exclamation,  and  thus  fironted 
her  formal  cousin. 

^^  I  fancied  you  a  mile  off,  or  should  never 
have  said  what  I  did"  continued  Cottrell  on 
finding  that  Mrs.  Denham  made  no  remark  on 
his  apology. 

^'  I  have  no  wish  to  check  the  conversation 
of  my  firiends,''  she  answered  coldly^ 

^'  Oh !  I  know  that,  my  dear  Mrs.  Denham ; 
no  one  is  more  liberal  in  these  matters  *-no  one 
cares  less  than  yourself  for  an  inadvertent  word ; 
but  that  only  makes  me  more  sorry — more 
vexed  that  you  should   have  come  just  at  that 
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Bnlucky  moment — my  fate  is  always  against  me. 
Not  tbat  we  were  saying  anything  very,  very — 
extraordinary^  only  Miss  Trevor,  naturally 
enough,  feels  a  little  lonely  at  being  in  a  strange 
place,  among  strange  people;  and  expressed 
herself  rather  fancifully  about  it/^ 

^  Her  feeling  lonely  on  the  first  day  of  her 
arrival  is  as  you  say  very  natural  and  requires 
no  apology.  I  do  not  like  new  places,  nor  new 
acquaintancea  myself/'  observed  Mrs.  Denham 
in  her  usual  measured  tone,  pursuing  her  way 
towards  the  house  as  she  concluded. 

It  was  impossible  from  her  manner  to  sup- 
pose Mrs.  Denham  aware  that  the  comments 
which  she  must  have  overheard  had  the  sligh- 
test connection  with  her,  or  her  possessions. 

^That  was  a  very  unlucky  contretemps;  but 
we  got  out  of  the  scrape  pretty  well  consider- 
ing,^ remarked  Edrcd  Cottrell,  resuming  his 
seat  beside  his  cousin. 

'^  Rosalind,  my  dear^   I  have  brought  you  a 

F  5 
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shawl^  for  fear  you  should  catch  cold.  The 
dews  are  risings  so  do  pray  come  in/^  said  Mrs. 
Sewell^  interrupting  the  tiU-d4iU. 

*^  Have  you  been  thinking  of  me  all  this 
time^  dear  Minny,  instead  of  your  worsted 
work,  and  really  ventured  out  in  the  dew  to  save 
me  from  catching  cold  ?  What  a  good  soul 
you  are  !  I  must  never  be  wayward  or  wilful 
again,  at  least  not  to  you/'  cried  the  grateful 
Rosalind,  passing  her  hand  caressingly  down 
her  old  friend^s  cheek,  and  looking  up  in  her 
face  with  a  smile  that  would  have  softened  the 
heart  of  a  cynic. 

''To  be  sure.  Rose;  you  are  always  in  my 
thoughts,  for  I  have  no  children  of  my  own  to 
think  of.  But  come  along,  for  I  feel  the  dew 
falling  faster  and  faster." 

"  Very  well ;  wait  a  minute  till  I  have  ar- 
ranged my  shawl  in  graceful  folds.  I  had  some 
idea  of  coquetting  with  the  glow<-worms  this 
evening;    but  I  suppose  I  must  coquet  with 
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you  instead,'^  said  Rosalind^  drawing  Mrs. 
Sewell's  arm  within  hers^  and  marching  off 
towards  the  nearest  gravel  walk^  leaving  Edred 
to  follow  or  not  as  he  pleased. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


**  What  are  you  reading,  cousin  mine  ?'' 
enquired  Edred  approaching  Rosalind  later  in 
the  evenings  when  all  the  party  had  reassem- 
bled in  the  drawing  joom. 

"  You  are  in  an  inquisitive  mood  to-night ; 
I  am  not  reading/' 

''  There  is  a  book  in  your  hand/' 

''  S05  there  is  in  Mr.  Bailey's/'  she  replied, 
glancing  towards  that  gentleman,  who  had 
fallen  into  a  quiet  slumber. 

'^  Granted ;  but  you  are  not  asleep." 

'^  I  believe  I  was  dreaming.^ 


if 
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"  Dreaming  of  what  ?" 

**  It  is  vulgar  to  teil  dieams^  so  you  must 
excuse  me." 

"  Have  you  such  a  horror  of  vulgarity /' 

'*  To  be  sure  I  have  h  What  a  question  !" 

Before  Edred,  who  appeared  puzzled  by  bis 
companion's  manner  could  reply^  Maria 
Weston  had  taken  her  place  at  the  piano,  and 
was  playing  the  symphony  of  one  of  Malibran's 
most  elaborate  songs.  Nature  had  done  much 
for  the  singer — art  its  utmost ;  and  the  praises 
showered  upon  her  as  the  last  notes  died  away 
into  silence  were  sincere^  if  a  little  exaggerated* 

*^  That  is  very  fine  I  daresay,  but  I  would 
much  rather  hear  you ;  Maria  wants  feeling/^ 
remarked  Edred  Cottrell  as  the  singer  ceased. 

''That  proves  you  deficient  in  taste;  my 
voice  is  not  to  be  compared  to  hers/'  replied 
Rosalind,  not  at  all  embarrassed  by  the  com« 
pliment. 

**  Do  you  sing,  Miss  Trevor?"  asked  Mrs* 
Denham,  apjn*oachiog  at  the  moment. 
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9> 


"  A  little-^all  young  liadies  sing  a  little/ 

^  A  little?  beautifully !  divinely  !  the  rich 
M'ild  notes  of  the  nightingale^''  exclaimed 
Edred  in  an  ecstacy. 

'^  I  hope  you  will  favor  us  with  a  song^  Miss 
Trevor/'  said  Mrs.  Denham.. 

1'he  request  was  so  coldly  worded  that 
Rosalind  hesitated  a  moment,  then  answered  as 
coldly* 

"  If  you  wish  it ;  but  not  yet — Miss  Weston 
is  going  to  sing  again." 

Miss  Weston  was  capricious^  and  difficult 
to  please,  turning  over  song  after  song ;  and 
before  she  had  decided  Mrs.  Denham  was 
called  away  to  receive  another  guest. 

"  Allow  me  to  present  Mr.  Rupert  Wy vill 
neat  as  just  imported/'  said  Cottrell,  bringing 
up  his  cousin  to  the  startled  Rosalind,  whose 
attention  had  been  so  much  engaged  with  the 
singer,  that  she  had  not  observed  the  fresh 
arrival. 

"  I  have  had   the  honor  of  meeting    Mr. 
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Wyvffl  before/*  she  replied  returning  his  bow 
with  great  dignity. 

''  Thank  goodness!  he  was  not  here  this 
morning  to  witness  my  confusion/'  was  her 
thought. 

"  Oh  I  yes  I  remember :  you  met  at  Wrex- 
ley,  where  you  out^lid  Camilla,  or  Atalanta^ 
racing  with  those  merry  children.  Believe  that 
we  have  too  much  good  taste  ever  to  forget  the 
grace  of  your  movements,  and  the  bewitching 
fall  of  your  ringlets  a  little  di8<Mrdered  by  the 
romp,''  observed  Edred  ginly.  *'  You  agree  with 
me,  Wyvill,  don't  you !  Come,  say  something 
civil,  man,  instead  of  looking  so  bewildered; 
you  cannot  have  forgotten  the  race,  you  made 
so  many  remarks  on  it  afterwards." 

**  Certainly  not :  Miss  Trevor^s  grace  was 
too  striking  to  be  forgotten ;  but  I  am-*-" 

'^  Not  an  admirer  of  romps,"  interposed 
Rosalind,  piqued  at  his  hesitation,  and  remem- 
bering with  annoyance  the  term  by  which  he 
had  designated  her. 
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"  I  must  admire  Miss  Trevor  in  all  charac- 
ters/' he  replied  with  a  bow  which  Rosalind 
construed  to  mean— ;  the  girl  asks  for  a  com-, 
pliment,  so  she  must  have  it. 

'^  Pray  do  not  waste  flattering  speeches  on 
me,  Mr.  Wyvill :  I  am  weary  of  them,  and 
prefer  sincerity,  though  amounting  to  blunt- 


ness." 


^'  There  wa«  a  something  in  Rosalind's  man<- 

ner  that  appeared  to  surprise  him  to  whom  her 

words  were  addressed ;   but  before  he  could 

reply,  she  was  summoned  to  cake  her  place  at 

the  piano* 

Edred  followed,  and  was  veiy  assiduous  in 
arranging  the  book,  lights,  &c. 

^'  Do  sing  this  ;  it  is  such  a  favorite  of  mine?'' 
he  pleaded,  taking  up  an  Italian  song  which 
was  exceedingly  difikult. 

'^  It  is  an  exquisite  matceau^  but  requires  a 
finer  voice  than  mine:  Miss  Weston  should 
sing  it :  she  would  do  it  justice,"  replied 
his  cousin  putting  it  aside. 
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"  She  would  not  give  it  half  the  expression 
that  jou  wiU:  she  wants  soul/^  whispered 
Edred,  again  placing  it  before  her : 

"  Pray  sing  that,**  said  Mrs.  Weston.  **  I 
am  sore  it  will  suit  you,  and  Maria  does  not 
consider  it  at  all  difficult.'* 

'*  Yes^  do  pray!  I  ^ould  so  like  to  hear 
you  sing  it^^  added  her  daughter. 

Rosalind  knew  that  it  did  not  suit  her  voice> 
and  that  her  singing  must  appear  to  great 
disadvantage  after  Maria's;  but  thus  urged 
she  thought  it  would  seent  like  affectation,  or 
ill  nature  to  refuse. 

'^  You  shall  have  your  wish,  and  my  com«< 
pliance  will  prove  the  truth  of  my  assertion 
that  it  requires  a  finer  voice  to  do  it  justice.  I 
never  tried  it  but  once  a  long  time  since,  and 
shall  prove  an  admirable  foil  to  Miss  Weston.'* 

Mrs.  Weston  asserted  her  conviction  that 
Miss  Trevor  would  sing  exquisitely,  and  do  full 
justice  to  the  composer ;  and  whilst  Maria  was 
linking  about  for  a  missing  leaf,  Rosalind  had 
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the  annoyance  of  hearing  Edred  Cottrell  assure 
Mrs.  Denham  and  others  that  she  possessed 
one  of  the  most  powerful  and  highly  cultivated 
voices  he  had  ever  heard ;  and  the  still  greater 
vexation  of  marking,  as  she  believed^  a  mocking 
smile  on  the  lip  of  Rppert  Wyvill. 

^*  Exquisite  !  divine  !  enchanting  !  Not 
Malibran  herself  could  have  outdone  that!  I 
can  now  understand  the  Italian  yiiror  for  sweet 
sounds,  being  half  transformed  into  a/imatieo 
myself  by  your  delicious  strains.  Do  give  us 
one  more  song  in  the  same  style  ?"  exclaimed 
the  enraptured  Cottrell,  attempting  to  detain 
her  at  the  piano« 

^^  Hush !  hush  \  cousin  Edred,  before  you 
have  proved  yourself  utterly  deficient  in  judg* 
ment«  Your  eyes,"  glancing  at  those  around, 
^  if  not  your  ears,  should  tell  you  that  my  at- 
tempt was  a  failure — an  utter  failure,''  replied 
his  cousin^  leaving  the  instrument  notwith- 
standing his  efforts  to  detain  her. 

^^  A  failure,  Rosalind !    How  can  you  say 
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SO  !  1  have  seldom  heard  any  thing  more  exquw 
site.  Have  you  Wyvill  ?''  he  added  appealing 
to  Rupert. 

^  I  do  not  boast  of  my  taste  in  music  as  you 
do^  CottBell/'^  he  began,  looking  up  from  a 
print  over  which  he  was  bending., 

^  ThaiJc  you,  Mr.  Wyvil^  fbr  not  paying  me 
a  compliment  at  the  expenee  of  your  sincerity/' 
said  Rosalind  quickly.. 

^  You  cut  off  my  sentence  in  the  middle,. 
Miss  Trevor,  or  its  termination  might  have 
given  a  different  character  to  my  words.'' 

^^  That  was  not  polite  of  my  cousin  Rosalind^ 
faot  really  yon  spoke  so  slow,  WyviH,  that  no 
wonder  a  quick-witted  person  should  gn>w 
unpadent,.  and  interrupt  you.  What  is  come 
to  you,  man  ?  You  want  some  quicksilver,'' 
vactled  on  Edred  Cottrell,  laying  hold  of  Rur 
pert's  shoulder  to  turn  him  round  to  the  light. 

**  I  never  was  a  wiU-o'-the-wwp^— a  dancing 
xieteor  ;  and  my  Ibng  confinement  to  the  house 
with  Aat  horrid  fever  has  left  me  dull  and 
weak." 
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*'  Oh,  yes  the  fever ! — I  remember  now. 
You  tumbled  into  a  river  or  some  such  thing. 
Did  not  they  shave  your  head  ?  Do  you  wear  a 
Mdg?  You  are  looking  monstrous  sallow  quite 
interesting !  the  ladies  like  sallow  men,  only 
your  hair  ought  to  be  jet  black,  instead  of 
which  it  is  only  dark  brown.'' 

^^  La,  Mr.  Cottrell,  how  funny  you  are  go- 
ing on !''  cried  Miss  Bailey  tittering. 

«  Do  you  object  to  my  being  funny  ?*' 

«Ohh   dear  no— I  like  it.** 

'^  Do  you  deny  that  ladies  prefer  sallow 
men  ?     Now  take  care  how  you  answer." 

'^  I  declare  I  do  not  know  what  you  mean : 
1  am  sure  I  don't  think  you  sallow,''  replied 
the  silly,  simpering  girL 

''  Yet  still  you  like  me.  Miss  Bailey?" 

''  I  did  not  say  so— did  I  ?  You  are  so  droll 
Mr.  CottreU." 

'^  If  you  did  not  say  so,  you  thought  so,  for 
which  receive  my  unbounded  gratitude,"  said 
£dred,  making  a  most  profound  bow,  at  which 
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the  joimg  lady  simpered  still  more,  and  might 
have  again  expressed  her  wonder  dt  his  drollery 
had  she  not  been  called  on  to  perform,  a  duet 
with  her  sister. 

^  What  a  beautiful  creature  1  I  never  saw 
any  one  so  lovely ;''  observed  Rosalind  Trevor 
to  Edred,  as  he  again  sauntered  towards  her, 
Mrs.  Denham,  with  whom  he  had  before  been 
ooBverang,  having  left  him  to  speak  to  Mr. 
Adnam. 

**  Whom  do  you  mean  ?'• 

^  Are  you  blind  as  well  as  deaf  this  evening? 
Whom  can  I  mean  but  Maria  Weston  ?  Fea- 
tures, figure,  and  complexion  all  so  perfect^ 
and  ao  dazzling;  with  such  bright  golden  hair, 
and  80  much  style.'* 

^'  And  so  much  expression — will  you  not  add 
that  too?"  asked  Edred  looking  at  Maria 
through  his  glass. 

^^  Not  mudi ;  but  what  there  is  is  pleasing 
and  amiable.  I  am  sure  she  has  a  very  good 
temper,  notwithstanding  her  mother's  attempts 
to  spoil  her." 
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A  6g  for  tlie  good  temper^  which  is  the 
result  of  indolence  and  want  of  feeling !  Give 
me  mind  in  a  woman/^ 

^'  That  is  if  her  mind  can  always  be  the 
same  as  yours ;  otherwise  I  doubt  if  we  ladies 
are  considered  more  attractive  for  having 
minds?' 

^'  Yes,  you  are  Rosalind ;  that  is  a  libel  on 
our^x.  Give  me  a  quick  wit,  a  warm  heart, 
and  a  countenance  that  changes  its  expression 
every  moment,  like  a  summer  sunset.  Rosa- 
lind Trevor  is  worth  ten  Maria  Westons.'' 

*^  More  beautiful  ?^  questioned  Rosalind 
archly,  looking  up  in  his  face. 

"  A  thousand  times  more  so  in  my  eyes." 

*^  A  richer,  and  more  powerful  voice?" 

'^  Far  richer,  and  far  more  thrilling  to  my 
taste." 

'^  Get  thee  behind  me,  evil  spirit !  thou 
wouldst  league  thyself  with  my  natural  vanity 
against  me,''  replied  Rosalind,  making  a  motion 
w  ith  her  hand  as  if  to  put  him  away,  whilst  t 
slight  frown  came  on  her  brow. 
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''  I  am  no  evil  spirit,  Rosalind ;  mj  ^vords 
ai€  the  words  of  truth/' 

^'  Rather  of  guile  and  iiEdsehood." 

•*  I  protest !'' 

"  Protest  not  1  for  I  will  believe  no  such 
protestations.  Must  I  repeat  that  I  prefer 
sincerity,  though  amounting  to  bluntness,  to 
the  silver  tones  of  flattery  ?''  she  replied, 
wounded  at  his  pertinacity ;  and  the  more  so 
as  Rupert  Wyvill  was  within  hearing,  and 
again  she  fancied  with  a  mocking  curl  upon 
his  lip. 

''This  is  but  your  enchanting  modesty, 
Rosalind^  which  lends  a  fresh  charm  to  your 
beauty.*' 

''Now  hush,  cousin  Edred,  if  you  would  ever, 
have  me  believe  you  again.  Do  you  suppose 
that  I  have  neither  eyes  nor  ears?  I  know  that 
I  am  neither  a  gorgon,  nor  a  sea-gull ;  but 
as  for  comparing  my  face  or  voice  to  Miss 
Weston's,  no  one  but  an  idiot  could  do'  it  in 
sincerity-^no  one  but  a  knave  would  do  it  in 
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insincerity.  So  there  are  two  horns  of  a 
dilemma — on  which  will  you  be  tossed  ?  Shall 
I  count  you  knave  or  idiot  ?  or  will  you  for- 
swear flattery^  and  let  me  still  believe  you 
honest  and  reasonable  ?'' 

^'  I  will  think  anything — say  anything  which 
you  command,  so  tlmt  you  will  but  hold  me 
in  high  favor." 

'Ms  this  to  prove  you  honest  or  reasonable  ? 
However  it  will  be  no  hard  task  master;  so  do 
but  keep  clear  of  flattery^  and  we  will  be  good 
friends  ;  for  as  Miss  Bailey  says,  you  are  very 
droll  and  amusing." 

*^  My  admiration  shall  not  be  expressed 
in  words  since  you  desire  silence;  but  my 
thoughts — " 

"  1  fear  not  the  flattery  of  your  thoughts," 
she  observed  interrupting  him.  "  Only  pray 
get  rid  of  this  sentimental  air  which  does  not 
at  all  become  you,  and  reach  me  that  large 
book,  for  I  have  a  fancy  to  look  at  its  con- 
tents." 
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Turning  to  point  out  the  book,  she  saw 
that  Mrs.  Denham  was  standing  near,  and 
she  fancied  watching  her ;  whilst  Mrs.  Sewell 
was  saying  something  to  her  in  an  earnest 
tone. 

'^  Do  come  and  sing  me  one  of  my  favorite 
ballads,  mj  dear,''  said  Mrs.  Sewell  ap- 
proaching. 

^^  Not  •ne  more  note  to-night,  though  you 
have  been  persuading  Mrs.  Denham  that  I 
sing  ballads  exquisitely." 

^'  I  only — '^  began  Mrs.  Sewell,  confounded 
by  Rosalind's  accusation. 

'*  Tou  only  did,  my  dear  Mrs.  Sewell,  just 

what  you  engaged  not  to  do — ^namely  praised 

me — I  guess  it  all,"  said  Rosalind  reproachfully. 

''  Nay  but,  Rosa  dear ;   I  only  said  that  you 

were  very  good-natured  to  slug  that  song." 

''  Then  you  said,  pardon  my  freedom,  the 
thing  which  was  not.  It  was  not  at  all  good- 
natured  ; — I  did  it  out  of  pure  wilfulness,  and 

VOL.    1.  o 
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had  there  been  any  person  present  whom  I 
wished  to  cfaarm^  I  should  not  have  under- 
taken what  I  knew  I  could  not  perform/' 

^^  Well  but»  Rosa  dear^  now  do  sing  ?  Don't 
be  wayward." 

^  Ah !  Mrs.  Sewell^  so  the  truth  will  out ; 
and  I  am  wayward^  am  I^  despite  all  your 
praises  ?  Ay,  and  I  will  be  wayward  too,  so 
look  you  to  it.  It  is  a  singular  coincidence 
that  I  am  always  particularly  wilful,  just  when 
you  wish  me  to  be  particularly  amiable.'^ 

^'  Now,  Rosa,  how  can  you  be  so  provoking  ? 
Mrs.  Denham  wishes  you  to  sing  some  English 
song." 

^'  Now  if  I  find  you  out  in  a  fib,  Minny, 
you  shall  be  put  in  the  comer,  and  have  your 
finger  burnt  in  the  candle  to  show  ^hat  story 
tellers  will  have  to  endure  hereafter,^'  cried 
Rosalind  with  glee,  ^'  Mrs.  Denham,  do  you 
wish  me  to  sing  an  English  song  ?''  she  added 
turning  to  that  lady  with  sudden  gravity. 
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Ye%''  answered  Mn»  Denham^   in    her 
usual  quiet  tone. 

^'  Caught !    caught !    feirij  caught  1^    ex- 
chimed  Mr.  Adnam. 

^  There  I  told  you  so,"  cried  Mrs.  Sewell^ 
triumphantly. 

^'  Yes  indeed^  caught  in  my  own  toils/*  said 
Rosalind,  vexed  with  hersdf  for  having  made 
the  appeal;  and  vexed  with  her  hostess  for 
having  answered  as  she  had  done.  ^^  But  Mrs* 
Denliam  only  said  yes  to  save  you,  Mrs» 
Sewdl^  from  being  put  in  the  comer  for  telling 
fibs." 

^  I  answered  your  question  truly.  Miss 
Trevor,'*  observed  Mrs.  Denham,  with  a 
gravity  that  ill  accorded  with  the  playful  con* 
versation  carried  on  by  those  around  her. 

''There,  Rosalind,  now  you  must  sing," 
cried  Mrs.  Sewell  in  still  greater  glee. 

''  Certainly ;  it  would  be  rude  to  refuse  after 
having  asked  the  question ;   I  shall  be  more 
G  3 
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prudent  in  future,  and  you  may  depend  on  my 
paying  you  o£^  Minny/'  added  Rosalind,  hold- 
ing up  her  finger  in  merry  menace. 

''There  was  a  song  your  mother  used  to 
sing  in  former  days,  that  was  a  great  favorite 
of  mine,''  said  Mr.  Adnam. 

''  Did  you  know  my  mother  then  ?''  asked 
Rosalind  with  interest. 

''  Yes,  and  admired,  ay,  and  loved  her  too, 
as  all  who  knew  her  did ;  and  I  am  rejoiced  to 
meet  her  daughter  under  this  roof,  where  we 
have  passed  so  many  happy  hours  together." 

"  I  did  not  know  that  you  were  a  friend  of 
my  mother's;  it  is  delightful  to  meet  those 
who  love  her,"  said  Rosalind  with  feeling. 
"  What  is  the  name  of  your  favorite  song  ?  If 
I  know  it,  you  shall  have  it,  though  it  should 
suit  my  voice  no  better  than  the  Ranz  des 
Vaches." 

''  I  have  not  heard  such  kindly  tones  for  a 
long  time,  young  lady ;  old  as  I  am,  I  shall  be 
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more  in  love  with  you  than  I  was  with  your 
mother." 

^  Please  not^  Mr.  Adnam^  people  are  so 
stupid  when  they  are  in  love.  What  is  the 
name  of  the  song  ?'' 

**  1  think  the  first  line  runs  thus  : — • 


'  Deceit  maj  dwell  in  winniog  imil^,* 


Do  you  know  it  ?'^ 

'^  I  would  rather  not  sing  it^*'  answered 
Rosalind  quickly,  with  an  involuntary  glance 
at  Mrs.  Denham. 

*^  Nay  but  you  said  I  should  choose^  and 
I  will  have  no  other." 

"  Very  well  then,  since  it  must  be  so/' 
replied  Rosalind,  taking  her  seat  at  the  piano 
without  further  comment. 
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SONG. 

Deceit  may  dwell  in  winning  smile. 

And  fraud  in  beaming  glance ; 

Mean  hearts  may  stoop  to  practise  guile. 

Or  weak  ones  bend  to  dianoe ; 

And  all  beside  grow  felse  and  eold — 

All  ikil  in  love  and  truth  : 

Not  so  the  friend  I  lo?M  of  old — 

The  friend  of  early  youth. 

Our  young  feet  stray*d  beside  the  brook, 

That  murmur*d  sweetly  by ; 

On  wood  and  wave  we  bent  our  look, 

Then  sought  each  other's  eye* 

Our  hopes,  our  joys  had  but  one  will — 

Both  wept  when  sorrow  came ; 

Through  chance  and  change->through  good  and  ill 

Our  love  shall  be  the  same. 


'^  Beautiful  !  just  as  your  mother  used  to 
sing  it^  only  perhaps  with  a  little  more  energy 
— a  little  more  passion^  if  I  may  be  allowed  the 
expression/'  exclaimed  Mr.  Adnam  at  the 
conduaion  of  the  song^  breaking  the  silence 
which  had  been  maintained  by  all, 

^'  It  is  a  pretty,  simple  air^  and  suits  Miss 
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TVeYor's  voice,^  observed  Mrs.  Weston  with  a 
polite  and  patronising  manner. 

Mrs.  Denham  turned  away  without  speakings 
whilst  Mrs.  Sewell,  forgetfid  of  her  promise, 
b^gn  praising  her  young  favorite  and  her 
performance  to  Mrs.  Bailej,  who  would  have 
preferred  some  other  subject,  for,  though  a 
good-natured  woman,  she  did  not  wish  to  have 
her  own  consciousness  of  Rosalind's  superiority 
over  her  daughters  confirmed  by  the  opinion 
of  another. 

^  I  never  heard  that  song  before,  though  I 
thought  I  knew  all  your  stock,''  observed 
Edred  to  his  oousin« 

^  I  never  sing  it  to  strangers — my  mother 
would  not  like  it." 

^*  Strangers,  Rosalind  I  Do  you  count  me  a 
stranger  ?*' 

*'  I  count  you  a  very  merry,  amusing  person, 
and  good-natured  in  the  main,  though  a  little 
mischievous  sometimes.'* 

<'  In  plain  prose,   an   unfeeling  rattle.    1 
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thank  you,  Mias  Trevor  P'  he  replied  piqued 
at  her  words. 

^  That  is  your  interpretation  not  mine.  Do 
you  proclaim  yourself  sentimental,  and  wish 
me  to  affix  my  signature  to  the  proclamation  V 

*^  No,  Momus  defend  me  from  the  sentimen- 
tals !    But  I  am  not  unfeeling/' 

^  I  never  said  you  were.  You  have  the 
prose,  but  not  the  poetry  of  feeling;  that  is 
scarcely  in  man's  nature — it  requires  the  quick« 
ness,  the  delicacy  of  woman's  tact  to  perceive 
the  many  shades^  the  softer  tints  of  suffering 
or  affection/' 

"  Ah,  yes ;  that  is  all  too  poetical  and  senti- 
mental for  me ;  I  am  for  the  lights  of  life,  and 
leave  the  shades  to  others.  But  what  change 
has  come  over  you  since  your  arrival  here  ?  I 
never  heard  you  talk  book  before.  For  which 
of  your  present  audience  is  this  intended? 
Not  for  Mrs.  Denham,  or  Rupert  Wyvill  it  is 
to  be  hoped ;  for  they  seem  quite  insensible  to 
your    eloquence^  the  former    having    walked 
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away — the  latter  being  absorbed  in  study. 
And  I  fear  the  rest  of  the  company  have  not 
profited  much  by  your  oratory.  I  must 
retort  your  advice  to  me  not  an  hour  since^ 
sweet  coz.  Get  rid  of  the  sentimental,  for  it 
does  not  suit  you.  Vive  la  bagateUe  ! — let  that 
be  our  motto. — Do  play  me  a  merry,  jig.  Miss 
Bailey,  lest  Miss  Trevor's  sentimental  singing 
and  sentimental  face  should  infect  me  with  the 
blues/* 

"  Why  there  is  no  pleasing  you,  weather* 
cock  aa  you  are^  Scarcely  five  minutes  back 
you  were  blaming  Miss  Trevor  for  not  thinking 
you  the  very  extract  of  feeling ;  and  uqw  you 
are  quarrelling  with,  her  for  not  being  as  raUle^ 
brained  as  yourself/'  observed  Mr.  Adnam 
displeased  with  wh^t  seemed  a  censure  on  his 
favorite  song^ 

'^  To  be  sure,  Mn  Adnam.    Do  you  suppose 

in  the  present  atate  of  locomotion  that  one  is 

to  remain  longer  in  the  same  mind>  than  in  the 

•ame    place  ?      liet  who  will  be    a   railway 

o  5 
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Station  never  moving — let  me  be  a  railway 
carriage^  whisking  through  the  air — the  wonder 
of  the  timid  and  commonplace/^ 

'^  Leaving  nothing  but  smoke  behind/'  re- 
marked Mr.  Adnam  drily. 

^  Illuminating  the  country  as  I  pass 
along,  and  bearing  millions  in  my  train.  You 
must  get  rid  of  your  old  fashioned  notions ;  my 
steam  is  up^  and  I  shall  carry  the  day.  You 
will  be  one  of  my  company,  Miss  Trevor,  will 
you  not  ?^ 

*'  Do  not  think  of  it ;   his  company  is  below 
par,*'  said  Mr.  Adnam. 

"  Do  you  mean  the  present  company  ? 
Send  him  to  Coventry,  ladies  and  gentlemen 
for  the  insult,''  replied  Edred  glancing  gaily 
round  on  his  hearers.  '^  Ha !  ha !  Mr.  Adnam 
you  would  blow  me  up,  if  you  could ; — but  you 
can't;  —I  can  bear  a  pressure  of  sixty  pounds 
on  the  square  inch  without  exploding.  Now 
Miss  Bailey  for  the  jig." 
^^  Ah,  yes  I   that  young  fellow  is  too  quick 
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for  me^  I  am  getting  old  and  stupid/*  said  Mr. 
Adnam  with  a  good-humoured  shake  of  the 
head,     **  He  will  carry  all  before  him/' 

'^  I  thought  he  boasted  of  dragging  all 
behind  him/'  observed  Rupert.  WyviU  looking 
up  from  his  book. 

''  There  is  the  rub !  those  steam  carriages 
can  go  either  way;  and  so  can  he:  rush  on 
till  you  think  him  lost  by  his  rashness,  when — 
lo !  be  suddenly  backs  out  of  the  difficulty,  and 
runs  over  you,  so  that  there  is  no  knowing 
where  to  have  him.  I  wish  you  would  enter 
the  field  against  him,  Wyvill.'^ 

'<  Thank  you,  sir,  but  1  am  much  more  in- 
clined at  present  to  take  my  ease  tha^n  to  enact 
the  warlike/' 

^  Indoleixoe  should  be  left  to  us  worn-out 
old  fellows,  who  can  only  point  a  moral,  not 
adorn  a  tale.  Tou  should  be  active  and  daring 
— ready  for  any  thing.  Do  sdr  him  up.  Miss 
Trevor;  you  have  energy  enough  to  inspire 
and  animate  all  around  you." 
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*^  In  plain  prose^  as  Mr.  Cottrell  says,  I  am 
a  romp  and  a  vixen — Is  that  what  you  mean, 
Mr.  Adnam  ?'  questioned  Rosalind  archly,  yet 
with  a  slight  touch  ef  vexation  m  the  tone. 

**  No  such  thing,  Miss  Trevor;  I  am  sure 
you  are  neither.  Come,  Wyvill,  do  say  some^ 
thing  pretty  for  me — play  the  courtier,  if  you 
will  not  play  the  hero.^ 

^  I  am  afraid  I  should  prove  as  unskilful  in 
one  as  the  other ;  and  Miss  Trevor  professes  a 
dislike  to  pretty  speeches.*' 

'^  Psha,  man !  Do  you  believe  all  a  young 
lady's  professions  ?  If  so  lack-a-day  for  your 
wisdom.** 

'^  At  present  I  am  just  in  the  mood  to  be- 
lieve whatever  ^  ill  entail  least  trouble.'' 

"  Out  upon  your  indolence !  You  want  a 
good  shaking  or  a  good  scolding.  Do  assist 
me,  Miss  Trevor,  in  inflicting  the  latter.'' 

^  What  do  you  take  me  for  a  seold,  as  well 
M  a  romp  and  a  vixen  ?  that  is  suppoung  me 
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endowed   with  a  superabundance   of    energy 
indeed/' 

^  No^  no  f  I  do  nothing  but  get  into  scrapes 
to-night.  But  there  is  Rupert Wyvill^  a  clever, 
well  informed  young  man." 

"  la  he/'  observed  Rosalind  quietly. 

"  Ay,  that  he  is ;  and  can  be  very  pleasant."' 

'<  Can  he/'  repeated  Rosalind  in  the  same 
dry  tone,  which  could  not  be  called  assenting. 

<<  To  be  sure  he  can,  though  he  will  not  give 
himself  the  trouble  to  attempt  it  half  his  time* 
Now  do  persuade  him  to  make  himself  agree* 
able.'' 

^  I  am  still  a  very  simple  body  in  some 
things,  Mr.  Adnam  ;  but  I  gave  up  attempt-^ 
ing  impossibilities  some  fifteen  years  ago,  when 
1  found  I  could  not  induce  my  doll  to  talk." 

*'  There  Wyvill !  won't  that  pique  you  into 
playing  the  pleasant  ?" 

<'I  am  never  piqued  into  playing  any 
thing.'* 
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"  For  the  honor  of  my  penetration  at  least 
do  prove  that  you  can  be  agreeable." 

'^  Excuse  me :  I  cannot  undertake  to  prove 
the  truth  of  all  my  friends'  assertions.  If  they 
will  draw  rash  conclusions  I  cannot  help  it/' 

^^  It  is  not  a  rash  conclusion ;  you  know  you 
can  be  exceedingly  agreeable/'  exclaimed  Mr. 
Adnam  pettishly,  vexed  at  his  ill  success.  ^'  I 
have  known  you  entertain  your  hearers,  ay, 
absolutely  enchain  their  attention  for  hours 
together.  And  this  I  must  beg  you  to  believe. 
Miss  Trevor,  whatever  he  may  choose  to  say 
to  the  contrary." 

"  Miss  Trevor  is  not  given  to  credulity,"  ob* 
served  Rupert  with  a  smile,  which,  though 
slight,  had  something  of  mischief  in  it* 

^'  It  is  a  fact,"  said  Mr.  Adnam  resolutely. 

"  That  settles  the  point ;  I  never  believe  a 
fact,"  said  Rosalind  laughing.  ^'  Theories  may 
be  true  or  false;  but  facta  are  never  to  be 
trusted ;  they  are  like  props,  brought  forward, 
to  support  a  falling  superstructure. 


9y 
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"  It  is  very  tiresome  of  you  both,"  cried  the 
old  gentleman  still  more  petulantly.  ^^  I  would 
have  vouched  for  your  being  reasonable,  Mi^s 
Trevor." 

*'  Vouch  for  Mr.  Wy  villus  being  agreeable  if 
you  please,  that  is  your  concern,  or  his ;  but 
never  I  warn  you  vouch  for  my  being  reason- 
able," interposed  Rosalind  before  he  could 
finish  the  sentence. 

^'You  are  out  of  lucd^  to-n^ht,  Mr.  Adnam," 
said  Rupert  with  more  animation  than  he  had 
hitherto  shown.  '^  You  pull  the  wires,  but 
your  puppets  refuse  to  dance.'* 

^^  Am  I  to  understand  that  you  designate 
me  as  a  puppet  ?''  questioned  Rosalind  a  little 
haughtily. 

"That  is  right!  At  him  Miss  Trevor — he 
deserves  it,"  cried  Mr.  Adnam  rubbing  his 
hands  with  glee ;  '^  you  are  in  for  it  now, 
Wyvill ;  for  she  has  a  sharp  wit." 

"  Has  she,"  said  Rupert  in  precisely  the 
same  tone  employed  by  Rosalind  a  short  time 
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"  I  am  never  piqued  into  doing  anything, ** 
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before,  when  told  of  his  being  a  pleasant,  well 
informed  young  man. 

•  *^  Yes  that  she  has :  she    can    make    you 
succumb  if  she  will." 

^  Can  she/'  said  Rupert  in  the  same  tone. 
Yes,   that  she   can !    cut  him   up.   Miss 
Trevor  !  show  what  you  can  do  when  piqued. 

answered  Rosalind,  following  Rupert's  lead  and 
using  his  former  words  and  tone. 

"  Oh  !  don't  let  him  off  in  that  way.  Attack 
him,  and  he  will  rouse  himself  to  the  encounter 
Do  not  believe  that  his  indifference  is  real." 

^  I  am  in  a  mood  to  believe  any  thing  that 
will  cause  me  least  trouble,'^  said  Rosalind, 
turning  away  to  join  Mrs.  Sewell,  after  one 
glance  at  Rupert  to  see  how  he  bore  her  words. 
She  felt  rather  piqued  at  the  discussion — was 
be  the  like  ?  If  so  he  did  not  show  it ;  and  she 
fancied  she  could  perceive  the  same  scarcely 
perceptible  smile  of  conscious  power^  which 
bad  80  much  annoyed  her  some  years  before* 
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Fatigued  with  her  journey  she  retired  to  rest 
almost  immediately,  whilst  Mr.  Adnam  betook 
himself  to  scolding  Wyvill  for  his  indolence, 
regretting  that  he  had  not  been  able  to  get  up 
a  fight,  as  he  called  it,  between  him  and  Rosa-* 
lind. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


<^  Do  come  and  join  us  instead  of  sitting  out 
here  \rith  a  book^  looking  so  learned  and  un- 
sociable?" began  Mrs.  Sewell,  approaching 
Rosalind^  who  was  seated  in  an  inner  apart- 
ment,  too  much  delighted  with  the  work  she 
was  perusing  to  speculate  on  what  opinions 
might  be  formed  on  her  keeping  apart  from  the 
other  guests. 

^'  Hut  I  am  so  happy,  dear  Minny ;  and 
being  neither  German  wool,  needle,  nor  can- 
vass, the  ladies  can  do  very  well  without  me." 
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^  Bot  Mrs.  Denham  may  think  it  odd,  my 
dcar« 

**  What's  Hecuba  to  me,  or  I  to  Hecuba  V* 
exclaimed  Rosalind  Trevor  in  a  mock  heroic 
I  tone.     '*  Depend  upon  it  she  is  thinking  of  her 

'  next  rent^ay — not  of  me.'' 

*'  It  IB  very  wrong  of  you,  Bosalhid,  to  speak 
in  this  way  of  your  hostess;  for  your  mother's 
sake,  you  should  try  to  please  her.  Remem- 
ber what  friends  they  were  in  their  youth.'' 

^  What  then  ?  Whose  fault  is  it,  that  they 
are  not  friends  now  ?  But  we  discussed  that 
point  yesterday ;  and  you  have  not  kept  your 
engagement.  Tou  know  you  have  been  prais- 
ing me  contrary  to  our  agreement,  therefore  I 
am  not  bound  to  be  more  than  civil  to  Mrs. 
Denham ;  that  is  all  which  she  has  a  right  to 
expect  from  me,  so  say  no  more  about  it." 

^  You  are  in  a  wilful  mood  again,  I  can  see 
that,"  said  Mrs.  Sewell  in  vexation. 

Rosalind  laughed,  and  looked  playfully 
malicious. 


140  WHO    SHALL    BE    HEIR? 

'^  But  do  put  away  your  book.  Rose ;  and 
come  to  the  work  table :  I  want  you  to  amuse 
me." 

**  You  want  me  to  amuse  you  ?  Don't  tell 
fibs,  dear  Minny,  as  I  warned  you  last  night, 
or  you  will  be  in  the  comer  in  no  time.  You 
can  amuse  yourself  very  well  without  me ;  but 
I  see  how  it  is :  the  gentlemen  having  departed 
for  the  fair,  either  to  buy  horses  or  to  sell  them 
— to  cheat  or  to  be  cheated,  I  do  not  remember 
which — the  ladies  need  some  entertainment, 
so  have  sent  you  to  engage  me  for  the  purpose. 
Is  there  no  monkey,  or  boy  with  mice  and  a 
hurdy-gurdy  that  would  do  as  well;  then  I 
might  be  allowed  to  read  in  peace?'' 

'^  Nonsense,  Rosalind !  you  do  fancy  such 

odd  things.    The  truth  is  every  one  is  remark- 

• 

ing  that  you  keep  aloof  from  your  cousins,  so 
they  are  setting  you  down  as  proud  and  dis- 
agreeable ;  and  this  vexes  me.  You  have 
scarcely  spoke  to  any  of  them  since  your 
arrival,'* 
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"  Which  said  arrival  took  place  yesterday 
about  five  o'clock ;  and  I  chattered  as  fast  as 
I  could  till  I  went  to  bed,  and  continued  to 
talk  in  my  sleep.  Will  you  have  the  goodness 
to  hold  a  committee,  Mrs.  Denham  chairwo- 
man,  and  decide  how  many  words  it  is  needful 
I  should  utter  in  one  day : — that  determined, 
1  win  get  my  task  over  as  early  as  possible  in 
the  morning;  and  then  perhaps  I  may  be 
allowed  my  evenings  to  myself.^' 

*'  Tou  are  in  such  an  odd  humour,  Rosalind, 
that  I  do  not  know  whether  you  arc  in  jest  or 
earnest,"  said  Mrs.  Sewell,  really  bewildered  by 
her  young  favorite's  gravity. 

"  Licave  the  prohlem  unsolved,  dear  Minny," 
answered  Rosalind  with  a  smile*  ^^  The  earth 
will  twirl  round  on  its  axis  just  the  same 
whether  I  play  sage  or  pukindla.*' 

"  Very  likely,  my  dear  child,  but  you  are 
too  young  to  set  the  opinion  of  the  world  at 
defiance ;  besides  it  does  not  do  for  a  woman 
at  any  time." 
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No,  it  is  not  one  of  our  very  few  privileges 
certainly ;  and  there  is  the  hardship.  Now  a 
roan  may  go  hop,  skip,  and  jump  through  the 
world  with  one  side  of  his  face  like  a  harlequin, 
and  the  other  like  a  judge ;  and  provided  he 
can  give  his  friends  good  dinners,  Havannah 
cigars,  and  a  battu,  he  is  considered  not  only 
amusing,  but  estimable  and  clever  ;  whilst  we 
poor  women  alas !  must  walk  through  life  as  if 
we  had  been  drilled,  with  a  stately  step  and 
sober  dignity^  eschewing  all  feeling  and 
romance — working  ottomans — keeping  the 
house — scolding  the  servants — and  obeying 
one's  husband/' 

^'  Well,  Rosalind,  is  not  that  all  right — and 
a  womans'  duty  ?" 

*'  Oh,  yes  !  all  right !   and  a  woman's  duty ! 
— at  least  so  the  menfolks  say." 

"  Well,  and  they  are  wiser  than  we  are." 

**  Umph  !   they  take  degrees  at  Oxford  and 
Cambridge  if  that  is  to  be  counted  as  proof." 

^^  You  are  in  a  very  droll  way  this  m^nming. 
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Rosa:  I  never  ttiought  you  at  all  masculine 
before.  Surely  you  do  not  want  to  give  good 
dinners,  battus,  and  Havannah  cigars/^ 

'*  My  good  fiury  defend  me  1^  cried  Rosalind 
bursting  into  a  fit  of  laughter  at  the  bewilder- 
ment of  the  matter  of  fact  Mrs.  Sewell.  ''  I 
have  no  taste  for  entremets  or  cigars ;  and 
have  always  kept  at  a  respectful  distance  from 
a  gun,  since  Michael  shot  off  my  favorite  curl ; 
but  I  am  in  a  merry  mood  this  morning,  and 
flhould  like  the  privilege  of  a  hop,  skip,  and  a 
jump  sometimes.  I  shall  never  be  drilled  into 
a  proper,  sober,  womanly  nonentity,  like  my 
beautiful  cousin  Maria  Weston,  so  it  is  of  no 
use  to  attempt  it.  like  those  cows  in  the 
distance,  when  bitten  by  the  gad-fly  mischief, 
I  must  have  my  way,  and  frisk  hither  and 
thither  at  pleasure;  ay,  and  laugh  and  cry  too 
when  touched  or  amused.^' 

^  I  do  not  wish  to  drill  you  into  silence, 
Rosalind,  your  spirits  are  so  delightful ;  only 
do  come  and  sit  with  your  cousins,  for  I  can- 
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not  bear  to  hear  every  body  talking  of  your 
being  proud  and  unsociable^  and  giving  your- 
self airs.  As  I  said  before^  a  woman  should 
not  brave  the  opinion  of  the  world/^ 

''  She  must  be  a  brave  woman  indeed  who 
would  do  so.  Every  body — and  the  world. 
What  grand^  high  sounding  words  !  Collective 
noims^  or  collective  pronouns^  or  some  such 
things.  Quite  terrific!  Bugbears  to  alarm 
the  grown  up  children  of  this  earth.  The 
world  generally  means  three  old  gossips — male 
or  female^  as  the  chance  may  be — a  dandy,  and 
a  flirt.  Now  is  it  wise  to  heed  the  criticism  of 
five  such  judges  ?*' 

*'  You  are  all  in  the  wrong,  Rosalind ;  it  was 
a  very  clever  person  who  said  it,  and  a  great 
favorite  of  yours.'* 

'*  Did  Mr.  Wy vill  say  so  ?*'  questioned  Rosa- 
lind with  great  animation. 

"  No,  my  dear ;  I  did  not  know  that  he  was 
a  favorite  of  yoiu^.'* 

"  Certainly  not  ;'*  replied  Rosalind  colour- 
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ing.    ^^  I  alluded  to  the  first  part    of  your 
remark/' 

'^  Oh !  to  his  being  clever.  Why  people  say 
10 ;  but  he  does  not  talk  much,  and  never  looks 
at,  or  thinks  of  you/' 

A  slight  pouting  of  her  ruby  lip  was  Rosa- 
lind's only  comment  on  this  assertion. 

*'  Who  may  this  very  clever  person  be  then, 
who  hon<Mrs  me  with  his  remarks  ?" 

"  Edred  Cottrell,  my  dear." 

"  Edred  Cottrell !"  repeated  Miss  Trevor  in 
great  surprise,  and  some  indignation. 

''  Yes,  Edred  Cottrell ;  and  I  hope  you  will 
heed  what  he  says,  as  he  is  such  a  great  firiend 
of  yours." 

''  I  must  know  all  and  about  it  first,  so  sit 
down  here  and  tell  me,"  said  Rosalind  after  a 
moments  thought. 

^^  Ay,  now  you  are  growing  reasonable," 
observed  Mrs.  Sewell,  delighted  at  the  pros* 
pect  of  carrying  her  point. 

**  No,  Minny  dear,  I  am  not  reasonable ;  but 

VOL.  I.  H 
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I  am  very  impatient^  so  pray  tell  me  at  onoe. 
What  did  Mr.  Cottrell  say  ?  and  when  did  be 
say  it  ?  and  to  whom  did  he  say  it  ?'^ 

'^  Why  we,  that  is  the  Baileys  and  Westons,'* 
said  Mrs.  Sewell,  correcting  herself,  *^  were 
talking  about  you  this  morning  in  the  breakfast 
room  after  you  had  strolled  out  on  the  lawn ; 
and  Mrs.  Bailey  remarked  that  you  seemed  a 
niceish  young  woman,  only  rather  difficnilt  to 
make  acquaintance  with.'^ 

^^  A  niceish  young  woman !"  muttered  Rosa- 
lind with  a  half  satirical,  half  comical  smile; 
but  Mrs.  Sewell  did  not  hear  her  and  continued. 

^'  ^  Yes,  said  Mrs.  Weston,  she  does  appear 
very  unsociable ;  I  will  not  be  uncharitable  and 
say  that  she  gives  herself  airs,  but  hope  her 
seeming  pride  is  merely  the  effect  of  her 
country  education  and  limited  knowlege  of  the 
world — the  awkwardness  of  one  brought  up  in 
seclusion.  Ease  and  elegance  are  only  to  be 
acquired  by  mixing  from  childhood  in  the 
highest  circles,  she  added  with  an  approving 
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glance  at  her  eldest  daughter^  who  is  a  dull 
piece  of  still  life  to  my  mind.  '  She  sets  up 
for  a  wit  and  a  clever  woman^  and  has  no  re- 
pose of  manner,  and  no  taste  in  dress/  observed 
Terry  Weston,  arranging  his  hair  at  the  glass. 
I  coald  have  boxed  the  puppy's  ears. — ^  She  is 
a  monstroos  fine  girl  with  some  dash,  some  go 
in  her/  remarked  his  brother  Richard,  flicking 
his  whip^  or  Tommy  as  he  calls  it,  at  his  sister. 
^  She  does  not  condescend  to  speak  to  any  one 
but  Mr.  Cottrell — what  does  he  say  of  her  ? 
Ton  all  saw  how  silent  she  was  at  breakfast 
between  papa  and  Mr.  Wyvill,'  observed  Miss 
Bailey  pertly.  As  if  you  could  have  talked  to 
her  papa  indeed,  who  knows  nothing  of  any- 
thing  but  slocks  and  funds. — '  I  agree  with 
Richard  Weston,  Miss  Bailey  :  Miss  Trevor  is 
a  monstrous  fine  girl  with  some  dash — some  go 
in  her,  or,  to  use  more  elegant  and  appropriate 
language,  she  is  a  beautiful,  talented,  high 
spirited  girl.* — ^  Oh !  she  is  such  a  favorite  of 
yours,  of  course  you  will  say  so.  And  I  sup- 
H  3 
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pose  you  will  not  allow  her  to  be  proud  and 
unsociable/  sneered  Miss  Bailey.  I  could 
have  boxed  her  ears  too." 

"  You  must  have  a  very  large  organ  of 
combativeness^  my  dear  Mrs.  Sewell/'  observed 
Rosalind  laughing.  ^'  I  shall  have  to  stand 
bail  for  you  for  a  breach  of  the  peace  in  my 
behalf.  But  what  did  cousin  Edred  say  to 
this  V 

"  Oh  !  he  took  your  part  of  course,  saying — 
'  You  are  mistaken.  Miss  Bailey ;  Miss  Trevor 
is  not  proud — she  is  ever  kind  to  the  poor  and 
humble ;  but  you  must  not  expect  a  girl  with 
her  beauty  and  talents  to  find  pleasure  in  gene- 
ral, commonplace  society.  She  would  not  pur- 
posely be  rude,  but,  being  very  clever  herself, 
she  is  only  interested  in  those  who  resemble 
her ;  and  therefore  sometimes  gives  offence  to 
strangers  unintentionally,  by  showing  her  pre- 
ference for  a  book,  or  her  own  thoughts.  I 
wish  for  her  own  sake  she  would  always  make 
herself  as  delightfiil  as  I  have  seen  her  at  times. 
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I  daresay  you  will  find  her  very  agreeable  when 
she  comes  to  know  more  of  you ;  bnt  she  seldom 
takes  to  new  acquaintances  unless  she  thinks 
them  remarkably  clever  and  spirUu^V — '  So 
she  considers  us  all  stupid,  silly  and  common- 
place ;  and  therefore  will  not  take  to  us/  ex* 
claimed  Miss  Bailey  in  a  huff. — '  She  never 
told  me  this,  so  you  must  not  repeat  what  I 
have  said,  it  may  be  only  my  fancy/  replied 
Mr.  Cottrell,  vexed  at  having  let  out  so  much. 
— ^  I  shall  certainly  not  force  myself  upon  her, 
and  think  in  so  young  a  person  a  little  humility 
would  be  desirable.  As  her  especial  friend,  Mn 
Cottrell,  you  should  advise  her  to  show  mcnre 
respect  and  regard  for  her  relatives.  Were  my 
girls  to  exhibit  so  much  hauteur,  which  I  am 
sure  they  will  not,  I  should  be  very  much  an- 
noyed. Do  not  you  agree  with  me,  Mrs.  Den- 
bam,  that  it  shows  a  defect  in  disposition  or 
education  when  a  girl  gives  herself  airs  ?'  re» 
marked  Mrs.  Weston.'^ 


I 
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"  Did  not  you  long  to  box  her  cars  too  ?^ 
asked  Rosalind  archly. 

*'  That  I  didj  as  you  may  suppose,  particu* 
larly  when  Mrs.  Denham  said  yes.'^ 

"  Was  that  all  she  said  ?'' 

*^  Yes,  all ;  you  know  she  never  says  much ; 
but  she  did  not  look  best  pleased,  and  1  am 
sure  wishes  you  to  talk  more  to  your  cousins. 

'^  Did  Mr.  Cottrell  say  anything  further  ? 

"  Not  a  great  deal,  for  the  horses  were  an- 
nounced almost  immediately.  He  said  you 
were  too  talented  to  be  judged  by  common 
rules ;  and  that  when  you  took  a  fancy  to  a 
person  you  were  perfectly  bewitching,  but 
otherwise  you  were  generally  considered  re- 
served and  unsociable.  He  would  try  and  per- 
suade you  to  be  more  accessible,  but  feared  he 
had  not  much  influence.  And  that  was  all  I 
think.  Oh,  no !  I  remember  some  one,  Terry 
Weston  I  believe,  said  he  was  sure  you  were 
satirical;  but  Mr.  Cottrell  would  not  allow  this 
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at  all^  declaring,  on  the  contrary,  that  you  al- 
ways laughed  at  every  body  in  a  good-natured 
way/' 

^  And  this  was  really  all  that  passed  ?"  asked 
Rosalind  anxiously. 

^  Yes ;  that  is  the  sense  of  all  that  passed, 
and,  as  far  as  I  can  remember,  the  words/' 

^  And  did  Mrs.  Sewell  say  nothing  in  de- 
fence of  her  pet  ?" 

**  You  know,  Rosalind,  you  insisted  yester- 
day that  I  should  not  speak  of  you  at  all,"  re- 
plied Mrs.  Sewell  looking  away. 

^  And  you  heard  me  abused  yet  kept 
alence  ?" 

Mrs.  Sewell  made  no  reply« 

^  Ah,  naughty  Minny  \  you  would  tell  a  fib 
if  you  dared,  and  did  not  think  I  should  find 
you  out.'' 

''  Well  then  I  did  speak,  if  you  must  know. 
It  was  not  in  flesh  and  blood  to  hold  my  peace 
when  they  accused  you  of  giving  yourself  airs, 
which  you  never  did  in  all  your  life,  though 
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you  may  be  a  little  wiUiil  and  vexatious  some- 
times.** 

"  I  hope  you  had  the  candour  to  admit  that 
in  the  midst  of  aB  your  eulogiums/' 

'^  No^  to  be  sure  I  did  not.  But  there  are 
you  laughing  at  what  I  have  told  you^  when  I 
am  all  in  a  passion/' 

'^  That  is  very  wrongs  my  dear  Mrs.  Sewell^ 
and  comes  of  your  country  education.'' 

^'  You  may  jest  as  you  please,  Rosalind ;  but 
it  is  no  jesting  matter,"  observed  the  old  lady 
pettishly,  though  unable  to  resist  a  smile  at 
Rosalind's  merry  face.  ''  I  think  a  great  deal 
of  what  I  have  told  you." 

'^  So  do  I ;  but  J  cannot  help  laughing  at 
yoiur  being  in  such  a  rage  with  these  good 
people  for  abusing  your  pet." 

'^  You  might  be  better  employed.  Miss 
Trevor,  than  in  laughing  at  your  mother's  old 
friend  who  loves  you  as  well  as  that  mother 
herself/' 

*^  Much  better,  employed,  dear  Minny ;  and 
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that  is  in  thanking  you  for  all  your  kindness/' 
said  the  affectionate  girl^  kissing  her  cheek» 

"  Ay,  that  is  the  way  you  get  over  me/*  re- 
plied Mrs.  Seweil,  returning  the  caress,  and 
looking  as  if  she  thought  there  was  no  one  on 
earth  like  her  young  favorite — so  good — so  fair 
—  80  clever.  "  But  I  wish  you  would  think 
seriously  of  what  1  have  been  saying." 

"  I  do  think  very  seriously  of  it/'  answered. 
Rosalind,  with  a  look  of  thought,  that  delighted 
Mrs*  SewelL 
"  Then  you  will  come  into  your  cousins." 
"  This  instant,  and  talk  to  them  all.  I  will 
convince  Mrs.  Bailey  that  I  am  not  a  niceish 
girl — assure  Mrs.  Weston  that  I  wiJl  give  my- 
self as  many  airs  as  I  please ;  and  tell  Miss 
Bailey  that  she  is  the  dullest  of  the  dull — the 
most  commonplace  of  the  commonplace/' 

^*  My  dear  Rosalind,  you  will  never  think  of 
such  a  thing  1  You  cannot  be  in  earnest,''  ex-> 
claimed  Mrs.  Sewell,  catching  hold  of  her  arm 
to  detain  hen 
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"  Not  in  earnest^  my  dear  Mrs.  Sewell.  Why 
should  you  think  me  otherwise  ?'^ 

"  Now,  Rose,  now  do  consider/'  pleaded  poor 
Mrs.  Sewell  in  an  agony.  '^  Mrs.  Denham  is 
there — what  will  she  think  ?*' 

'*  That  I  know  how  to  defend  myself  from 
false  accusations." 

"  Oh !  Rose,  I  entreat  you  to  consider :  I 
ought  never  to  have  told  you  what  was  said." 

"  No,  that  is  the  thing,  Mrs.  Sewell ;  it 
was  a  great  breach  of  confidence  in  you -a  most 
un\Kise  disclosure,"  cried  the  laughing  Rosa- 
lind. 

'^  You  should  not  never  asked  me.*' 

"  Oh  !  Mrs.  Sewell,  you  are  like  the  rest  of 
the  world,  doing  wrong  and  then  trying  to  lay 
the  blame  on  another." 

^'  Well,  Rose,  I  know  I  was  in  fault,*'  said 
Mrs.  Sewell  humbly.  '^  It  is  a  singular  coin- 
cidence that  where  you  are  concerned  I  am 
always  doing  wrong,  and  it  was  just  the  same 
when  I  tried  to  serve  your  mother/* 
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A  very  singakr  coincidence  indeed,^  ob- 
served Rosalind,  trying  to  look  grave* 

'^  But  you  will  not  take  advantage  of  my 
folly,  and  get  me  into  a  scrape,  Rose,"  said 
Mrs.  Sewell  coaxingly.  ^'  Tou  know  it  was  all 
my  affection  for  you  that  led  me  into  this  error, 
so  you  must  not  let  out  that  I  have  repeated 
what  was  said.    Ph)mise  me  that.'^ 

'^  And  keep  the  promise  as  well  as  you  kept 
yours  not  to  praise  me?''  asked  Rosalind 
archlv. 

'<  I  could  not  be  silent  then ;  but  do  promise 
to  be  prudent.'' 

'^  Prudent  indeed !  Am  1  not  always  pru- 
dent? Come  along  and  see  with  what  con- 
summate wisdom  I  can  act«'' 

^  Then  you  will  not  say  anything,  Rosa 
dear  }^  she  urged  holding  her  back. 

'^  Not  say  anything  1  I  intend  to  say  a  great 
deal,''  replied  the  merry  Rosalind,  looking  so 
misojiievous  that  poor  Mrs.  Sewell  was  in  an 
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absolute  fright.  '^  Come  along,^'  she  continued^ 
drawing  her  towards  the  door. 

''  But^  Rose  my  dear,  do  think  \ — Mrs.  Den- 
ham  there  too  !    Do  pray  consider !'' 

^'  Oh,  yes  I  am  a  person  of  great  considera- 
tion/' said  Rosalind^  bursting  from  her  hold 
and  flinging  back  as  she  reached  the  door  a 
look  of  merry  malice  that  completed  Mrs. 
SewelFs  embarrassment* 

Rosahnd  forgot  that  others  could  see  as  well 
as  her  old  friend,  and  as  she  turned  again 
towards  the  drawing  room  her  eye  encountered 
Mrs.  Denham's  steady  gaze.  Colouring  slight- 
ly, but  without  making  any  remark  she  passed 
on  direct  to  the  work  table  round  which  most 
of  the  guests  were  assembled. 

*'  Do  give  me  a  seat  by  you.  Miss 
Weston,  and  shield  me  from  cruel  Mrs. 
Sewell's  tyranny  }"  she  began,  taking  a  chair 
beside  her  beautiful,  but  inanimate  cousin. 

'^  Me  cruel  1^'  stammered  poor  Mrs.  Sewell, 
giving  herself  up  for  lost, ''  I  am  sure — *' 
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''  And  I  am  sure  too^  Mrs.  Sewell,  that  you 
have  been  causing  me  to  endure  the  torments 
(rf*  Tantalus/'  interposed  Rosalind  with  another 
mischievous  glance.  ^^  Tou  place  a  fascinating 
book  in  my  hands^  and  as  soon  as  every 
faculty  is  enchained  by  its  beauties^  you  insist 
on  my  leaving  it^  telling  me  that  I  am  rude 
and  unsociable  to  sit  reading  alone^  instead  of 
working  German  wools  in  company.  I  appeal 
to  you^  Miss  Weston^  whether  this  is  not  being 
▼cry  cruel.'* 

^  One  cannot  read  all  day/''  replied  the 
lovely  Maria^  who  had  no  turn  for  study. 

^  No,  to  be  sure  not/'  said  Mrs.  Sewell, 
catching  at  her  words.  '^  Reading  long  together 
makes  one  round  shouldered  and  stupid.'' 

"  Do  not  say  a  word,  Mrs.  Sewell>  or  I  will 
have  my  revenge,  and  tell — you  know  what. 
Then  what  must  I  do,  my  beautiful  cousin  ?" 

» 

"  Come  and  work  with  us." 

"  But  suppose  I  cannot.    Suppose  I  should 
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prick  my  fingers  and  make  my  violets  recl> 
carnations  blue/' 

"  You  would  soon  learn  better/'  replied 
Maria,  taking  her  au  pied  de  la  kttre.  «  Shall 
I  teach  you  ?" 

"  Will  you  also  give  me  patience  to  learn  ?** 

*^  Don^t  heed  what  she  says ;  she  can  work 
very  well/^  said  Mrs.  Sewell,  with  an  imploring 
gesture,  meant  td  intimate  that  Mrs.  Denham 
was  displeased. 

'*  Do  not  provoke  me/*  cried  Rosalinda 
holding  up  her  finger.    '*  If  you  do — I  will — ^^ 

«  What?*^  asked  Mrs.  Weston. 

^'  Work  her  in  the  centre  of  an  ottoman  with 
a  gentleman  on  his  knees  before  her — ^she  blush- 
ing celestial,  rosy  red.*' 

**  You  may  do  that  if  you  like/'  said  Mrs. 
Sewell  greatly  relieved. 

'^  You  are  ambitious,  I  perceive— -desirous  of 
being  immortalised  by  my  needle.  What  a 
beautiful  group  of  flowers,  Mrs.  Weston,  nearly 
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as  perfect  as  your  daughter's.  And  very  pretty 
birds^  Mfft.  Bailey/'  continued  Rosalind,  going 
the  round  of  the  work  table,  and  bestowing 
praise  on  the  labours  of  each,  a  praise  richly 
deserved. 

'^  Tou  have  not  examined  and  lauded  my 
work/'  remarked  Mrs.  Denham,  '^  come  and 
say  how  you  like  it.'' 

Thus  summoned,  Rosalind  was  compelled  to 
look  and  comment,  praise  she  could  not  in 
sincerity,  for  the  pattern  was  frightful. 

"  Do  not  you  think  it  very  pretty?"  asked 
Mrs.  Denham  with  more  animation  than  usual, 
looking  up  in  her  face  as  she  spoke. 

^  It  is  very  nicely  worked,"  answered  Rosa- 
lind. 

**  But  the  pattern  ?  Don't  you  like  the 
pattern  ?" 

^'  You  will  acquit  me  of  rudeness,  I  hope,  if 
I  admit  that  the  pattern  is  not  to  my  taste : 
I  should  have  preferred  blue  to  green  in  that 
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part,"  said  Rosalind  politely,  but  with  no  show 
of  a  wish  to  win  her  favor. 

*'  I  am  working  for  an  old  friend  who  pre- 
fers this  pattern  to  all  others/' 

'^  That  is  more  than  sufficient :  affection 
hallows  all  it  touches^'  answered  Rosalind 
warmly. 

^'  I  am  surprised  at  your  not  liking  it» 
Miss  Trevor,^'  observed  Mrs.  Weston,  before 
Mrs.  Denham  could  reply.  ^^  Maria  and  I 
think  it  so  particularly  pretty  ;  but  there, 
tastes  differs,  and  I  suppose  it  is  all  the 
better  that  it  should  be  so.  I  have  always 
remarked  that  the  opinions  of  those  brought 
up  in  town  differ  entirely  from  those  brought 
up  in  the  country.  Taste  seems  to  require 
cultivation  as  much  as  manner,"  added  the 
speaker  in  what  she  considered  a  philosophical 
tone,  fitted  for  such  a  philosophical  remark. 

"  Or  carrots  and  onions,"  observed  Rosalind 
with  an  assumption  of  gravity  that  set  mpst  of 
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her  hearers  koghing,  much  ta  Mrs.  Weston's 
annoyance* 

*'  Manners  should  be  formed  on  the  most 
perfect  models,  which  are  only  to  he  found  in 
the  highest  society/'  i^ain  observed  Mrs. 
Weston  with  some  hauteur^  a  slight  acquaint- 
ance with  an  old  baroness,  and  a  new  countess, 
constituting  her,  in  her  own  estimation,  an 
unerring  judge  of  elegance.  ''  Manners  should 
be  highly  polished.'' 

''  Like  the  best  drawing-room  fire  irons, 
rubbed,  scrubbed,  and  oiled,  till  ail  is  smooth 
and  slippery,^  added  Miss  Trevor. 

'^  Tou  have  very  original  similes,*^  remarked 
Mrs.  Weston,  uncertain  whether  Rosalind  w^re 
laughing  at  her  or  not. 

*^  So  I  flatter  myself,^'  replied  Miss  Trevor 
carelessly,  taking  up  a  piece  of  canvass  that 
lay  before  Anne  Weston^  a  sickly  looking  girl 
about  sixteen  years  of  age.  '^  Not  one  stitch ! 
How  idle !  Perhaps  you  can  come-  and  play 
with  me  then/^ 
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*^  I  am  waiting  till  mamma  or  Maria  can 
begin  it  for  me/'  replied  the  timid  girl^  who^ 
being  very  shy^  and  no  favorite  with  her  mother^ 
rarely  spoke  but  when  spoken  to. 

'^  Like  the  boy  in  the  child^s  tale^  as  every 
body  else  is  busy  I  conclude  I  must  be  busy 
too^  Suppose  I  arrange  the  pattern  for  you,'' 
said  Rosalind  good-naturedly. 

'^  I  should  be  so  much  obliged  to  you.'' 

*'  Now  then  for  pricking  my  fingers/'  cried 
Rosalind,  seating  herself  on  a  stool  at  the  shy 
girl's  feet. 

The  pattern  was  soon  arranged  and  began. 
Miss  Trevor  talking  so  gaily  the  while  to  those 
around  her,  that  they  looked  in  surprise  at 
each  other,  wondering  why  they  had  fimded 
that  she  gave  herself  airs. 

^'  Now  I  must  have  a  walk  for  a  reward. 
Who  will  join  me  ?"  asked  Rosalind  after  work- 
ing diligently  for  some  time. 

"  Oh.   I — I — I,"  cried  all  the  young  ladies. 
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covering  up  their  slippers  and  ottomans^  and 
then  leaving  the  room  to  equip  themselves  for 
the  expedition. 

''  You  are  a  good  girl/'  said  Mrs.  Sewell, 
encountering  Rosalind  on  the  stairs^  as  she 
was  descending  with  bonnet  and  scarf.  '^  You 
have  been  making  yourself  very  agreeable ; 
and  even  Mrs.  Weston^  who  is  certainly 
jealous  of  you,  is  obliged  to  admit  that  you 
are  more  amiable  than  she  at  first  imagi- 
ned.'* 

"  And  all  because  I  praised  her  work,  and 
showed  some  little  skill  in  tentstitch,  and  talk- 
ing lively  common-place.*' 

''  Well,  my  dear,  I  hope  you  will  be  as  good* 
natured  again.'' 

^  I  was  not  at  all  good-natured,  except  to 
poor  Anne,  whom  her  mother  snubs.  There 
was  mischief  in  my  mind  all  the  time,  and  as 
for  liking  my  cousins  better — do  not  suppose  it. 
I  wonder  how  Mrs.  Denham  can  find  pleasure 
in  the  society  of  those  so  inferior  to  her  ia 
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elegance  and  intellect.  I  was  indifferent  to 
them  before  ;  and  now  I  despise  them — at  least 
some  of  them.  Won  by  praise  of  cross-stitch 
and  embroidery  !  Don't  suppose  that  I  can  sit 
morning  after  morning  counting  six  here  and 
eight  there,  putting  in  my  needle  and  pulling 
it  out  again  ;  I  shall  require  an  enormous  deal 
of  rubbing,  scrubbing,  and  oiling,  before  I  shall 
be  polished  enough  to  please  Mrs.  Weston.'* 

''  No,  Rosalind,  no:  you  require  no  scrubbing 
and  rubbing ;  your  manners  were  always  con- 
sidered elegant ;  and  you  will  soon  tame  down 
a  little,  and  then  you  will  become  a  general 
favorite." 

'^  I  have  no  fancy  to  become  a  general  favo- 
rite ;  and  as  for  taming  down — who  or  what  is  to 
tame  me  ?'* 

"  Oh  !  love,  my  dear.  When  you  fall  in  love, 
you  will  be  quite  a,  different  creature." 

"  Fall  in  love  to  tame  me  down !"  cried 
Rosalind  laughing.      '<  That    would    be    like 
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settiDg  the  house  on  fire  to  cure  a  smoky 
chimney.     No  no  :-— 


"  Bound  to  none  my  fortunei  h; 
This  or  that  manls  &U  I  fear  not ; 
Her  I  loTe  that  loTeth  «&e ; 
And  for  the  rest-^  a  pin  I  care  not 


»t 


^^Ah  Captain  Right  Las  not  come  yet/' 
observed  Mrs.  Sewell,  who  never  sought 
originality  in  her  remarks. 

^^  He  must  be  a  General  at  the  least  with  a 
whole  army  at  his  back  to  conquer  and  tame 
me/'  cried  the  merry  Rosalind. 

The  day  was  fine — the  grounds  picturesque — 
the  heat  not  oppressive — and  Rosalind  chatted 
so  gaily  with  her  young  cousins  that  they  pro- 
nounced her  to  be  a  very  amusing  person, 
though  Mrs.  Weston  and  Miss  Bailey  added 
in  their  own  minds,  not  so  beautiful,  and  not 
such  a  fine  singer  as  Edred  Cottrell  tried  to 
make  people  believe. 

As  the  party  were  still  some  distance  from  the 


156  WHO    SHALL    BE    HEIR? 

house  they  were  espied  by  the  gentlemeii 
returning  from  the  fair^  who  galloping  across 
the  parkland  throwing  the  reins  to  their  grooms, 
with  the  exception  of  Mr.  Bailey,  proposed 
themselves  as  escorts  to  the  young  ladies. 

"You  looked  very  striking  and  graceful 
seen  through  the  trees,"  said  Rupert  Wyvill 
with  animation. 

"  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  we  looked  other- 
wise on  a  nearer  approach,  when  no  longer 
screened  from  keen  inspection  by  intervening 
branches  V  asked  Rosalind  gaily. 

*^  We  cannot  gaze  on  the  sun  save  through 
some  dulling  medium — its  radiance  is  too 
great  for  our  weak  vision,'^  answered  Rupert 
gallantly,  shading  his  eyes  as  if  dazzled  by  a 
blaze  of  light. 

"  There,  Miss  Trevor !  you  challenged  a 
compliment,  and  you  have  it.  I  told  you 
Wyvill  could  fence  well,  and  that  was  very 
prettily  said,'^  observed  Mr.  Adnam  rubbing 
his  hands — a  constant  habit  when  pleased. 
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"Very    prettily     said!     and    so    perfectly 
original  !"   replied  Rosalind  with  a  blush,  and 
a  alight  curling  of  her  beautifully  chisselled 
lip. 

"There  is  nothing  new  under  the  sun !  Who 
shaU  gainsay  Solomon  ?*'  answered  Rupert  a 
fittk  hurt  as  she  fancied  at  her  remark. 

"  Heigh  ho !  so  it  seems  we  ladies  are  to  be 
compared  to  the  sun,  the  moon,  and  all  the 
stars  fix)m  this  time  forth  for  evermore :  old 
compliments,  like  old  clothes  are  only  fit  to  be 
thrown  aside,  or  sold  to  the  Jews: — I  am 
weaty  of  them/* 

"  CqmcioQS  as  well  as  weary  I  fear.  Miss 
Trevor.  Do  you  quarrel  with  being  compared 
to  one  of  the  heavenly  bodies  ?''  asked  Rupert. 
^^  It  is  all  very  well  for  galls  to  say  so ;  but 
we  know  that  you  all  like  compliments  if  possi- 
ble better  than  fine  clothes  and  rich  husbands,'* 
observed  Richard  Weston,  who  was  by  no 
means  as  recherche  in  language  or  idisas  as  his 
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mamma  desired— others  called  him  nide^ 
rough,  and  rather  coarse. 

'^  The  galU  will  of  course  allow  you  to  be  a 
competent  judge  on  such  points/' said  Rosalind, 
pronouncing  girls  as  Uichard  idways  pro- 
nounced it. 

<^  Well,  the  ffoOs  do  like  flattery — don't  they 
Wyvill?'' 

"  Doubtless  when  administered  by  Mr. 
Richard  Weston.*' 

'^  You  mean  to  laugh  at  me  because  I  am 
not  much  given  to  such  things ;  but  I  don't 
mind  that,  nor  the  gcUb  either.  They  do  not 
care  from  whom  the  flummery  comes — so  that 
it  comes." 

"  Flummery  is  very  melting,''  observed 
Edred  CottrelK 

"  Well,  I  am  sure  I  do  not  like  flattery  and 
compliment,"  said  Miss  Bailey. 

''  Not  when  administered  by  Mr.  Richard 
Weston  ?" 
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^  N03  that  I  am  sure  I  don't ;  for  he  never 
thinks  of  any  thing  but  his  horses." 
^  And  himself/'  added  Edred, 
^  Well,  to  be  sure."— 

*'  Of  xDj  &tber*s  children  Pm  the  best, 
So  I'll  guard  myself — ^nor  heed  the  resL** 

^  That  is  the  vay  to  get  on  in  this  world. 
Miss  Trevor,  you  may  depend  upon  it»" 

^  And  in  the  next  too  V^  asked  Rosalind 
gravely,  dbgusted  with  his  selfishness ;  for  it 
was  not  said  in  jest,  but  acted  on  in  earnest. 

^'  Oh  1  that  is  a  great  way  off;  and  no  one 
has  ever  returned  to  tell  us  anything  about  it.^' 

^  Heaven  forefend !  I  have  no  wish  to  see  a 
ghost,*'  said  Mr.  Adnaou 

^  I  should  like  to  question  one  from  the 
unknown  world  if  it  could  be/'  remarked  Ru- 
pert Wyvill.   "  Should  not  you.  Miss  Trevor  ?" 

*^  Not  if  the  spirit  could  only  tell  me  where 
to  have  my  soiled  dress  dyed  and  cleaned  as  in 
the  famous  tale  of  Dreliucourt/^ 

VOL.    I  1 
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'^  Periiaps  you  are  oontented  with  the  pre- 
sent/* 

''  The  present  company  of  course/'  observed 
Edred  Cottrell. 

^'  I  will  say  nothing  on  that  point,  not  pos- 
sessing Mr.  Richard  Weston's  talent  for  com- 
pliment/' answered  Rosalind  with  a  playfid 
shrug  of  the  shoulders. 

'^  llien  to  say  that  you  were  contented  with 
the  present  company  you  would  consider 
flattery/'  said  Rupert. 

"  You  say  so  for  me." 

*'  Nay>  Miss  Trevor,  you  said,  or  insinuated 
as  mtich  yourseUT*^ 

^  Did  I  ?  And  you  are  inclined  to  run  a  tilt 
in  defiance  of  my  opinioUb  Bo  be  it  then.  Do 
you  vouch  for  the  perfection  of  the  whole  party, 
or  only  fwr  yourself?" 

'^  I  only  maintain  the  perfectioii  bf  Miss 
Trevor." 

^The  lady  must  first  accept  you  ^  her 
knight,*'  answered  Rosalind  a  little  loftily,  for 
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she  liked  not  bis  tone  ef  gallantrj,  and  smile  of 
conscious  power^  as  in  het  prejudice^  she  aU 
waya  interpreted  it. 

'^  Ton  are  hand  hearted^  Miss  Trevor,  and 
deserve  to  be  overthrovn  in  person,  or  bj 
proxy/'  observed  Mr.  Adnam.  ''  Never  heed 
her,  Wyvill!  wear  her  colours,  whether  she 
bestow  them  or  not;  and  compel  her  to  be 
grateful.     I  will  be  your  esquire/' 

^'  het  me  be  your  champion,*'  said  Edred. 

"  Oh !  certainly,  and  maintain  the  superiority 
of  Miss  Weston.'* 

''  Nay,  if  it  is  a  matter  of  rivalship  between 
ladies,  I  intermeddle  not,''  replied  Edred 
laughing. 

Very  wisely  resolved : — 


"  He  who  *tiristdamet  will  inltripoM^ 
The  length  of  womw's  naili  soon  knowi,** 


te 


exclaimed  Richard  Weston  with  a  rude  laugh. 
You  must  succumb,  fair  coz;  for  you  will 
I  3 
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obtain  no  champion  on    these  terms^"    said 
Edred. 

*'  What  say  you.  Miss  Weston,  to  our  join- 
ing forces  and  defying  all  recreant  knights  ?  I 
should  have  no  hope  were  we  rivals,  so  let  us 
be  friends,"  said  Rosalind,  and  so  good  na- 
turedly  too,  that  the  petted  beauty  forgot  every 
former  feeling  of  jealousy  as  she  expressed  her 
acquiescence  in  the  arrangement. 

'^  We  need  not  be  alarmed ;  such  alliances 
never  last  long,  and  we  shall  be  called  on  to 
play  umpires  within  the  week,'*  observed  Edred. 

^^  Have  you  brought  me  the  fairing  you 
promised  ?''  asked  Miss  Bailey,  tired  of  a  con- 
versation, which  inferred  the  superiority  of 
others. 

''  Yes :  here  is  a  gingerbread  husband,"  re- 
plied Edred,  producing  one  as  he  spoke. 

"  I  do  not  know  what  you  mean  by  this 
impertinence ;  I  am  sure  I  am  not  so  anxious 
for  a  husband,'*  cried  the  affronted  Miss  Baileyv 

'^  Impertinence !     Is  this  all  your  gratitude 
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for  the  trouble  I  took  in  procuring  you  such  a 
nice  husband.  You  do  not  deserve  him^  and  I 
will  ^ve  him  to  somebody  else/'  said  Edred 
laughing  at  her  offended  air.  ^^  You  shall  have 
it,  Jemima,"  offering  it  to  her  sister. 

^^  No  indeed ;  I  am  not  going  to  take  Eliza- 
beth's leavings ; — I  am  quite  as  particular  as 
she  is." 

''  Poor  fellow !  what  is  to  be  done  for  him  ? 
This  is  the  way  we  miserable  men  are  rejected 
by  you  fair  damsels." 

''  Qive  him  to  me,"  said  Rosalind,  '^  I  know 
one  ready  to  accept  him.*' 

^^  Thank  you,  sweet  cos ;  I  shall  come  to 
you  when  I  need  a  wife,  since  you  are  so  kind 
hearted  in  these  matters.^' 

^'  And  expect  the  same  fate,'^  answered  Rosa- 
lind laughing,  as  she  gave  part  of  the  ginger- 
bread to  a  fine  newfoundland  puppy  that  had 
been  watching  it  with  eager  eyes. 

*^  Given  to  the  dogs  ! — and  serves  you  right 
for  trusting  any  gall,"  exclaimed  Richard  Wes- 
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ton^  M'ho  was  more  than  usually  bitter  against 
the  sex^  having  been  cut  by  a  fair  flirt  not  two 
hours  since  in  the  presence  of  a  richer  beau. 

^  I  am  sure  he  deserves  it^  he  is  so  very 
grateful/'  said  Rosalind^  amused  at  the  manner 
with  which  the  dog  received  it  from  her  hands. 
^  I  did  not  know  you  had  such  a  handsome 
favorite^  Mr.  CottrelL" 

^  It  is  not  mine  but  Wyvill%  who  no  doubt 
feels  highly  flattered  by  your  caressing  his  pet. 
'  Love  me  love  my  dog.*  " 

^  I  beg  your  pardon^  Mr.  WyviU ;  I  did  not 
know  that  the  puppy  was  yoiurs.'' 

^  Or  you  would  not  have  fed  him,"  observed 
Rupert  in  a  tone  between  question  and  asser- 
tion. 

^'  Oh^  no  !"  replied  Rosalind  quickly,  vexed 
with  herself  for  this  quickness  the  moment 
after. 

**  There,  WyviU  I  you  are  out  of  favor/'  ex- 
claimed Edred  with  a  laugh. 

•*  I  was  never  in." 
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^And  do  not  deserve  to  be,  bringing  no 

Airings  for  tbe  ladies^  and  thinking  only  of 

selling  horses.    Whilst  I  shall  be  the  pet  of 

the  evening — the  lord  of  the  ascendant*    Shall 

Inot^  fair  Rosalind?"  he  questioned^ offering 

ber  some  very  delioious  looking  gingerbread* 

^  Ton  know  of  old  that  I  cannot  resist  such 
a  temptation/'  answered  his  cousin^  helping 
herself  as  she  spoke« 

« 

^  You  shall  not  carry  all  brfore  you^  Cottrell^ 
lamrssolved.  Here  WyviU^  do  you  open  a 
rirsl  shop/'  cried  Mr.  Adnam^  giving  him  some 
bon-bons  to  offer  to  Rosalind^ 

^  Thank  you^  sir ;  hut  you  bad  better  pre- 
sent theo^  yourself;  they  wiU  be  more  accept- 
able from  you^''  said  Rupert  drawing  back. 

^  Psha,  man  !  never  heed  a  rebuild  only  try 
again.  Tou  won't  ? — well  then  I  will.  Taste 
my  bon-bons^  Miss  Trevor^  and  admit  their 
snperiority  over  Cottrell's  trumpery  ginger- 
bread.   Real  French  bon-bons  i" 

^  Good  old  BngUjUi  gingerbread  !''    cried 
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Edred  in  emulation.    '^  As  a  patriot^  you  must 
give  me  the  prefwence.** 

^'  As  a  liberal  minded  person  ready  to  admire 
perfection  wherever  found  you  vrill  decide  in 
my  favor/'  said  Mr,  Adnam. 

^  Gingerbread  nuts  or  sugar  plums — ^which 
are  you  for  ?"  asked  Rupert. 

^  I  am  too  fond  of  both^  to  give  a  preference 
to  either/'  said  Rosalind  ;  ^'  so  there  shall  be 
two  favorites  for  to-night  instead  of  one.'' 

"  You  seem  very  merry/'  remarked  Mrs* 
Sewell^  as  the  walkers  joined  the  other  ladies 
on  the  lawn. 

^  Yes,  very  merry  indeed.  There  has  been 
a  sharp  encounter  of  tongues  between  Miss 
Trevor  and  Wyvill  ;  and  when  my  cousin 
Rosalind  quarrels  or  jests  she  is  equally 
enchanting.  I  only  wish  she  were  always  in 
the  fancy  to  be  amusing." 

'^  What  scandal  are  you  reporting  of  me, 
cousin  Edred  ?"  asked  Rosalind  advancing. 

*^  No  scandal,  I  was  only  asserting  that  you 
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had  been  very  amusing  for  the  last  half  hour ; 
and  regretting  that  you  were  not  always  in  the 
mood  to  be  equally  bewitching*'^ 

'*  By  which  you  mean  to  hint  that  I  am 
capricious,  and  given  to  &ncies  and  conceits. 
What  call  you  that  but  scandal  V* 

^  Nay^  cousin  Rosa,  if  you  put  me  on  my 
defence,  I  must  maintain  that  it  is  no  scandal, 
unless  truth  is  a  scandal.  This  morning  you 
were  in  a  gloomy  temper,  silent  and  unsociable 
-i— now  you  are  gay,  conversible,  and  friendly.^' 

^  To  follow  out  a  late  comparisons-does  the 
sun  always  shine  as  at  mid-day  ?" 

"  That  is  exactly  what  I  would  say  j  you  are 
not  always  in  full  splendour  ; — sometimes 
rising — sometimes  setting/^ 

^^  Tou  forget  that  this  ia  a  mere  /afon  de 
pearler ;  and  that  the  sun  remains  the  same, 
its  difference  of  appearance  depending  on  the 
difference  in  position  of  those  who  gaze  upon 
it." 

^^  That  just  bears  out  my  assertion,    that 
I  5 
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jonr  gaiety  depends  on  your  position.  If  you 
ftacy  those  around^  you  are  the  most  delightful^ 
fascinating  being  in  existence." 

^  You  are  reasoning  on  false  grounds^  cousin 
Edxed.  The  sun  is  the  same  let  who  will 
behold  it — ^the  fault  of  a  wrong  judgment  rests 
with  the  beholder.  The  sun  does  not  shine 
from  caprice  or  partiality •'' 

^'Nor  does  Rosalind  Trevor — is  that  what 
you  would  say  ?  Does  she  mean  that  she  looks 
on  all  alike?  that  she  loves  none  better  than 
others  ?  I  did  not  think  so  poorly  of  her. — 
She  who  loves  all — ^loves  none.'* 

'^  This  is  an  erroneous  interpretation  of  my 
words,''  began  Rosalind. 

'^  I  am  very  sorry,  my  dear  cousin,  if  my 
interpretation  does  not  meet  your  wishes ;  but 
I  never  was  clever  at  definitions,  so  must  pray 
you  to  excuse  me.  I  merely  intended  to  say 
that  I  liked  you  merry  better  than  dull ;  and 
that  I  was  glad  you  had  abandoned  your 
unsociable  mood  of  the  morning,  and  approved 
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of  jour  oompaoions  sufficiently  to  be  agree- 
able.^ 

*^  Rosalind  has  been  very  agreeable  all  the 
morning,"  said  Mrs.  Sewell  triumphantly; 
*^  working  and  talking  with  the  best  of  us.'' 

^  I  am  delighted  to  hear  it  ;^this  is  just  as 
it  should  be^ust  as  I  would  have  it.  You 
know  I  maintained  this  morning  that  my 
cousin  could  be  agreeable  if  she  chose  it.  Do 
try  some  of  my  gingerbread^  Mrs,  Sewell ;  the 
young  ladies  proclaim  it  excellent.  And  you 
too,  Mrs.  Denham,  will  you  not  try  it  7  AAd 
you  Mrs.  Bailey^  I  shall  be  quite  a£Bronted  if 
you  do  not  all  take  a  piece ;  and  then  I  will 
tell  you  Mrs.  Sewell  what  I  saw  at  the  fair. 
First  there  were  wild  beasts^  and  wilder  look* 
ing  keepera-^mea  thai^  grinned  with  a  horse 
eoUar^-s-^md  women  that  grinned  without — a 
cat  with  six  legs,  and  a  women  with  none :— > 
A  pony  that  told  you  every  thing— and  a 
fortutte*teUer  that  told  you  nothing.  Giants 
and  dwarfi» — tumblers  and  dancers-**and  the 
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greatest  wonder  of  all— «a  silent  woman  !  Bless 
me  1  there  is  the  dressing  bell ;  and  my  hair  is 
out  of  curl— ^  so  fare  ye  well  my  ladies  gay* — 
or  I  shall  not  have  time  to  make  myself  an 
Adonis  by  dinner.^' 

^^  Did  you  sell  your  horse  ?^'  asked  the  good- 
natured  Mrs.  Bailey  as  he  was  flying  off. 

^^  No ;  cruel  creature  to  remind  a  man  of 
his  misfortunes  \  I  was  too  honest — I  told  that 
it  had  been  lame^  so  no  one  would  buy  it^ 
whilst  Wyvill  sold  his  at  once  for  a  good  price 
—more  than  he  gave  for  it.** 

<^  Remember  that  I  bought  it  some  years 
ago  out  of  condition  :  the  readiness  with  which 
it  was  purchased  proved  that  the  price  was 
not  exorbitant/'  answered  Rupert  gravely. 

''  That  is  a  matter  of  judgment,  or  want  of 
judgment ;  I  would  not  have  given  it,  for  I  am 
sure  it  has  been,  or  will  be  lame." 

^  Certainly  not  whilst  in  my  possession 
though  most  probably  it  will  be  before  its 
death.  The  grapes  are  sour ; — you  wanted  it 
Qt  a  lower  price.*' 
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I  did  not  want  it  at  that  price  undoubted- 
ly. But  if  such  a  perfect  animal^  as  jou 
Teport,  why  part  with  it  at  all  ?" 

^  Because  I  find  keeping  two  horses  suffici- 
ently expensive/' 

^^  Two  horses  expensive  to  a  man  of  your 
fcHTtune  !  Why  you  are  turning  miser,  Wyvill. 
But  there,  if  saving  is.  your  taste  I  have  no- 
thing  to  say  against  it,  only  you  sold  the  horse 
uncommonly  well — ^that  is  all.  Some  people 
are  always  in  luck !''  and  so  saying,  away  went 
Edred  Cottrell  to  dress  for  dinner. 
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CHAPTER  VL 


"  I  have  been  seeking  you  every  where,  Rosa- 
lind, to  say  how  vexed  I  was  at  being  parted 
from  you  at  dinner/'  jsaid  Edred  Cottrell, 
joining  his  cousin  as  she  was  sauntering  along 
a.  shady  walk,  now  stopping  to  listen  to  the 
singing  of  the  birds — now  turning  to  note  the 
effect  of  the  sun  beams  glading  through  the 
overhanging  branches.  ^^  I  thought  I  should 
find  you  apart  from  the  vulgar  herd,  indulging 
in  one  of  your  delightful,  pensive  moods — 
revelling  in  yoiu*  own  high  thoughts :— one  can--. 
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not  support  the  commonplace  all  day.    I  sus* 
pect  you  found  WyviU  heavy  as  a  neighbour.'* 

'*  One  of  my  delightful^  pensive  moods — I 
thought  you  lauded  me  for  being  merry  not 
long  ago/' 

'^  You  are  enchanting  in  all  moods^  sweet 
Rosalind ;  it  is  the  variety — the  originality  of 
your  character,  that  lends  you  your  greatest 
charm/' 

''  How  many  glasses  of  ctaret  have  you 
taken,  cousin  Edred  ?'^ 

*'  What — are  you  latin  scholar  enough  to 
underatand  that  in  vino  Veritas  ?'' 

*'  I  have  heard  it  quoted  sufficiently  often  to 
guess  its  meaning ;  but  cannot  see  the  appltca- 
tiOQ  to  my  question/' 

^*  Then  you  are  duller  of  comprehension  than 
I  ever  knew  you.  Wine  has  inspired  me  with 
the  spirit  of  truth/' 

'<  Rather,  I  fear,  with  the  spirit  of  false- 
hood.* 

**  I  spoke  the  simple  truth ;    but  modesty 
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knows  not  its  own  worth.  Let  us  sit  down 
beneath  this  spreading  beech^  and  admire  those 
majestic  birds^  gliding  with  such  a  stately 
motion  over  the  glassy  lake." 

"  They    are    floating    double — swan    and 
shadow/*  replied  Rosalind  with  emphasis. 

"  T(es,  see !  the  shadow  is  a  perfect  resem- 
blance of  the  substance ;  so  are  my  words  of 
my  thoughts.*' 

"  Are  they  ?'*  observed  Rosalind  incre- 
dulously. 

*^  On  my  honor  [ — ^you  cannot  doubt  me  ?" 

^'  You  think  with  Mr.  Richard  Weston,  that 
girls  like  flunimery  and  compliment.*' 

'^  I  feel  that  I  cannot  flatter  Rosalind 
Trevor ;  the  wildest  burst  of  enthusiasm  could 
not  outspeak  her  worth.'* 

'^  Do  you  expect  me  to  believe  all  this  ?** 
asked  Rosalind  looking  him  steadily  in  the  face. 

"  Why  not,  when  I  speak  the  truth  ?** 

"  When  you  speak  the  truth  I  may  believe 
you,'* 
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"  I  speak  it  nowr.** 

^'Pbha!  cousin  Edbred;  I  am  not  such  a 
vain  old  crow  as.  to  believe  that  I  sing  divinely 
because  a  fox  may  tell  me  so.  It  would 
answer  your  purpose  better  if  you  gentlemen 
would  be  a  little  less  lavish  of  your  complin 
ments ;  we  should  prize  them  all  the  more ; 
at  least,  I  have  heard  too  many  to  heed  them 
any  longer^  though  yours  are  rather  poetically 
turned^  I  must  allow.'^ 

^  I  concluded  you  to  be  in  a  poetical  mood 
from  finding  you  here." 

^  Then  for  once  you  are  mistaken — I  am 
not  in  a  poetical  mood.^ 

^  A  cynical  one  it  appears/* 

«  E»ctly  soJ* 

"  But  wherefore  ?'* 

«  Ask  yourself  P 

^'  My  dear  Rosalind^  how  could  I  help  not 
sitting  next  you  at  dinner  ?  You  know  I  was 
called  away  at  the  moment,  and  Mr.  Adnam 
made  Wyvill  take  the  place.    I  tried  in  vaia  to 
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talk  to  70U  across  the  table — you  would  not 
keep  up  s  conTertation." 

"  Do  not  suppose  that  I  am  ia  a  cynical 
^ood  because  Mr.  Cottrell  was  not  beside  me." 

"  Then  I  can  imagine  no  other  cause ;  for- 
give tny  presumption  for  fixing  upon  that." 

"  No  cause  ? — think  again." 

"  No ;  no  cause— you  miut  enlighten  me. 
If  I  have  offended  youj  name  my  offence, 
and  it  shall  be  repaired." 

"  Fairly  promised," 

"  The  promise  shall  be  fiurly  kept.  What  is 
all  this  ?"  he  demanded  in  a  changed  tone. 
"  We  were  such  good  friends  at  Ivy  Cottage ; 
entering  into  a  league  offensive  and  defensive." 

"  Precisely;  you  act  on  the  offisnuve,  and  I 
am  thus  compelled  to  adopt  the  defenuve." 

"  I  act  on  the  offensive  1 — and  to  you  Bosa- 
hnd  I  How  ?  where  ?  and  when  ?  You  are 
more  obscure  than  the  Delphic  Oracle." 

shall  be  no  obscurity— I  will  speak 
eal  with  me  as  I  deal    witli  you. 
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Becall  to  your  mind  all  tliat  has  passed  since 
my  amraL  When  have  we  conversed  together 
in  the  presence  of  others  that  jou  have  not 
managed^  by  word  or  look,  to  twist  my  expres- 
sions into  something  displeasing  to  Mn.  Den- 
ham  or  her  guests  ?  And  this  not  merely  once, 
or  twice,  or  thrice.  No  protestations,  cousin 
Edred ;  but  hear  me  to  the  end*.  To  use  for 
once  the  elegant  phraseology  of  Mr.  Bichard 
Weston,  I  have  not  entered  for  the  Denham 
stakes,  nor  do  I  intend  to  do  so,  unless  provo- 
ked thereto  by  a  spirit  of  mischief  or  revenge : 
— your  crossing  and  jostling  me  in  my  quiet 
course  therefore  is  not  only  unkind  but  impol- 
itic.— ^There,  now  I  have  had  my  say ;  and  you 
nay  have  yours.'' 

**  What  can  you  mean  V*  said  Edred,  fixing 
his  falcon  gaze  upon  her. 

**  Just  what  I  say ; — ^no  more,  and  no  less/^ 
answered  Rosalind,  meeting  that  falcon  gaze 
without  shrinking.  ^  Tou  cannot  be  uncon- 
•ekms  of  die  impression  conveyed  by  your 


188  WHO    RHALL   BR    HEIR? 

words ;  and  therefore  I  ask  you  are  we  to  be 
friends— or  foes?  I  hate  hollow  truces  and 
wUl  have  none  of  them.'^ 

"  Friends^  or  foes,  Rosalind  ?-r-what  a  ques- 
tion I  Friends  to  be  sure !  How  can  you  pain 
me  by  such  a  doubt !  Karth  boasts  no  gaud 
that  could  tempt  me  to — ^" 

'^  Do  not  play  sentimental,  Mr.  Cottrell ;  I 
am  not  in  the  humour  for  it  now/'  replied 
Rosalind  impatiently.  '^  Tou  are  no  simpleton 
to  use  words  without  meaning ;  and  no  bUnd 
craftsman  not  to  mark  the  working  of  those 
words.  On  your  future  conduct  depends  the 
terms  on  which  we  stand.'' 

^^  I  comprehend  you  now ;  but  you  do  not — 
you  cannot  suppose  that  those  words  were 
intended  to  do  mischief?  You  cannot  believe 
that  I  would  purposely  prejudice  any  one 
against  you  I  You  know  my  unhappy  fiiculty 
of  saying  just  what  I  should  not.  Do  not 
blame  me  so  severely  for  a  natural  defect." 

^^  A  natural  defect ! — ^repeated  Rosalind 
almost  unconsciously. 
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^^  You  jadge  me  harshly^  couain ;  you  think 
I  ought  to  have  corrected  this  fault ;  and  so  I 
ought,''  he  added  looking  down  for  an  instant. 
"  I  could  have  bitten  off.  my  tongue  with  vexa- 
^n  the  other  evening,  when  Mrs.  Denham 
came  up  so  inopportunely,  for  I  saw  that  she 
^^  vexed.*' 

*'That  was  not  the  only  occasion,  where  your 
^Qgoe  has' done  me  harm  with  her  and  others; 
but  I  have  no  wish  to  enumerate  instances. 
Your  own  observation  should  convince  you  that 
I  am  not  likely  to  cross  your  views  ;  and  thcre- 
^  it  ig  but  waste  of  time  and  talent  to  make 
^7  visit  here  unpleasant  by  persuading  my 
^usifls  young  and  old  that  I  am  any  thing 
^ot  the  merry,  heedless  girl  you  know  me  to  be. 
^0  denials — nor  pretty  speeches — no  flowery 
•^fitiments— are  we  to  be  friends  ?  Give  me  a 
'Jnjple  answer — ^yes — or  no." 

''Yes,  most  assuredly!  I  would  say  more 
*^  friends,  but  that  I  fear  your  wilful 
'^^naour  might  take  offence.    You  have  con^ 
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demned  me  on  suspicion — my  future  conduct 
shall  prove  those  suspicions  to  have  been  un« 
founded.'' 

« I  hope  so.'^ 

'*  Tou  may  be  certain  that  it  shall  be  so/' 
he  replied,  gazing  with  admiration  on  her 
beauty,  heightened  by  the  excitement  of  her 
late  conversation;  and  the  air  of  graceful, 
womanly  command  which  so  well  became 
her. 

'*  Suppose  we  return  to  the  house,  or  join 
Mrs.  Bailey  and  her  daughters,  who  are  stroll- 
ing to  the  right,''  observed  Rosalind  abruptly 
as  if  to  avoid  the  possibility  of  further  discourse 
on  a  subject  ple&sing  to  neither. 

"  Nay,  grant  me  a  few  minutes  i^  d  UU ; 
we  shall  have  the  Baileys  the  whole  evening. 
How  will  you  endure  their  f<dly,  and  the 
insipidity  of  Maria  Weston  for  two  months?" 

''  I  do  not  know/'  answered  Rosalind  in  a 
doleful  tone,  for  she  was  already  heartily 
weary  of  her  cousins*    '^  But  Michael  wi]l  be 
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here  in  a  week^  and  in  the  mean  time  you 
muat  be  very  amusing/' 

*'  I  will  do  my  best ;  and  you  must  fill  up 
the  intenrab  by  quarrelling  with  Wyyill^  in 
whidi  I  will  second  you.'' 

''Two  to  one !  no  that  would  not  be  generous. 
You  Am  make  love  to  Msria ;  I  should  like  to 
>8oertam  what  changes  feeling  could  effect  in 
the  expression  of  those  perfect  features." 

*'  I  would  as  soon  make  love  to  an  iceberg/' 

^'Nay,  she  is  not  col^  only  cool; — not 
freezing,  only  inaminate;  nloreover  she  is 
geatle  and  good  tempered,  and  far  happier  I 
doubt  not  than  if  she  had  quicker  feelings." 

*^Very  philosophically  argued.  Does  Rosa- 
lind Trevor  wish  to  resemble  her?" 

^  No^  she  would  rather  be  that  bird  flitting 
10  lightly  through  the  air.  It  must  be  very 
delightful  to  fly." 

^  Tou  have  flights  of  fancy  already  in  which 
I  would  fain  be  your  companion.  But  here 
come  the  Baileys;    so  adieu  to  poetry  and 
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common  sense.  We  have  been  waiting  for 
you^  Miss  Bailey;  here  is  plenty  of  room  on 
this  bench  for  all.^ 

''Oh,  dear  no,  Mr.  Cottreli;  I  would  not 
disturb  a  tile  d  tite  on  any  account.*' 

''  Perhaps  you  prefer  enjoying  one,"  he 
replied  glancing  at  Richard  Weston,  who  was 
by  her  side,  initiating  her  into  the  mysteries 
of  slang.  ''  Tou  will  take  a  seat,  Mrs.  Bailey, 
I  am  sure ;  for  you  look  tired.  Do  stop  a 
minute  to  admire  the  swans,  as  Miss  Trevor 
has  been  doing." 

''  Not  now,  thank  you ;  it  is  getting  late." 

It  was  getting  late,  and  the  whole  party 
returned  to  the  house  falling  in  with  most  of 
the  other  guests  on  their  way  back. 

''  How  well  the  old  house  looks  at  the  ter- 
mination of  this  vista,'*  remarked  Rupert 
WyviU. 

''  Tes ;  I  wonder  how  it  would  look  worked 
in  German  wool,"  replied  Maria  Weston. 

Admirable !  persuade  Mr.  Wy vill  to  draw 


(( 
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the  pattern/'  said  Rosalind^  trying  to  look 
grave,  whilst  Edred  laughed  oiitright. 

"WiUyouworkitifldo?'' 

^No;  but  Miss  Weston  will;  and  she 
can  put  you  and  herself  in  the  foreground 
KHrdng  the  wools." 

^'A  capital  idea!  And  we  will  have  an 
eBgramg  of  the  piece/'  cried  Edred. 

*^  1  will  turn  it  over  to  you  who  are  such  a 
fiuBOus  hand  at  forming  designs,  and  putting 
them  into  practice/'  said  Wyvilh 

"  I  have  a  design  at  present  on  the  tea  and 
i>Kad  and  butter,  if  that  is  what  you  mean^ 
and  challenge  you  to  outdo  me/' 

^'I  have  no  hope  of  outdoing  you  in  any 
design/'  answered  Rupert  pointedly. 

*^  I  admire  your  humility/'  observed  Edred^ 
walking  away ;  but  returning  again  in  a  few 
minutes  bringing  a  nosegay  *^  Accept  of  this 
u  ^  gage  d'amiM/^  he  said  presenting  it  to 
Rosalind,  who  smiled  her  assent. 

Edred  Cottrell  kept  his  word.     He  rattled 

vou  I.  K 
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on  as  before — he  got  Wyvill  and  others  into 
scrapes  by  his  wild  talk^  but  never  once  was 
Rosalind  compromised  by  word  or  look :-— on 
the  contrary,  he  did  all  he  could  to  raise  her 
in  Mrs.  Denham's  estimation^  pointing  out  her 
talents^  graces  and  virtues  to  that  lady,  not  in 
his  former  extravagant  style^  but  in  the  man- 
ner most  likely  to  create  a  favorable  impression 
on  his  hearer^  whilst  Rosalind  on  her  part 
smiled  at  his  sallies,  and  allowed  him  to  engross 
the  greater  part  of  her  conversation  ;  so  much 
so  indeed  that  those  who  piqued  themselves 
on  their  penetration  began  to  hint  at  a  wedding. 
Mrs.  Denhasn  we  have  already  said  was  a  dull 
hostess : — ^she  neither  talked  herself  nor  set 
others  talking ;  and  but  for  Edred  and  Rosa- 
lind this  family  party  would  have  been  even 
more  stupid  than  family  parties  generally  are. 

To  sit  all  day  at  tentstitch  was  beyond  Rosa- 
lind's patience,  but  she  usually  spent  some  part 
of  the  morning  in  the  same  room  with  the  other 
guests,    filling    up    some  sketches  tiwde   of 
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DenBam  F^k ;  and  Ecbed  was  often  at  her 
ode,  laaghing,  praisings  or  critidsing  as  the 
tuiDour  chancecL 

Sosdind  sang  liiid  played  good  naturedly 
when  ever  asked ;  but  Mrs«  Denham  appeared 
to  notice  neither  her'  gi^ety^  nor  her  gravity — 
ber  singing  nor  her  drawing — generally  absent- 
ing henelf^  accorcQng  to  custom,  from  break- 
&Bt  tin  luncheon^  and  often  till  dinner, 

AD  things  Went  on  in  their  usual  routine. 
Mn.  Weston  brought  foi^ard  her  eldest 
^ghter^s  superior  beauty  and  elegance  when- 
ever she  could — Mrs.  Bailey  priedsed  with  her 
^wud  liberality — Mrs.  iSewell  found  singular 
coincidences  in  the  comtnonest  every  day  occur- 
rences—Rupert  Wyvill,  still  languid  from  his 
bte  illness,  read  and  thought  more  than  he 
totted— Terry  Weston  arranged  his  stock, 
^liiskers  and  curls  more  careftilty  than  ever, 
^me  thought  with  the  view  of  emting  Rosa- 
'"id's  admiration— whilst  his  youiiger  brother, 
^  spite  of  his  mother's  lectures,  instriteted  all 
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who  chose  to  listen  in  the  delicacies  of  slang 
and  stable  language. 

As  the  young  people  were  all  cousins  in  a 
sort  of  a  way  (we  are  not  going  to  make  out 
whether  fourth,  fifth,  or  sixth — there  were  none 
nearer  than  second  once  removed)  the  freedom 
of  relationship  soon  grew  up  among  them,  and 
the  formal  Mr.  and  Miss  were  discarded,  save 
with  regard  to  Rosalind  and  Rupert,  who  never 
addressed  each  other  by  their  christian  names, 
indeed  rarely  spoke  but  to  engage  in  a  sharp 
encounter  of  wits,  in  which  sometimes  one  had 
the  advantage,  sometimes  the  other.  Rosalind 
and  Edred  were  the  life  of  the  house,  and  all 
being  satisfied  from  her  conduct  towards  Mrs. 
Denham  that  the  former  had  no  idea  of  propi- 
tiating their  hostess,  in  the  hope  of  becoming 
her  heiress,  intead  of  being  regarded  with  envy 
or  aversion,  as  at  first,  she  stood  some  chance 
of  finally  becoming,  what  she  had  protested 
against,  a  general  favorite.  Notthat  Rosalind 
sought  popularity;  but  being  very  lively  and 
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always  willing  to  oblige^  she  could  not  fail  to 
please  when  seen  with  unprejudiced  eyes. 

^  I  am  going  to  C.  this  morning  to  make 
some  purchases ;  and  as  you  only  stayed  there 
about  ten  minutes  in  your  way  hither^  perhaps. 
Miss  Trevor,  you  would  like  to  accompany  me, 
and  see  something  of  the  town,*^  said  Mrs. 
I)enham  one  morning  at  breakfast — she  never 
called  her  Rosalind. 

*'  It  is  very  kind  of  you  to  remember  my  taste 
for  seeing  every  thing ;  but  you  will  not  I  hope 
^k  me  ungrateful  if  I  decline  availing  my- 
'elf  of  your  offer,**  answered  Rosalind  after  a 
Moment's  silence,  caused  by  surprise.  '•  I  ex- 
pect my  brother  at  twelve,  and  as  I  have  not 
•^n  dear  Michael  for  nearly  a  year,  I  should 
^^^  like  to  delay  our  meeting  even  one  single 
instimt." 

^  That  is  nonsense.  Rose  ;  it  cannot  matter 
your  seeing  him  an  hour  or  two  later,''  said 
Mrs.  SeweU,  fussing,  fidgeting^  and  making 
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signs  to  her  favorite  that  she  ought  to  go^ 
which  provoked  Rosalind^  and  did  not  escape 
the  observation  of  Mrs.  Denham. 

'^  A  delay  of  two  or  three  hours  in  meeting 
an  only  brother  after  so  long  a  parting  not 
ipatter,  Mrs.  Sewell  1  How  can  you  say  so  ?'' 
exclaimed  Rosalind  warmly,  heedless  of  the 
frowns  and  signs  of  her  old  friend.  ^*  Why 
I  think  every  minute  an  age  till  I  see  him  > 
and  he  might  feel  my  absence  an  unkind- 
ness/' 

^'  I  fear  we  brothers  are  not  quite  as  ropan-* 
tic  in  our  regard  as  you  may  imagine;  but 
t|ien  few  have  such  a  sister/'  observed  Edred 
gazing  with  admiration  on  the  animated 
speaker^  every  feature  lit  with  the  glow  of 
affection. 

''This  is  so  girlish :  you  will  grow  wiser  as 
you  grow  older^"  remarked  Mrs.  Sewell 
pettishly. 

''  If  you  mean^  my  dear  Mrs.  Sewell  that  I 
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shall  grow  cold  ia  my  age,  and  cease  to  love 
those  I  love  now,  I  hope  I  shall  never  grow 
oid;--I  would  rather  die  young/' 

'^Tou  are  a  very  affectionate  sister/' 
observed  Mrs.  Bailey. 

"I  mh  mine  were  as  affectionate;  they 
vould  not  care  if  they  never  saw  me  againj 
or  weep  if  I  went  to  the  dogs,"  grumbled 
Richard  Weston. 

^I  am  sure  you  have  no  right  to  say  so; 
Maria  has  a  most  affectionate  heart,  hut 
brothers  always  think  it  fashionable  to  abuse 
their  sisters/'  said  his  mother*  ^'  My  eldest 
daughter,  my  dear  Mrs.  Denham,  will  be  de- 
lighted to  accompany  you ;  she  was  talking 
this  morning  of  one  or  two  purchases  she  wish* 
ed  to  make.'' 

"  Then  she  had  better  put  on  her  bonnet  at 
once,  for  I  expect  the  carriage  round  imme- 
diately/' replied  Mrs.  Denham,  not  the  ex- 
pression of  a  featurcj  not  the  variatioi^  of  a 
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tone^  showing  whether  she  was  pleased  or 
displeased  at  this  change  of  companion. 

Rupert  Wyvill  had  said  nothing,  but  his  eye 
had  been  fixed  on  Rosalind's  face  as  she  spoke^ 
though  she  had  not  observed  it. 

''  My  dear  Rosalind^  how  could  you  refuse 
to  accompany  Mrs.  Denham  to  C.  ?"  said  Mrs. 
Sewell  reproachfully,  following  her  favorite 
from  the  room. 

'^My  dear  Mrs.  Sewell,  how  could  you 
think  of  frowning  and  making  signs  ? — it  is  so 
vulgar/*  replied  Rosalind  laughing. 

"  My  dear  Rose^  will  you  never  consider  ? 
Denham  Park  is  a  fine  place." 

'^  Yes  that  it  is ;  I  am  beginning  to  feel  an 
afiection  for  it.*' 

''Well  then  do  endeavour  to  please  my 
old  friend,  and  be  as  agreeable  to  her  as  you 
are  to  others." 

''  There  is  no  well  then  in  the  case,  dear 
Minny ;  and  depend  upon  it^  I  should  not 


WHQ   SHALL   BB    HEIR?  201 

laugh  8Dd  jest  so  Eghtly  if  I  entertained  the 

deep  design  of  becoming  an  heiress ;  and  so 
every  one  else  perceives  but  you,  and^  hence 
their  politeness.  If  I  started  for  the  prize,  I 
should  reawaken  all  the  envy,  hatred,  and 
n^h'ce^that  greeted  me  on  my  first  arriral; 
and  perhaps  awaken  them  in  myself  too.  No> 
bo;  I  will  keep  a  light  heart,  unwrung  by  the 
torment  of  legacy  hunting.  It  is  of  no  use  to 
shake  your  head  and  prepare  notes  for  a  lecture^ 
I  won't  be  scolded  this  morning.  (  am  expect** 
ing  Mike— dear  Mike ! — and  will  keep  my  mood 
^  sunshine  to  welcome  him  as  he  should  be 
welcomed." 

"You  are  so  wild,  Rosalind,'**  said  Mrs. 
Sewell^  cheated  out  of  half  her  vexation  by  her 
favorite's  smiles^ 

"  Yes,  yes,  dear  Minny ;  not  tamed  down 
by  love  yet — and  not  likely  to  be,*'  cried  the 
merry  girl  giving  her  old  fHend  a  kiss. 

"  Whither  are  you  going  in  such  haste,  you. 
madcap  P 
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'^  To  find  out  from  which  window  I  can  see 
farthest  up  the  road^  and  there  to  statioa  my* 
self^^'  answered  Rosalind^  springing  up  the  old 
oak  staircase  all  the  quicker^  and  with  a  more 
glowing  cheek;  from  discovering  that  Rupert 
Wyvill  was  obsendng  her,  and  might  have 
been  so  doing  for  some  moments. 

The  window  of  Mrs.  Weston's  room  chanced 
to  command  the  most  extended  view^  so  there 
did  Rosalind  take  her  station  a  full  three 
quarters  of  an  hour  before  the  appointed  time, 
refusing  to  let  Mrs.  Sewell  share  her  watch,  on 
the  plea  that  she  was  too  restless  and  impatient 
to  prove  an  agreeable  companion.  To  read 
was  impossible— so  she  employed  herself  in 
making  a  wool  housewife,  as  she  called  it,  for 
Anne,  who  slighted  and  snubbed  by  her 
family  from  being  sickly,  shy,  and  awkward, 
was  most  grateful  for  the  considerate  kindness 
shown  her  by  Rosalind.  But  even  this  was 
laid  aside  when  the  deep  toned  clock  above 
\ho  entrance  chimed  the  third   quarter  after 
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deven;  and  her  eye»  became  more  ccmatantly 
fittd  en  the  roacl  that  led  up  to  the  house ; 
jet  not  so  coiiBtaBtlj  but  that  she  ohserved 
the  movementa  of  a  horsemaa,  standing  on  an 
emmence  on  the  ether  aide  of  the  park# 

''No^  be  is  not  coming  yet/'  she  murmured^ 
tfter  looking  steadfastly  fef  some  minutfea 
^ard&  the  lodge ;  the»  turning  her  attontioa 
^  that  solitary  horseman  her  specmlationa  took 
for  a  time  another  direction., 

<"  Sorely  tiuit  is  lir.  Wyvill>'^  she  tho«ght^ 
shading  her  eyes'  with  her  hand^  thttt  she 
iQight  see  the  more  distkKstly.  '*  What  can  he 
^  doing?  ^nd  he  has  been?  there  tkeae  ten 
minutes  or  more — ^yet  he  scarcely  stirs*  He 
cannot  be  tafting  a  sketch  on  horaeback.  And 
now  he  comes  toMrards.  the  hooae  at  fulL  qpeed, 
^^Apiog  flakes^  and  ha  h» — everything  that 
<^n)e8  in  his  way.  Has  there,  been  any  acci- 
^t?'  wa3^  her  last  tiiought^  as,  without  slacken- 
ing his  speed,  he  made  directly  for  the  windofv 
^m  which  she  was  now  leaning  anxiously  out* 
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'^  Your  brother  is  coming — I  see  his  stanhope 
on  the  hill  above  the  park,''  cried  Rupert 
WyviUj  reining  up  his  horse  immediately 
beneath* 

'^And  you  have  been  watching  for  me? 
How  kind,  how  very  kind  !''  said  Rosalind  with 
a  look  of  gratitude  that  would  have  repaid  a 
watch  and  gallop  of  double  length*  ^'  How  £ur 
off  is  he?  How  soon  will  he  be  here?'  she 
questioned  eagerly. 

^^  He  will  be  here  in  about  ten  minutes  I 
judge,  from  his  present  rate  of  speed." 

'^  I  think  I  see  him  there,  through  the  trees," 
said  Rosalind  leaning  forth  from  the  casement 
towards  the  lodge. 

But  not  towards  the  lodge  was  Rupert's  look 
directed — his  gaze  was  fixed  on  a  white  rose 
that  loosened  from  her  belt  by  her  sudden 
movement  fell  on  his  upturned  brow. 

^^May  I  keep  this  as  my  guerdpa  ?*^  he 
questioned.. 
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"Oh!  that  U  faded: — you  shall  have  a 
ftedier  and  prettier  one — one  of  those  that  I 
picked  for  Michael/'  she  replied,  flinging  down 
a  beautiful  bud  but  half  unfolded. 

He  caught  it  as  it  fell— pressed  it  to  his  lips 
with  an  animation  he  rarely  exhibited;  and 
then  placed  it  in  hia  bosom.  Rosalind  bhished ; 
but  the  stanhope  was  now  clearly  in  sight,  and 
8he  was  too  eager  to  meet  her  brother  to  com- 
ment on  this  gallantry.  She  lingered  at  the 
casement  till  Michael  was  near  enough  to 
recognise  and  return  the  waving  of  her  hand, 
then,  bounding  down  the  stairs  she  stood  in  the 
hall  ready  to  receive  him,  too  intent  on  her 
purpose  to  note  that  Edred  Cottrelland  Rupert 
Wyvill  were  ah«ady  there. 

The  door  stood  open ;  and  before  the  portly 
butler  could  reach  it  to  receive  the  visitor,  he 
bad  sprung  from  the  stanhope,  and  catching 
Jloaalind  in  his  arms  given  her  more  than  one 
Iwrothcrly  kiss.  The  old  man  looked  a  little 
^''^^zed  at  such  an  unceremonious  greeting  in 
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his  sober  misstress'a  hall — such  a  scene  not 
having  been  enacted  before  in  his  memory^  and 
then  applied  himself  to  the  performance  of  his 
duties,  declaring  afterward  in  the  house^ke^cr's 
room  that  it  was  one  of  the  prettiest  sights  he 
had  ever  seen. 

^' Are  jou  quite  well,  dear  Michael?  But  I 
need  not  adc  with  that  bright  colour.  And 
you  are  so  handsome !''  said  Rosalind,  gazing 
with  mingled  love  and  pride  on  tiit  young 
officer. 

''  Am  I  to  say  the  same  to  you,,  dear  Rose  ? 
You  certainly  are  looking  very  lovely  just  at 
present.'^ 

^  Oh  1  never  mind  how  I  look ;  as  long  as 
you  are  well,  and  happy,  and  as  affectionate 
as  ever,  I  shall  be  happy  too." 

'^Did  you  fancy  that  I  should  be  less 
affectionate  then  ?" 

^'  No,  I  did  not  fancy  it,  but  some  people 
have  been  talking  nonsense,  about  the  change 
wrought  by  the  world  in  young  men,.  particu«» 
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larly  young  men  in  the  army,  where  brothers 
sre  laughed  out  of  their  affection  for  their 

"  And  clid  you  believe  this.  Rose  ?'* 

^'  No :  not  a  word,  dear  Mike.  You  did  not 
tbink  I  should?' 

"I  trust  not  indeed,  dear  Rose ;  I  should  be 
a  brute  not  to  love  you  very  dearly ; — you  who 
vottld,  I  know,  make  any  sacrifice  to  ensure 
My  happiness." 

''That  I  would  Mike;  and  count  it  no  sacri- 
fice at  all/' 

"  How  are  you,  Trevor  ?  I  am  very  glad  to 
see  you,'*  said  Edred  advancing  to  shake  hands 
with  his  newly  arrived  cousin. 

''Ah,  Cottrell!  how  are  you?  But  where  is 
Mrs.  Denham  ?  I  suppose  I  should  go  to  her 
at  once.'' 

"  She  is  at  C.  now  and  will  not  return  till 
dinner  time.' 

^  Have  all  the  rest  of  our  cousins  accom- 
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panied  her,  leaving  you  and  Cottrell  to  keep 
house  ?'* 

"  Oh !  no,  here  is  another  cousin — Mr. 
Wyvill — whom  you  must  help  me  thank. 
He  gave  me  the  first  notice  of  your  being 
in  sight,''  said  Rosalind,  presenting  her  brother 
with  all  a  sister's  pride  and  affection. 

"  The  rest  of  the  family  party  are  in  the 
drawing  room,  at  least  the  greater  portion  of 
them.  Shall  I  marshal  the  way,  and  play 
master  of  the  ceremonies,"  said  Edred 
Cottrell. 

"  Yes  do.  Is  it  a  dull  family  party  ?"  asked 
young  Trevor^ 

"  It  would  be  but  for  your^  sister  and  myself  5 
we  do  all  we  can  to  enliven  it.*' 

'^  I  have  no  doubt  you  do,  and  Rose  could 
make  a  prison  cheerful :  I  never  have  the  blues 
when  she  is  present." 

"  You  would  deserve  to  be  marched  through 
Coventry  with   Falstaff 's  ragged  regiment  at 
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your  heels  if  you  did.    But  come  along^  and 
1  will  introduce  you." 

The  new  comer  was  too  handsome,  gentle- 
xoanly^  and  good  tempered,  to  be  received  uu- 
couiteously,  though  as  a  fresh  candidate  for 
the  heirship  he  might  otherwise  have  been 
frowned  on ;  whilst  Mrs,  Sewell  declared  her- 
Klf  delighted  at  his  arrival,  wondering  over 
sod  over  again  at  the  singular  cmncidence  of 
their  being  together  at  Denham. 

If  Rosalind  had  looked  proud  of  her  brother 
vlttbt  presenting  him  to  Wjvill,  she  did  not 
^^  less  so  whilst  jN^senting  him  to  Mrs. 
Oenhflffi,  whose  manner  of  receiving  him  was 
considered  unusually  gracious.  His  appearance 
^^  exceedingly  prepossessing;  and  if  he  was 
deficient,  as  some  said,  in  firmness  and  moral 
energy,  it  required  a  very  acute  observer  to 
discover  it  on  his  first  introduction ;  for  there 
^tt  no  dulness  in  his  speech,  no  languor  in  his 
"movements. 


210  "WHO   SHALL   BB   HSIR? 

Maria  Weaton  seemed  particularly  struck 
\rith  him,  (more  so  than  her  mother  desired,  he 
having  nothing  but  his  pay)  and  gave  herself  a 
great  deal  of  trouble  in  teaching  him  to  sing 
duets  with  her,  as  he  occasionally  did  with  his 
sister. 

*'  You  are  the  very  picture  of  happiness  this 
evening,  Miss  IVevor ;  absolutely  radiant  with 
delight,^'  said  Mr,  Adnam,  approaching  Rosa* 
lind  as  she  was  watching  Michael  take  his  first 
singing  lessoa  from  Maria. 

<'  I  cannot  look  more  happy  than  I  feel,'^ 
answered  Rosalind,  who  was  a  great  fiivorite  of 
that  gentleman's. 

'^Ahl  well;  I  like  affection,  and  affection 
shown  too.  They  are  polishing,  and  polishing 
away  in  the  present  day  till  there  is  no  nature 
left ;  or  people  axe  ashamed  of  showing  it.'' 

^^  Oh,  fie  I  Mr.  Adnam.  If  you  praise  me 
and  abuse  poUsh  in  the  same  bveath,  I  must 
suppose  that  you  think  me  an  uncouth  savage ; 
and  if  you  talk  of  the  wonderful  superiority  of 
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former  days,  1  mu«t  set  you  down  as  an  old 
man.  People  never  grumble  as  long  as  they 
are  young  and  can  enjoy ;  but  when  the  power 
of  enjoyn^nt  is  dulled  they  take  to  abasmg; 
the  present  which  no  longer  delights^and  praisr- 
ing  the  superiority  of  the  past  when  the  sense 
gf  pleasure  was  more  acute.  For  me*  I  intend 
to  be  young  all  my  days,  and  declare  that  the 
world  is  fairer^  wiser,  better  than  in  my  child- 
hood/' 

^  How  very  good  temp^ied  happiness  makes 
us/'  said  Mr.  iVdnam  smiling.  '*  I  was  going 
to  ask  you  to  quarrel  with  Wyvill,  for  you 
alone  can  rouse  him  from  the  indolence  that  is 
creeping  over  him.  There  has  he  been  with 
that  book  in  his  hand  for  the  last  half  hour^ 
speaking  to  no  one  ; — but  he  is  sauntering 
towards  us  now.  Tou  are  come  in  right  time, 
Wyvill ;  I  have  been  persuading  Miss  Trevor 
to  quarrel  with  you  just  to  rouse  you — ^indolent 
preature  that  yoq  are  !'' 
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'^  And  has  Miss  Trevor  consented  ?''  asked 
Rupert,  turning  an  eagle  glance  upon  her. 

^  No/'  said  Rosalind,  blushing  at  his  eager 
manner.  '^  I  will  not  quarrel  with  you  for 
three  whole  days.  It  was  so  very  kind  of  you 
to  watch  for  Michael.'' 

"  Hey  day  !  What  is  this  ?  Do  you  two 
mean  to  be  particular  friends  ?  Because  if  so 
Wyvill  will  become  as  dreamy  and  inert  as  a 
dormouse." 

'^  Oh,  no  !  not  particular  friends — that  can 
never  be ;  Mr.  Wyvill  does  not  like  a  romp, 
and  I  do  not  like  a  smile  and  tone  that  say — I 
know  my  power; — but  we  will  proclaim  a  truce 
for  three  days." 

"  No  longer  ?*^  asked  Rupert  earnestly. 

^'  That  depends,^  replied  Rosalind  looking 
down. 

'^  How  smart  you  are  with  that  rose  in  your 
button  hole ;  I  have  not  seen  you  so  dandified 
since  your  arrival/'  remarked  Mr.  Adnam 
before  Rupert  could  answer. 
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Rosalind  nibed  her  eyes.  There  was  the 
rose  which  she  had  bestowed  in  the  morning. 

'^  Wyyill  playing  the  pnppy  with  bouquets^ 
sod  what  not  !'^  exclaimed  Edred^  joining  the 
group.  <<  Ton  will  be  sporting  Javoris  and 
moustache  niext.  Take  my  advice^  and  let 
them  alone;  Miss  High  worth  admires  your 
dignified  bearing  and  republican  manner^  so 
give  up  all  idea  of  enacting  the  courtier." 

*^  Miss  Highworth  does  me  much  honor/' 
said  Rupert  with  one  of  those  smiles  against 
which  Rosalind  had  just  protested  ;  but  whether 
the  smile  was  inteilded  for  the  kdy  or  Cottrell 
she  could  not  determine. 

^  Is  that  all  you  say  to  a  lady's  approba- 
tion?" exclaimed  Mr.  Adnam.  ^^  Go  and  make 
We  to  her,  man/'  he  added^  glancing  at  Miss 
Highworth,  who  was  talking  with  Miss  Bailey. 
'^  She  has  forty  thousand  pounds  at  her  own 
disposal ;  and  really  is  not  ill  looking.  There 
go  now— go.** 

^  It  is  too  much  trouble ;   and  I  am  so  very 
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happy  where  I  am/'  replied  Rupert^  taking  a 
seat  by  Rosalind* 

<^  You  will  think  it  too  much  trouble  to  eat 
soon,  I  do  believe/'  observed  Mr.  Adnam 
pettishly.  ^'  You  used  to  be  a  fine,  active 
youth/* 

^  Ay,  in  days  gone  by ;  but  I  am  growing 
old  now." 

^  Just  four  and  twenty !  Quite  a  grey  beard 
certainly!  Do  read  him  a  homily  against 
indolence.  Miss  Trevor.'' 

^^You  forget  our  truce,  Mr.  Adnam;  and 
would  never  again  say  a  word  of  his  indolence 
had  you  seen  how  he  galloped  across  the  park 
this  morning,  leaping  all  impediments,  to  tell 
me  that  Michael  was  in  sight," 

^^  Is  this  true  ?"  asked  Mr.  Adnam  in  sur- 
prisef  whilst  Edred  Cottrell  looked  his  amaze- 
ment. 

^^  The  Cid  and  I  were  in  a  frisky  mood,  so 
indulged  ourselves  in  a  gallop,"  replied  Rupert 
colouring  slightly. 
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^'I  wish  you  were  oftener  in  a  frisky 
mood.'^ 

^Mis.  Denham  will  not  echo  that  wish 
having  been  the  sufferer  from  my  fiiskiness^ 
when,  taking  a  leap  without  having  previously 
acquamted  myself  with  the  focofe,  I  plumped 
tbiough  a  glass  frame  into  a  flower  pit,  un"* 
happily  crushing  some  favorite  plants  in  my 
descent" 

'^  And  receiving  some  cuts  in  the  adventure ; 
I  think  you  had  the  worst  of  the  accident^^ 
lemarked  Mrs.  Denham. 

'^Capital!  oh,  that  I  had  been  Ihei^e  to 
aee  P'  cried  Edred^  laughing  at  the  bare  idea, 
*'  The  dignified— the  republican  Rupert  Wyvill, 
8S  Mias  Highworth  calls  you^  taking  a  fancy 
kap  into  a  flower  firame  !  What  could  induce 
you  to  perform  such  a  feat  ?" 

"  1  was  not  aware  of  the  risk,  and  acted  in 
%norance;   or  from  a  sudden  burst  of  spirits  I 
topposc.** 
*^  From  a  feeling  of  kindness  rather/'  obser- 
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ved  Mrs.  Sewell,  who  always  told  what  good 
she  knew  of  every  body.  ^'  He  was  chasing  a 
little  bird  belonging  to  Miss  Eastlake^  who  was 
crying  bitterly  for  the  loss." 

^'  I  never  heard  this  before/'  observed  Mrs. 
Denham. 

<'  Was  Miss  Eastlake  pretty  ?'  asked  Edred 
wickedly. 

**  Very  pretty,'*  replied  Mrs.  Sewell  simply. 
Edred  laughed.    "  Was  she  very  grateful  ?" 
"  Yes^  very  grateful.     I  heard  her  speaking 
of  it  only  two  months  since ;   and  she  always 
calls  him  her  dear  Mr.  Wy  vill.*' 

ct  Wyvill  is  a  lucky  fellow ;  but  you  should 
not  tell  tales — see  how  he  is  blushing/'  obser- 
ved Edred  mischievously. 

*^  Not  blushing  at  the  simple  words  of  a  girl 
of  nine  I  conclude;  if  so,  he  must  be  most 
exceedingly  given  to  blushing^'' 

'^  Is  Miss  Eastlake  only  nine  ?  How  un- 
fortunate !  I  had  set  my  heart  on  a  love  tale, 
ending  with  a  wedding.** 
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'^  Tou  made  no  such  excuse  a1  the  time/' 
remarked  Mrs*  Denham. 

^  Fearful  of  being  scolded  for  her  careless- 
ness in  losing  the  bird^  she  requested  me  not  to 
tell ;  and  you  can  all  bear  witness  that  I  kept 
her  secret/' 

"  Did  you  catch  the  bird  at  last  ?*'  questi- 
oned Rosalind  with  considerable  interest. 

*'  Yes,  after  some  little  trouble." 

^^  After  some  great  trouble  you  should  say. 
Besides  tumbling  into  the  flower  frame,  you 
had  to  climb  two  trees^  and  wade  through  a 
itream,"  said  Mrs.  Sewell. 

^'  What  a  kind^  good  natured  *soul  you  must 
be/'  observed  Mrs.  Bailey. 

E^dred  and  others  laughed  at  the  oddity  of 
the  remark ;  and  even  Rupert  himself  could  not 
forbear  a  smile. 

*^  You  are  quite  a  Quixote,  Wyvill,  succour- 
ing distressed  damsels.  A  perfect  hero !  But 
hush !  Maria  and  Trevor  are  going  to  sing/' 

VOL.   1.  L 
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said  Edred  CottreU  thus  stoppins  ^^^  c^m^er- 
satioD. 

'^  Put  on  your  bonnet^  Roaaliodj  I  VSk  gping 
to  drive  you  over  to  C.  You  loet  a  9ig)lil  of 
itB  wonders  for  my  sake  I  hear,  sa  I  amt  bound 
to  make  amends/^  said  Michael  to  his  sistei^  qb 
the  fo^wiug  monuug,  immediately  after  break* 
fast* 

"  Thank  yon^  deur  Michael;  but  I  sb^tt  be 
equally:  bappy  with  you,  here ;  and  I.  kBOw  you 
dietest  countpy  towns/' 

'^  Put  on  your  boonet  at  once^.  and  n^^vusx 
dispute  my  will/'  replied  her  brotherj  trying  to 
l(H)k  the  clespot. 

<'  Ah,  me !    There  it  b  !— 

"  If  A  brother  you  have  he's  the  plague  of  your  life, 
And  will  make  you  hia  slaTe  quite  as  much  ai  a  wife/* 

sa^ig  tl]^  laughiQg,  Rosalind,  a^  she  left  the 
rcK>D|  to  eqi^p  herself. 

^'  Now)i  Rofse,  I  will  tell  you  why  t  insisted 
on  taking  you  to  C.  this,  morning/^  obsflrved 


wtfd  §HAt.L  Kft  tfBm^  219 

het  hmfbet,  aar  lfi«jr  drovie'  along;     <*  I  am 
going  to  buy  yatt  tf  ntm  got^'u,^ 

'^  Buy  me  a  iitf#  gowii^  Mike  f  thank  you 
for  Ihe  kmd  ifH^ntbn^  bat  I'  really  do  not  ^ant 
one;  aod  hitvhig  Irotxg&lf  me  a  brooch^  and  a 
chain,  you  cannot  feel  yourself  caHed  on  to 
mdce  me  anothcnr  prrescM.'^ 

^You  kmrw  nothing' aboat  it,  Rosa;  you  do 
Msf  »  new  dtiesM,  or  rather  new  dressen.  I 
overtieard  the  Baileytr,  Mrsr.  Weston,  and  some 
other Isdy  eritidsingyour  gown  lasst night,  and 
saying  that  you  were  a  bad  dresser/' 

"  How  rude  of  them,  Mtchad  ^  now  I  think 
I  dress  very  well/*' 

'^They  did'  nt>t  mean  thst  yoM  dressed  in 
had  taste,  but  so  plainly;  They'  said  you  had 
not  a  handsome  gown  belonging"  to  yt)u.'^ 

**Not  an    expensive    oner  certaainly.      Omr 
income  is  tbo  smaff  t6  admit  of  my  spendkg^ 
much  money  in  finery,  even  if  H  desired  if| 
which  I  do  not." 
L    3 
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^'  Never  mind  the  income^  I  will  give  yoa 
the  handsomest  dress  to  be  found  in  C.'' 

'^  You  shall  do  no  such  thing/' 

'^  Yes  I  wiU  ;  I  have  no  idea  of  Mrs. 
Weston's  sneering  at  your  plain  muslin  firock^ 
as  she  called  it.'' 

*^  What  harm  will  their  sneering  at  my  plain 
muslin  frock  do  me  ?  It  is  very  rude  in  you 
not  to  think  me  beautiful  in  any  dress/'  said 
Rosalind,  hoping  to  turn  him  firom  his  purpose. 

'^  So  I  do,  Rosa ;  you  are  the  prettiest  girl 
I  know." 

'^  Oh  yes  !  Maria  Weston  is  quite  a  firight 
to  me/'  observed  Rosalind  archly. 

^'  I  do  not  say  that,  Rosa ;  but  you  are  so 
different  that  a  man  may  admire  both." 

*'  And  love  both  ?  and  many  both  ?" — she 
added  still  more  archly.  '^  In  good  truth, 
brother,  I  do  not  think  your  morals  improved 
by  your  sojourn  with  the  gallant  230th.'* 

'^  Leave  my  morals  to  take  care  of  themiielvesj 
Rosalind." 
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'^  Leave  my  dress  to  do  the  like.^ 

^  No,  you  must  have  the  new  gown ;  you 
dress  too  plainly  as  the  Baileys  say.  Besides^ 
I  wish  you  to  look  particularly  well  when  we 
dme  at  the  Pearsons^  for  Ridgeway^  will  be 
there,*' 

^  What  then  ?  Am  I  to  lose  my  heart  to 
this  said  Mr.  Ridgeway  ?'' 

"  Captain  Ridgeway  if  you  please,  Rosalind. 
He  is  one  of  ours;  and  I  want  him  to  see  you 
look  your  best." 

^*  So  I  am  to  be  trotted  out  for  his  inspec- 
tion—paraded for  hk  pleasure.  I  have  no  inten- 
6on  of  enlistuig  k>  yours  (I  believe  that  is  the 
proper  phrase)  and  wiU  have  no  dress.  Now 
don*t  be  vexed,  dear  Michael ;  muslin  will  do 
▼ery  well  for  me.  Tou  have  little  besides  your 
pay  and  much  to  buy  with  that  little.  Tou 
ihall  not  run  in  debt  to  trick  me  out  in 
fioery." 

^Ohl  for  the  matter  of  debts,  in  for  a 
penny,  in  for  a  pound.'' 
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'^  What  do  you  meaoi  Midmel  ?  Surely  yoa 
have  not  run  in  debt*  after  all  my  fiither^s 
cwtions  aod — ?''  ahe  pftused^  not  liking  to  add 
-^{orm^  payment 

'*  I  oy^e  for  my  hst  suit  of  regimentab/^  he 
replied  with  assumed  indifference* 

^  Oh !  if  only  that^  it  does  not  signify/' 

'^  Signify ! — to  be  sure  not ;  you  must  have 
the  gowPi  or  I  shall  feel  hurt.^ 

Rosalind  pleaded  and  argued  but  itvould 
not  do.  Leaving  her  at  the  inn  on  the  plea  of 
business  with  the  saddler,  he  purdiaied  the 
dress,  a  very  elegant  figured  white  satin,  and 
brought  it  back  in  triumph.  Since  the  oiis- 
cbief  WAS  done,  Rosalind,  rather  than  vex  him 
received  his  present  with  thanks. 

'f  Remember  we  must  be  back  by  half  past 
five  to  give  us  time  to  dress  for  dinner/'  said 
Rosalind,  as  they  were  sauntering  about  the 
town. 

''  Oh  1  the  old  lady  can  wait  a  little,  or  sit 
down  without  us." 
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"^Neilher  ^'A plM^e her;  she  thinks  agr^t 
deal  of  punctttrist^^  atid  as  70a  were  not  ready 
6r  bftiMust  mas  1Mxttii!rg,  you  Bhotdd  ndajce  a 
p<^  Of  being  ttieAy  fbr  iSamer/* 

^  I  flUptKise  1  tthist,  t>r  the  &t  >P7ill  be  in  the 
fir^  alid  MitlhiHr.^tt  Mr  I  be^me  pOBgessor  bf 
Denham.  Bjf  tbe  way^  how  stalndd  your 
dwnee  )    Ai^  tbe  i>dds  in  y ocdr  favor  ?* 

^^  I  ion  ^Mri;  of  lihe  quefltioft  ;--bo  all  ftel^  and 
teide  thtir  good-nature.^ 

«  Why  so?" 

^  F^ two  veasMs^  I  am  too  independent  to 

seek  her  iavor^  and  offended  her  on  my  ilVftt 
Mritd:" 

^  Tb^  I  thtXL  try  my  t^hance^  sihce  it  trill 
Ml  ibterftre  with  you ;  and  play  up  to  the  6ld 
hkdy,  who  is  not  so  old  after  all  being  Ultle 
ttoit  than  sixty ;  and  so  strong  tmd  he&lthy 
that  she  may  live  to  a  hundred.  She  does  hot 
tutu  a  Yery  loveable  sort  of  a  person-*-too  told 
tad  formd  for  thau    If  t  should  coaX  her  to 
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make  me  her  heir  you  should  be  handsomely 
provided  for — depend  upon  thaf 

'^  I  will  thank  you  at  once  for  the  intention^ 
Mike,  lest  you  should  never  have  the  opportu- 
nity of  fulfilling  it ;  and  need  not  add  that  I 
will  do  all  I  may  to  promote  your  wishes/* 

^'  Who  is  her  favorite  at  present  ?* 

*^  Edred  Cottrell  I  should  say :  most  people 
like  their  contrast  in  temper,  though  not  in 
tastes ;  but  she  shows  no  decided  preference 
for  any  one." 

^'  I  must  endeavour  to  inspire  her  with  one 
for  me." 

These  last  words  were  not  merely  jest,  for 
all  that  evening,  and  for  several  succeeding 
days  did  Michael  Trevor  play  the  pretty  and 
polite  to  his  hostess,  not  exactly  complimenting 
her,  but  praising  what  she  praised,  and  blaming 
what  she  blamed. 

Mrs.  Denham  listened  to,  and  answered  his  re- 
marics  with  her  usual  cold  politeness,  but  never 
sought  his  society ;  nay,  occasionally,  Rosalind 
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fancied^  seemed  a  little  weary  of  his  conversa* 
tioo;  which  even  in  his  fond  sister's  judgment 
was  not  remarkably  intellectual.    He  was  not 

« 

*  goose;  but  he  had  no  talent,  and  was  no 
reader;  and  had  not  Rosalind  been  bUnded  by 
a&ction  she  must  have  seen  that  a  handsome 
person,  gentlemanly  manners^  and  much  good 
humour  were  his  greatest  attractions.  She 
was  devoted  to  him — she  doubted  not  his  re- 
gard for  her,  and  on  this  point  she  was  not  de- 
ceived: he  loved  his  sister  better  than  beloved 
U17  body  but  himself.  There  was  no  glaring 
Klfishness  in  his  conduct ; — ^he  would  not  have 
deroiired  a  tureen  of  turtle  or  a  dish  of  frogs 
without  offering  some  to  his  nqigbbours^  but 
he  was  incapable  of  making  a.  great  sacrifice  for 
thegoodof  others  ^— he  was  generous,  but  not 
>etf  denying— a  good-natured  indulgence  to 
l^imself  and  all  his  friends  was  his  principal 
characteristic. 
Succeeding  days  passed  away  as  those  which 


i 
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had  preceeded  them ;    and  the    joung  people 
walked^  talked^  rode,  and  sang  together. 

Rosalind  was  engaged  in  taking  a  likeness  of 
Maria,  and  Michael  and  Edred  if  possible 
attended  the  morning  sitting,  criticising  the 
work  as  it  progressed,  or  laughing  with  the 
artist  and  her  subject.  Rupert  would  often  join 
the  party ;  but  when  he  did  so  said  little,  indeed 
Edred  talked  so  much  that  he  rarely  allowed 
him  the  opportunity.  Terry  Weston  might  be 
seen  there  occasionally,  arranging  his  stock 
and  curls  before  the  large  mirror,  or  peering 
through  his  glass  at  the  miniature,  and  more 
than  hinting  a  very  striking  resemblance  be* 
tween  himself  and  his  very  lovely  sister. 
Richard  and  the  Misses  Bailey  rarely  made 
their  appearance  in  the  studio,  as  they  called 

it  in  derision,  preferring  other  localities  for 
their  follies  imd  flirtations. 
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CHAPTER  Vm. 


"The  day  irfUr  to-tnorrow  will  bfe  Marians 
Inrth-day.  Could  not  we  give  hel-  a  gonrt  of  fJSte 
^or  a  serenade — Cft  something  ?  She  wonid  be 
so  delighted/^  said  Michael  to  his  sister  ^ariy 
one  morning. 

•'Do  y6tt  intend  to  do  every  thing  that 
trotdd  delight  Maria  ?''  asked  Rosalind  archly. 

"No— not  exactly  all^  Miss  Ros6^  sO  yotl 
need  not  look  so  impertinent ;  but  I  think  her 
^  exceedfflgly  b^ntHul  ^I.'^ 

''  And  very  sensible^  aikd  eonrefMble  V^  agflk 
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questioned  Rosalind^  anxiety  mingling  with 
her  archness^  for  she  had  no  wish  that  her 
cousin  should  be  converted  into  her  sister. 

'^  Quite  sensible  enough;  and  I  do  not  like 
talking  women/' 

''  Nothing  personal  I  hope,  Mike/  said  his 
sister  with  a  smile. 

''  Not  even  the  hint  of  a  faidt  in  you,  Rosalind; 
if  that  is  what  you  intend.  Tou  are  most  de- 
lightful as  a  sister." 

^^  Which  means  that  you  do  not  think  I 
should  prove  as  delightful  for  a  wife." 

"  Yes,  quite  as  delightful  to  such  a  person 
as  Edred  Cottrell,  who  has  wits  as  quick  as 
your  own ;  but  I  suspect  you  would  bold  the 
rule  over  a  husband  like  myself;  and  I  do 
not  fancy  a  female's  ruling  a  husband,  though 
she  has  well  ruled  a  state  ere  now,  and  will  I 
doubt  not  again." 

'^  Nor  I  either ;  I  would  rather  be  ruled  than 
rule ;  through  affection  I  admit,  for  I  fear  I 
should  rebel  against  harsh|  open  tyranny.    No, 
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^  I  if  I  ever  marry  it  shall  be  one  whom  I  can 

'^^crencc  as  well  as  love." 
**  Take  care^  Rose ;  girls  who'  profess  to  be 

^7  particular  as  to  worth  and  talent  generally 

^ed  fpok  or  knaves^  which  is  a  fate  I  do  not 

^^  for  my  sbter,  who  is  a  noble^  high- 
minded,  fascinating  creatiure ;  a  little  too  high 
spirited  perhaps^  but  tamed  by  a  look  or  word 
rf  affection.  There  now,  that  is  a  very  pretty 
apeech  for  a  brother,  and  deserves  a  kiss." 

*'A  dozen  I  should  think,''  said  Rosalind 
laughing,  *'  fraternal  flattery  being  so  rare." 

"Now  for  this  serenade,  or  whatever  it  is 
toW 

**  Ah,  Mike  !  I  hope  that  eulogium  was  not 
intended  as  a  bribe,''  said  Rosalind  with  a 
playful  shake  of  the  head.  ''  But  I  will  not 
search  too  deeply  into  this  matter : — 

'  Where  ignorance  is  bliss  ^is  lolly  to  be  wise.' 

How  can  we  give  a  ffete  being  only  visitors  ? 
^  1k)w  would  Mrs,  Denham  like  being  dis- 
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turbed  by  a  serenade^  to  say  nothing  of  ber 
dislike  to  having  the  doors  and  windows  open 
after  nine  o^clock?  We  must  have  matins 
instead  of  vespers,  and  not  too  early  either,  or 
the  sluggish  lie-a-beds  will  vote  ns  bores. 
Let  our  joyous  strain  greet  her  on  her  first 
waking/' 

*^  Ah,  yes!  that  will  be  better.  What  shall 
we  sing?'* 

'^  You  must  compose  something  original  of 


course/' 


'^  Now,  Rosalind^  you  know  I  am  no  ballad 
monger ;  and  never  made  four  linea  of  poetry 
in  my  life/* 

^  But  inspired  by  such  beauty  ;** — said  his 
sister  a  little  mischievously. 

'^  Even  her  beauty  will  never  transform  mt 
into  a  poet/*  replied  Michael  looking  blank. 

"  And  yet  you  would  play  the  minstrel/* 

*^  Could  not  you  write  a  song,  Rosah'nd  ?'* 
I  write  a  song!-^ 


t€ 
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"  I  bftd  rather  be  a  kitten,  and  crjr  mew  1 — 
Hum  one  of  these  same  metre-ballad-moogen. 


•I 


''  Then  we  most  swear  in  Cottrell  as  one  of 
our  privy  council ;  nothing  can  be  done  with- 
out him,  I  know  you  think.  What  will  young 
Lennard  say  to  this?''  observed  her  brother, 
tiying  to  look  as  arch  and  mischievous  as  she 
had  looked  before;  but  not  succeeding  weU, 
his  features  having  little  of  that  mobility  of 
expression  whidi  was  one  of  her  greatest 
cbarms. 

'*  Mr.  Lennard  may  say  what  he  pleases — I 
care  not/'  replied  Rosalind  coldly. 

^  But  Edred  does  not  sing;  and  three  votcea 
would  aound  better  in  a  chorus,"  observed 
Michael  thoughtfully. 

^  No ;  he  has  no  voice — ^more  is  the  pity  f — 
but  he  can  beat  the  drum,  or  the  tambourine, 
or  some  such  thing." 

*^  The  dram,  or  the  tambourine,  Rosalind  I — 
I  am  not  going  to  have  the  thing  turned  into  a 
borleaque*    Mrs.  Denhcmi'a  birthdqr  ia  in  the 
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winter,  or  we  might  make  her  the  subject  of 
our  minstrelsy/' 

^*  Tou  might  if  you  would ;  but  I  should  not 
join  your  band.'' 

"Why  not^  Rose?  Don't  you  think  she 
would  be  pleased." 

"  Most  probably;  and  thence  my  reason  for 
declining.  She  suspected  me  of  legacy  hunting 
before  I  had  been  an  hour  beneath  her  toof — 
she  shall  learn  to  know  me  better." 

''  Psha !  Rosalind^  that  is  one  of  your  ro- 
mantic^ '  high  flown  notions.  I  wondered  why 
you  were  so  barely  polite,  never  seeking  to 
please  her  as  you  do  most  other  elderly  ladies, 
indeed  never  voluntarily  addressing  her.'^' 

*^  Tou  know  the  reason  now  then.*' 

**  I  know,  but  I  do  not  approve.  Would  you 
have  me  pursue  the  same  course  ?" 

"  She  has  shown  no  suspicion  of  you,  and 
nothing  would  give  me  greater  pleasure  than  to 
see  you  her  favorite." 

*'  I  believe  you,  my  high-minded. 
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tister ;  and  that  without  any  idea  of  ahaiing  in 
my  good  fortune.  If  you  had  to  name  her 
heir  you  would  name  any  one  but  yourself* 
Akil  I  am  more  selfish*— know  more  of  the 
yalue  of  money^  and  hope  to  grow  in  her  esteem, 
flattering  myself  that  I  have  won  some  favor  in 
her  eyes  already.  But  the  song — who  is  to 
write  it?  and  where  are  we  to  find  another 
ringer?" 

''Will  you  allow  me  to  join  your  band?" 
■rid  Wyyill  advancing  from  a  distant  window, 
where  he  had  been  sitting  so  quiet  and  silent 
that  both  brother  and  sister  had  forgotten  his 
presence. 

''Can  you  sing?'  asked  Rosalind  in  sur- 
prise. 

"  Tou  never  give  me  credit  for  doing  any 
thing,  Miss  Trevor,^  replied  Rupert  evidently 
piqued. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon/'  said  Rosalind  colour- 
ing.   <^  Remember  I  never  heard  you  sing." 

^  Remember  you  never  asked  me,  and  my 
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late  flloess  has  left  me  little  iDcliaatkift  t<ft  eac* 
ertioa ;  but^  ^uie  de  mieux,  pefkaps  my  v<iice 
may  assist  you/' 

'^  Oh^  thank  yon !  vre  w91  not  be  criticid. 
This  is  Yery  good-nattired/' observed  Midiad^ 
never  considering  that  his  aoceptanoe  of  the 
offer  was  not  conveyed  in  flattering  terms. 

"  Perhaps  yon  will  write  the  song  too^"  siiid 
Rosalind  a  little  mischievously. 

<^  FauU  de  mieuxy  I  will  attempt  it.^ 

**  Will  you  indeed  ?  Well  you  ai!e  ft  tMpiltkl 
fellow!  A  frioid  in  need  is  a  friend  indeMl !  I 
never  dreamt  of  your  beiftg  a  poet^*did  you 
Rosalind  ?'' 

'"  Pull  mairf  a  firmer  it  bora  to  blush  tmse«ti. 
And  waste  its  sweetness  on  the  desert  air." 

answtf ed  his  sister  gaily,  or  as  her  ntw  ally 
considered,  mockingly. 

''  Poet  is  too  high  sounding  a  name ;  I  mi^ 
string  some  lines  together  with  Miss  Trevor's 
assistance,  which  may  serve  your  par{M)se  ^^ 
that  is  all  to  which  I  pretend.'' 
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'^  I  can  give  you  little  assistancej  being  too 
neriy  to  be  poetkaL'' 

'^TheD  you  thiak  to  be  poetical  you  mufit  be 
mdaacholy.'' 

^'  Peihaps  not  exactly  mekuicholy;  but 
thottgbtfiil — ^lofty — dreamy: — I  do  not  know 
liov  to  explain  it  preciflely/' 

^^  Never  mind  telling  Wy  vill  what  yom  think 
of  him  now,  but  aet  about  the  words  and  the 
toae^^  inteiposed  Michael  impatiently. 

"  Pray  do  not  atop  Miss  Trevor'a  descrip* 
tm ;  I  should  like  to  know  what  she  thinks  of 


me.*' 


^Tou  are  a  bold  person^'  said  Rosalind 
bliuhing,  yet  smiling  too.  '^  There  are  few 
whom  I  should  venture  to  ask  for  my  character 
mavoceJ* 

^  Tou  mean  to  intimate  that  I  should  hear 
nothing  pleasing.'' 

^  It  is  a  breach  of  privilege  to  ask  a  woman 
for  her  meaning — she  means  anything — or  no- 
tUng^juat  as  she  chooses.    Only  this  I  say. 


A 
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you  shall  not .  be  my  interpreter  when  I  talk 
with  the  Chickasaws^  ^since  you  do  not  confine 
yoursetf  to  explaining  what  is  said,  but  guess 
at  what  is  not  said.  I  was  describing  a  poet 
in  a  woman^s  indescribable  sort  of  a  way^  and 
you  take  the  description  to  yourself;  I  thought 
you  only  proposed    writing  verses  favU  de 

"  Exactly  so ; — my — '  eyes  are  not  in  a  fine 
frenzy  rolling/ — If  you  desire  sublime  poetry 
you  had  better  employ  Cottirell.'^ 

**  Ob,  no  I  that  would  never  do :  he  is  cle- 
ver, but  not  sentimental  enough/' 

''  Do  you  think  me  sentimental  ?'' 

*'  Oh,  no  !'* 

'^  And  yet  your  words  conveyed  this  idea.'' 

"  Then  it  was  a  very  original  idea ;  and  ori- 
ginal ideas  are  so  scarce  in  these  degenerate 
days  that  I  deserve  a  bay  wreath  at  the  least/' 

<'  It  is  impossible  to  comprehend  you.  Miss 
Trevor.'* 

<'  Do  not  waste  time  in  attempting  it,  Mr. 
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WjviH;  I  cannot  comprehend  myself^  so  insist 
on  jour  thinking  me  sublime^  being  incompre* 
knfiible/^ 

^  You  sublime^  Rosalind^  with  those  merry, 
laughing  eyes  dancing  in  lights  and  glistening 
like  diamonds ;  and  that  mischievous  smile ! 
Wjrifl  has  much  more  of  the  sublime  about 
Km--he  is  stately  and  picturesque/' 

**  Stately  and  pictmresque  ! — what  an  admi* 
nble  description  !"  exclaimed  Rosalind,  shak- 
ing back  her  long  glossy  curls  and  looking  up 
at  Rupert  with  eyes  that  as  her  brother  said 
gliafened  like  dilunonds. 

Her  attitude  was  strikingly  graceful;  the 
Wl  thrown  a  little  back  showed  to  greater 
'^▼antage  her  swan-like  throat,  whose  snowy 
^Uteness  was  strongly  contrasted  by  the  raven 
wis  that  clustered  round,  whilst  the  merry 
>&iacbief  lurking  in  her  large  dark  eyes  gave  a 
"Pcll-Iike  power  to  her  beauty.  There  was  no 
■^le  of  conscious  power  on  Rupert  Wy vill*s 
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lip ; — bis  cheek  was  flitdiedy  and  kis  admiring 
gaee  fixed  on  the  beaiitSJ  being^  before  him. 

''  Thank  goodness  I  am  your  brother^  Bbsa !' 
I  would  not  undertake  an  encounter  of  urits 
with  you  to  obtain  my  captaincy.'' 

*'  Then  you  admit  that  my  wit,  aa  you  tenn 
it^  is  never  pointed  at  you,  dear  Michael.^ 

''  Readily ;  and  I  suspect  Wy  vill  is  wishing* 
that  you  were  his  sister  to  secure  the  same  ex- 
emption/' 

^  Is  he?"  ashed  Rosalind  looking  down  with 
a  deepening  blush, 

'^  To  be  sure  he  is  ;  but  I  thought  you'  had 
promised  to  be  friends  for  the  futuici." 

'' Our  truce  was  only  for  thvee  days:  and  as^ 
he  never  sought  its  extension^  we  are  at  war 
again." 

«  Then  I  pity  him.'* 

^  Keep  your  pity  for  those  who  need  and* 
deserve  it,  Michael.  Methinks  you  might  say* 
prettier  things  of  your  only  sister ;— but  whev 
was  woman's  affection    ever   returned    as    it 
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madted?  It  is  getting  on^  and  none  of  our 
db-i6<*QaaiTafig^'' 

^  But  heDC  comes  Cottrell^  so  we  will  set  to 
work  diitctLy^fin!  there  is  no  time  to  lose,'' 
mmmi  her  bmther. 

^' Since  Edccsd.  cannot  sipiall  in  unison  with 
us,  he  shall  bear  a  goi^ous  nosegay  on  a  long 
pole,  to  present  ix>  Mari%  as  our  arms  could  not 
Kach  her  casement^  and  to  let  down  a  string) 
or  pull  it  up  with  the  tongs,  widuld  be  rather 
nonsentimental,''  added  his  sister. 

^^  Now  mind,  Rosa,  I  am  not  going  to  have 
it  made  ridiculous/'  observed  Michael  a  little 
umootlf. 

'^Blcsi^tfaf;  maa !  he  i&  afraid  of  being  lau^ied 
^  ISie  25(Mli  axe  never  laughed  at — it  would 
not  do  for  one  of  ours/' — said  Rosalind,  trying 
to  look  and  speak  like  her  brother. 

^  Rose,  Roae^  I.  am  half  afraid  of  you." 

'*  Afraid !— ^1  thought  the  230th  were  never 


:A9f 

I* 


This  is/tOD  bad,"  said  her  brother  colourings 
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'^DonH  be  vexed^  dear  Mike/*  said  his 
sister^  laying  her  hand  on  his  shoulder  and 
looking  coaxingly  into  his  face.  *^  Not  here — no 
one  shall  laugh  at  you  here  through  my  folly  ; 
and  no  one  shall  laugh  at  you  any  where  else, 
but  me ; — and  you  don't  mind  my  laughing  at 
you— do  you  V^ 

The  silver  tones  so  soft,  so  rich—  the  affec* 
tionate  look  were  irresistible, 

''  Tou  are  a  tormenting,  bewitching  gipsy^ 
there  is  no  withstanding  you,"  cried  her 
brother,  catching  her  in  his  arms,  and  giving 
her  a  hearty  kiss. 

'^  Fie  !  fie  I  Mike  and  before  company !  I  am 
quite  ashamed,''  said  Rosalind  releasing  her- 
self with  a  crimson  cheek,  half  laughing  and 
half  frowning. 

''Are  we  to  play  follow  the  leader?**  asked 
Edred  springing  in  at  the  window.  ''  I  am  a 
relative  too." 

Rosalind  stepped  back  with  a  mien  so  proud 
and  commanding  that  it  was  difficult  to  re* 
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cognise    the    playful    girl     of    the    moment 
before. 

''  I  beg  your  pardon/'  said  Edred>  involun- 
tarily awed  by  her  sudden  dignity. 

Her  answering  bow  was  the  bow  of  an 
empress;  and  it  was  some  moments  ere  the 
crimson  spot  of  resentment  passed  from  her 
cheek. 

At  first  Edred  entered  with  spirit  into  the 
project,  but  when  its  details  came  to  be  more 
fiilly  discussed  he  seemed  more  inclined  to 
oppose  all  that  Wy  vill  suggested,  than  to  pro 
pose  or  carry  anything  into  effect  himself; 
and  so  apparent  did  this  at  last  become,  though 
his  perverseness  was  clothed  in  a  merry  guise, 
that  even  Michael  perceived  it,  setting  it  down 
to  jealously  of  Rupert's  singing,  and  Rosalind 
was  obliged  to  use  a  decided  tone  to  keep  him 
from  utterly  spoiling  the  scheme  by  his  folly 
and  obstinacy. 

He  did  not  like  this  tune  and  he  did  not  like 

VOL.  I.  M 
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that^  though  as  he  could  not  abig  it  was  a 
subject  on  which  he  should  not  haveinterfiered. 
One  tune  was  too  tnerrf — another  too  senti- 
mental— a  third  like  the  dead  march  in  SauL 
Then  he  was  sure  he  should  not  like  Wyvill's 
words— they  would  be  too  solemn  for  the 
occasion; — they  had  better  sing — '*  Wake 
Maid  of  Lorn  V^  or  something  else  that  they 
knew.  Rupert  said  little ;  but  Michael  began 
to  grow  hot  and  impatient^  yet  even  this  had 
no  effect,  till  Rosalind,  openly  expressing  her 
displeasure,  threatened  to  have  nothing  to  do 
with  him,  when  he  suddenly  grew  more  docile^ 
promising  to  perform  whatever  part  should  be 
assigned  him  to  the  best  of  his  abiUties,  pro- 
posing as  Rosalind  would  not  believe  that  he 
knew  D  from  E— to  ride  over  to  C.  to  procure 
blue  ribbons  for  the  guitar  and  nosegay,  a 
proposition  readily  agreed  to. 

On  further  consiUtation  Wyvill  showed  such 
a  complete  knowledge  of  music,  with  such  a 
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cmrsect  taite  and  poetical  imagmation  that 
Bosainid  waa  led  to  repeat  her  wonder  at 
finding  talents  which  she  had  not  saspected. 

^  Aa  I  aaid  beibre,  Miaa  Trevor^  you  never 
think  I  can  do  «ny  thing/' 

**  FnHn  thb  moment)  I  will  think  you  can 
do  e^^ery  Aing,"  said  Rosalind  in  a  tone  that 
bttiished  aU  feeling  of  ptque^  and  amply  repaid 
him  fer  any  former  vexation* 

Edred  returned  in  a  more  amiable  temper; 
and  the  secret  preparations  for  the  good-natured 
plot  went  merrily  on. 

The  morning  dawned  as  a  birth-day  morning 
should  dawn,  clear,  bright,  and  refreshing. 
The  dew  was  still  hauging  like  diamond  drops 
on  the  shrubs  and  flowers  when  Rosalind  pro- 
ceeded towards  the  garden,  accompanied  by 
her  three  coadjutors,  to  make  up  the  nos^ay. 
All  were  in  spirits ;  Edred  more  gay  than  any, 
and  a  splendid  bouquet  was  soon  collected,  and 
gracefully  arranged.  Michael  looked  a  little 
anxiously  at  Edred,  fearing  a  return  of  his 
M  3 


244  WHO    SHALL.  BB   HBIR  ? 

fonuer  bantering,  and  non-complying  mood^  or 
at  least  an  endeavour  to  throw  ridicule  on  the 
scheme  and  its  promoters,  from  the  love  of 
mischief^  if  not  of  contradiction;  but  as  his 
only  pranks  were  attempts  to  insinuate  a  piece 
of  i-ue  and  a  nettle  into  the  nosegay,  which  were 
immediately  detected  and  expelled  he  became 
gradually  reassured;  and  pleased  himself  by 
anticipating  triumphant  success.  The  first  part 
of  their  task  was  completed  ;  and  the  singers, 
preceded  by  Edred  bearing  the  nosegay,  took 
their  station  beneath  the  window  of  her  whom 
they  had  assembled  to  honor  just  as  the  clock 
told  eight. 

As  RosaUnd  struck  a  few  chords  on  the 
guitar,  more  than  one  night-cap  appeared  at 
the  row  of  casements  above  to  the  great  amuse- 
ment of  the  young  men  below,  and  the  con-> 
fusion  of  the  wearers,  who  had  no  suspicion  of 
who  the  minstrels  were;  but  when  Maria, 
having  arranged  her  hair  and  dresdng  gown 
becomingly,  a  second  time  appeared  at  her 
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window,  the  soug  was  commenced  by  Rosalind, 
then  taken  up  by  Rupert  and  Michael,  each 
singing  in  turn,  and  all  joining  in  the  chorus 
save  Edred : — 


The  joyous  morn  is  waking  now 

With  blush  of  rosy  dye ; 

The  mist  still  Teils  the  mountain's  brow, 

The  lark  is  in  the  sky ; 

And  gemm'd  with  dew  like  diamond  spray 

Hang  leafy  bough  and  flow'r ; 

Unheard  as  yet  the  rush  of  day— - 

So  soft — BO  still  the  hour  I 


CHORVB. 

Come  forth  1  Come  forth  !  Come  forth  1 
Trip  o*er  the  dewy  green- 
Come  forth  I  Come  forth  1  Come  forth  t 
And  be  our  maiden  queen. 

The  summer  sun  is  thron'd  on  high 

Amid  his  realm  of  eloud ; 

Sweeps  by  the  breeze  like  maiden's  sigh, 

As  hweet,  and  scarce  more  loud ; 

The  gladsome  earth  looks  fresh  and  fair. 

Murmurs  the  busy  throng ; — 

Rich  odours  float  through  all  the  air — 

The  woods  are  fiird  with  song. 
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CKOAUa. 

Come  forth !  Come  forth  t  Come  forth ! 
Trip  o'er  the  sunny  green ; 
Come  forth  !  Come  forth  !  Come  forth  ! 
And  be  our  Mayday  queen. 

The  gentle  moon  is  beaming  bright 

Fkom  out  her  starry  hall ; 

And  floods  of  soft  and  silv'iy  light 

Across  the  greensward  &11. 

The  hush'd  wave  sleeps  beneath  her  ray. 

The  fire  flies  glance  and  gleam : 

Through  woven  boughs  the  moonbeams  play 

On  glade  and  rippling  stream. 

CHORUS. 

Come  forth  I  Come  forth  I  Come  fi)rth ! 
Trip  o*er  the  moon-lit  green : 
Come  forth  t  Come  forth !  Come  forth  1 
And  be  our  fairy  queen. 

Before  the  conclusion  of  the  strain  many 
listeners  were  looking  from  the  casements 
above^  whilst  Mrs*  Denham  was  standing  at 
the  window  of  her  study  below^  she  being 
always  an  early  risen  As  for  good-natured 
Mrs.  Bailey  she  quite  forgot  her  night^cap,  and 
stood  leaning  out  to  catch  the  words  more 
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distinctly  with  the  neatly  plaited  frill  setting 
close  round  her  face ;  whilst  Mr.  Adnam  in  bis 
shirt  sleeves  hurrahed^  and  encored  between 
every  verse* 

The  flattering  strain  had  concluded — the 
beauty  had  graciously  accepted  the  bouquet 
ttd  the  homage^  rendering  her  thanks  in  words 
to  ally  but  in  looks  to  Michael  alone ;  and  the 
company  were  complimenting  the  minstrels, 
and  not  without  reason^  when  three  fantfisti- 
cally  dressed  little  sweeps,  preceded  by  one  of 
a  larger  sise,  and  bearing  a  long  pole  decorated 
at  the  top  with  eii  bunch  of  carrots,  turnips,  and 
onions,  burst  forth  fron\  among  the  shrubs, 
and  began  dancing  and  shu|Sing  on  the  terrace 
with  all  their  might  to  the  discordant  music  of 
their  own  brushes  and  dust  pans,  aided  by  a 
penny  trumpet  blown  by  the  pole  bearer. 

Minstrels,  listeners,  and  flattered  beauty, 
all  turned  their  eyes  in  wonder  on  the  new 
comers;  and  then    shouts  of  laughter  burst 
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from  the  gazers^  so  thoroughly  ludicrous  werer 
the  dress  and  movements  of  the  sweeps. 

Even  Rosalind's  soft,  yet  joyous  laugh  might 
be  distinguished  amid  the  merry  chorus,  for 
though  a  little  annoyed  at  the  burlesque,  she 
could  not  maintain  her  gravity  ;  and  Rupei% 
after  one  flashing  glance  at  Edred  that  told  bis 
suspicion,  watched  with  a  quiet  mirth  the 
antics  of  the  sweeps  as  they  capered,  and 
shuffled,  and  clashed  their  dust  pans,  grinning 
to  show  their  white  teeth;  then  pausing  a 
moment  to  gather  breath,  broke  forth  into  the 
following  parody: — Michael  Trevor  alone  laugh* 
ed  not. 


The  chimney  tops  are  peering  red 
From  out  the  murky  fog ; 
Unheard  as  yet  the  milkman's  tread — 
Sad  howls  the  watchful  dog  ; 
And  sulky  maid  with  frowning  brow 
Wakes  at  the  swe«per*8  call ; 
Muttering  in  tones  nor  soft,  nor  low, 
Why  doth  the  fellow  bawl  ? 
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CHORUS. 

Cone  ftnth  l  Come  forth  h  Come  forth  I 
And  take  thy  walk  below ; 
Come  forth  I  Come  forth  I  Come  forth  ! 
Aad  C17 — Soot  ho  I  Soot  ho  1 

^  Capital !  capital !  encore  I  encore  V'  shouted 
Kchard  Weston^  who  was  delighted  at  the 
exhibition.  «  Go  it  my  fine  fellows !  Let  us. 
have  diat  shuffle  over  again.  The  other  com- 
V^7  has  not  a  chance  with  you.f' 

Sncorrraged  by  this  commendation  and  the, 
^oghter  occasicMied  by  their  gambols^  particu-v 
«''^y  in  the  Misses  Bailey^  who  were  glad  of 
the  ridicule  thrown  on  the  homage  paid  to 
Maria,  the  sweeps  set  to  again  with  re- 
doubled vigour  ;  and  again  were  some  of  the. 
party  convulsed  with  merripient.  Even  Mrs, 
Sewelly  though  annoyed  of,  the  burlesque  on 
account  of  the  Trevors,,  could  not  continue. 
S^ve ;  and  poor  Mr.  Adnam  fron^  hi^  fear  of 
Texiog  his  favorites  Rupert  imd  Rosalind,,  exhi-*. 
^Ued  a  ludicrous  struggle  between  glee  an4 

Pavity, 
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"  Get  away  you  young  rascals !  What  do 
you  mean  by  shuiHing  there  ?  Shuffle  off  di- 
rectly!" cried  Michael  Trevor,  provoked  be- 
yond endurance* 

"  Oh  !  let  them  shuffle  Mike ;  they  perform 
nearly  as  well  as  we  did,**  said  his  laughing 
sister. 

"  I  am  ashamed  of  you,  Rosalind.  This  is 
too  bad  I  Because  it  is  Cottrell's  trick,  you 
applaud  it,  and  care  nothing  for  the  ridicule 
attached  to  your  brother.  Remember,  Miss 
Trevor,  you  share  in  that  ridicule.'* 

'^  I  wfll  bear  it  all,  dear  Mike,  if  that  will 
satisfy  you.  Don't  be  vexed  at  my  laughing," 
she  added  affectionately.  ^'  I  really  cannot 
help  it,  their  dancing  and  costumes  are  so 
irresistibly  droll,  and  I  know  nothing  of  the 
planner  of  the  travestie  I  assure  you." 

*'  You  can  guess  though.  And  you,  Wyvill, 
take  it  as  coolly  as  Rosalind — I  cannot  thi^k 
irhat  you  are  made  of." 
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'^  Of  less  combustible  materials  than  a  squib^ 
^  be  fired  by  boyish  impertinence.** 

'^^8  combustible  materials  indeed  1  As  Mr* 
Adnam  says,  there  is  no  rousing  you.  Not 
even  boyish  impertinence  will  do  that,"  ex- 
^>UQed  Michael,  unappe^sed  by  his  answer,  and 
glancing  angrily  at  Edred.  **  But  those  fellows 
^all  not  stay  there !  grinning  ta  pkase  their 
"»pfoyerand  Mr,  Richard  Weston.  Be  off, 
yo^  youDg  scamps !  Make  yourselves  scarce,  if 
yoQ  do  not  desire  a  good  beating/' 

*'  Let  them  finish  their  dance,  Trevor :  they 
^  P'omisii^g  pupils  and  deserve  reward.  You 
"^t  pay  them  handsomely,  Cottrell,"  said 
^^yvill^  looking  at  Edred,who  deigned  no  reply 
«^tit  returned  gaze  for  gaze. 

^^  Not  I  iadeed ;  they  shall  aot  stay  here. 
Be  off  I  i^e  have  had  more  than  enough  of  this 
K^ummery/*  cried  Michael  Trevor  with  increas  • 
^H  passk^Q,  as  the  laughter  and  plaudita  of 
^tchsrd  Weston,  grew  louder  and  louder  caua^ 
^og  the  sweeps  ta  shuffle  more  furiously.  "  You 
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won't  be  off — won't  you?  We  will  soon  see 
that/'  he  added  snatching  the  pole  from  Edred, 
and  rushing  towards  the  dancers  with  a  mena- 
cing gesture* 

There  was  no  mistaking  his  purpose^  for 
there  was  wrath  in  the  gleaming  of  his  pale 
blue  eyew 

Away  scampered  the  sweeps  in  all  directions, 
tumbling  over  and  into  the  flower  beds  ;  and 
away  scampered  Michael  in  pursuit  to  the 
great  amusement  of  the  spectators. 

'^  Holla !  you  young  monkeys^  do  not  tread 
down  Mrs.  Denham's  flowers,''  shouted  Edred 
x^the  only  words  he  had  spoken  nnce  the 
appearance  of  the  sweeps. 

The  pursued  and  the  pursue  were  soon 
lost  to  view  among  the  shrubs ;  but  the  latter 
returned  in  a  few  minutes,  the  chase  having 
been  terminated  by  his  catching  the  smallest 
sootisy  and  ascertaining  from  him,*^  what  he  had 
before  suspected,  that  the  band  had  been  hired 
hj  Edred  CottrelU 


WHO   SHALL   BE    HSIR  ?  253 

**  What  have  you  done  with  the  rival  show- 
men? I  hope  you  have  not  demolished  them/' 
cried  Richard  Weston,  when  Michael  re-ap- 
peared panting  and  flushed. 

^  I  have  not  harmed  a  hair  of  their  heads-^ 
it  is  from  their  employer  that  I  look  for  satisfac- 
tion,* replied  Michael  fiercely,  fronting  Edred. 
"  It  was  only  a  jest — a  merry  jest,'*  said  Rosa- 
lind soothingly,  placing  her  hand  on  her 
brother's  arm,  whilst  she  cast  a  deprecating 
glance  on  Cottrell,  and  a  pleading,  but  more 
timid  one  on  Rupert 

Her  laughter  bad  been  hushed  from  the 
moment  that  Michael  had  rushed  forward  to 
disperse  the  sweeps ;  till  then  she  had  hoped 
that,  by  taking  it  calmly  like  Rupert,  he  would 
rob  the  mischief  of  its  sting ;  but  that  act,  by 
proving  him  vulnerable  to  ridicule,  fixed  ridi- 
cule upon  him,  whilst  the  fierceness  of  his 
>Qger  alarmed  her.  Generally  good-tempered, 
*be  had  never  seen  him  in  a.  rage  before. 
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^Mt  is  no  jest^  Rosalind,  though  you  would 
fain  persuade  me  so  to  shield  a  favorite.  It  is 
an  insult;  and  shall  be  apologised  for — or 
avenged/'  answered  Michael,  the  crimson 
blood  rushing  up  to  the  roots  of  his  hair. 

^'  It  is  too  silly  a  trifle  to  be  thought  of^ 
Trevor,  Merely  a  merry  farce  after  a  beaiitiful 
opera;  for  I  flatter  myself  our  singing  wns 
much  admired/'  interposed  Rupert  Wyvill, 
hoping  to  calm  him  by  making  light  of  the 
matter. 

'^  It  may  turn  out  a  tragedy  instead  of  a 
farce/'  answered  Michael  moodily,  paying 
little  heed  to  his  sister's  soothing  remarks.  '^  I 
count  it  an  insult,  and  warn  Mr.  Cottrell  that 
I  shall  not  let  it  pass  as  a  jest." 

"  Pooh !  pooh !  Trevor,  a  little  merry  mis- 
chief--«think  nothing  of  it,  Wyvill  cares  no 
more  for  such  folly  than  a  stately  swan  for  the 
spray  from  an  oar.  A  shake  flings  it  off,  and 
it  leaves  no  trace/'   sai^  Mr.  Adni^m,  good.- 
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nataredly^  anxious  to  promote  peace^  especially 
for  Bosalind^s  sake  whose  cheek  was  blanched 
by  fear. 

"  Wjrvill  may  do  as  he  pleases ;  I  am  formed 
of  other  materials^  and  Mr.  Cottrell  having 
beard  my  opinion  of  his  conduct  can  pursue 
what  course  he  pleases.^ 

'^Tou  did  not  mean  this;  you  did  not  in- 
tend it  as  an  insult,'^  said  Rosalind  in  a  low 
but  firm  voice^  looking  steadily  at  her  cousin. 

Her  tone  struck  Bupert  as  singular ;  it  was 
not  pleading^ — it  was  not  coaxing — neither  was 
it  commanding  ;  but  it  conveyed  the  idea  that 
the  speaker  was  merely  naming  a  fact,  or  re- 
calling one  already  known  to  remembrance ; 
and  Edred  too  seemed  struck  with  that  tone  to 
judge  from  an  almost  imperceptible  start.  He 
H^peared  to  struggle  for  some  moments  against 
^dictive  feelings  awakened  by  Michael's 
words;  then  his  look  cleared— the  frown 
Miat  had  contracted  his  brow  passed  away ;  and 
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he  answered  wkh  a  pleasing  frankness^  though 
making  no  attempt  to  conceal  his  vexation, 

"  I  might  ask^  Trevor,  on  what  grounds  you 
charged  me"  he  began. 

*^  On  the  confession  of  aneof  your  own  hired 
mummers/'  said  Michael  interrupting  him. 

^  Wrung  from  him  by  the  dread  of  a  drub^ 
bing,  I  suppose ;  and  therefore  no  trustworthy 
evidence  I  might  argue  if  inclined  to  put  you 
on  full  proof  of  my  delinquency;  but  I  am 
not  so  inclined.  You  used  rather  high  words  just 
now,  which  caused  me  to  remain  silent  longer 
than  I  should  otherwise  have  done,  for,  like 
you,  I  am  made  of  other  materials  than  Wy vill^ 
and  try  as  I  may  shall  never  be  cold  and  calcu- 
lating. Your  manner  provoked  me,  but  Rosa-^ 
Hnd's  pleading  looks  and  pallid  cheeks  have 
restored  me  to  a  saner  mood.  Chancing  to  en- 
counter the  sweeps  on  my  way  to  C.  just  after 
we  had  been  discussing  our  birth-day  pageant, 
I  wa$  led  by  that  will  o*  the  wisp  mischief 
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finding  them  meny,  clever  feUows^  to  engage 
them  to  close  oar  performance  with  a  laughable 
entertainment.  Had  I  anticipated  your  anger 
I  would  not  have  done  it.  It  was  fun — not 
insult ;  and  I  am  ready  to  pay  the  penalty  in 
the  way  of  confession  or  apology.  I  thought 
to  win  a  laugh  from  you  as  well  as  others^  and 
am  very  sorry  for  the  turn^  which  the  affair  has 
taken.  I  ofiler  no  further  defence  for  my  folly^ 
but  leave  my  case  as  it  is  in  your  hands.  Can 
I  say  more^  Trevor  ?  Am  I  forgiven  ?'* 

^  To  be  sure^  Cottrell,"  said  Michael,  holding 
out  his  hand,  appeased  at  once  by  his  frank 
confession.  ^'  I  am  sorry  I  used  such  high 
words,  but  I  was  vexed  at  being  made  ridicu- 
lous ;  the  fault  was  partly  mine  for  not  being 
better  tempered,  so  we  wiU  say  no  more 
about  it.*' 

"  No,  no,  Trevor ;  the  fault  was  mine  alone. 
I  hope  to  learn  wisdom  in  time ;  as  it  is,  I 
am  always  annoying  my  best  friends  by  mj 
boyish  folly,  never  thinking  of  anything  but 
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present  amusement^  you  are  a  good  fellow  to 
accept  my  apology  so  readily.  And  you  too^ 
Rosalind^  will  you  forgive  me  ?'' 

'^  I  have  no  right  to  feel  offended  since  I 
laughed  as  much  as  any  one  at  first,,"  answered 
his  cousin  carelessly. 

*'  And  you,  Wyvill — will  you  pardon  me  for 
having  rendered  you  ridiculous  V^ 

"  You  never  rendered  me  ridiculous ;  you 
failed  in  that,"  replied  Wyvill  with  quiet 
dignity. 

'^  Thank !  thanks  !  you  are  all  very  kind 
and  forgiving ;  and  I  must  be  a  better  boy  for 
the  future.*' 

'*  You  ought  to  apologise  to  Miss  Weston,'^ 
said  Mr.  Adnam. 

^^  Nonsense  about  apologies,  it  was  capital 
fun,*'  cried  Richard.  *'  And  if  there  is  not 
Mrs.  Bailey  in  her  night-cap !  I  wish  I  could 
draw  caricatures,''  he  added,  bursting  into  fresh 
fits  of  laughter. 

I  never  thought  of  my  cap,''  said  poor 


(( 
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Mrs.  Baileys  drawing  in  hor  head  in  tome 
confusion. 

'^  Mj  foolery  baa  given  more  eclat  to  your 
birth-day^  Maria,  so  I  aball  count  on  your 
&Tor^''  said  Edred,  bowing  to  the  gratified 
beantf  ere  he  quitted  the  terrace  with  the 
other  performers. 

Had  Mrs.  Denham  seen  and  heard  from  her 
study  window  all  that  had  passed  ?  And  if  so^ 
what  had  she  thought  thereon?  That  she  bad 
seen  and  heard  all  was  oertain-^what  she  had 
thought  thereon  was  uncertain.  When  Bosa- 
Hnd  glanced  towards  her  the  features  wore 
their  wonted  calm  and  almost  stolid  expression. 

It  was  a  merrier  break&st  than  usual,  for 
MichaePs  good  humour  was  so  completely  re- 
stored that  none  checked  their  comments  on 
the  song  and  succeeding  dance '  for  fear  of 
paining  him.  He  even  laughed  at  his  own 
anger,  and  admitted  that  the  sweeps  were 
inimitable  shufflers;  whilst  Edred's  conduct 
was  admirable— just  what  it  should  have  been ; 
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a  subdued  gaiety  with  marked  attentions  to 
Rosalind  and  her  brother^  and  admissions  of 
his  own  folly^  with  endeavours  to  turn  the  con- 
versation to  other  subjects^  till,  finding  that 
Trevor  no  longer  shrank  from  the  discussion^ 
he  entertained  the  party  with  a  most  amusing 
account  of  his  engaging  and  drilling  the  sweeps  ; 
and  the  difficulty  of  equipping  and  perfecting 
them  in  so  short  a  time.  It  was  impossible 
not  to  be  diverted  by  his  humorous  description; 
and  the  breakfast  room  rang  with  as  merry 
laughter  as  had  greeted  the  exploits  of  the 
sweeps  themselves. 

^'  Your  pretty  surprise  went  off  beautifuUy 
this  morning/'  said  Mrs.  Sewell^  entering  the 
little  room  appropriated  to  drawings  as  Rosa- 
lind was  putting  away  her  brushes  preparatory 
to  following  the  other  young  people^  who  were 
gone  to  get  ready  for  a  walk. 

'^  The  sweeps  dance  and  all  ?''  asked  Rosa- 
lind archly. 

*'  That  was  a  very  stupid  trick  of  Edred's, 
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and  he  should  have  shown  more  consideration 
for  your  feelings/' 
''  Mj  feelmgs,  Minny !  What  feeUngs  ?" 
^^  Oh !  I  can  see.  Rose,  though  you  never 
think  that  I  see  any  thing/'  replied  the  old 
lady  nodding  significantly.  "  I  should  not 
have  thought  that  he  would  have  tried  to  make 
any  thing  ridiculous  in  which  you  were  en- 

^  Should  not  you/*  said  Rosalind  in  a  tone 
that  puzzled  her  hearer. 

^  No,  I  should  not ;  but  perhaps  he  never 
thought  of  vexing  you  and  Michael,  only  Ru- 
pert Wyvill,  for  they  do  not  seem  very  good 
frienda  sometimes." 

^  Tou  do  see  a  great  deal  indeed." 

**  To  be  sure  I  do,  Rosalind,  though  I  am 
not  sure  that  you  think  so  now.  You  look  and 
speak  so  oddly  sometimes  that  I  don't  know 
whether  you  are  in  jest  or  earnest.'' 

^  Heigh  ho !  nor  I  either ;  so  you  know  as 
much  as  1  do." 


i 
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"  You  are  a  very  strange  girl,  Rwalind." 
"  Am   I  ?    then  you  do   see  extraordiDary 
things  indeed.  MarveUoas  things  P  said  Rosa- 
lind looking  up  vHfa  a  mischievous  expression. 
"  Dont  you  like  odd  girit  ?" 

"  You  know  that  I  like  you,  And  presume  on 
the  knowledge." 

*"  Olt  1  fie,  Mrs.  Sewell ;  to  think  of  accuung 
your  old  pet  of  presumption,"  said  Boeelind, 
holding  up  her  finger  in  rehuke.  "  I  will  ran 
away — I  won't  stay  to  be  scolded." 

"  Stop  a  minute,"  cried  Mrs,  Sewell  catch- 
ing her  by  the  sleeve,  "  I  want  to  Ui\c  to  you 
of  the  song.  Mrs.  Throgmorton>  who>  you 
know,  is  a  very  fine  musician  end  constantly 
at  the  opera,  was  delighted ;  and  says  it  was 
quite  a  treat ;  your  voices  harmonised  so  beau- 
tifully, and  the  tune  waa  so  admirably  ad^tted 
to  the  words.  Her  praise  is  something  I  can 
«I1  you ;  and  she  talks  of  having  you  at  her 
nncerta  in  town." 
"  I  am  obliged  to  her,  but  I  am  not  going  to 
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toirn;  and  certttnly  not  going  to  sing  in 
public  at  a  private  concert.  Besides^  all  the 
praise  is  due  to  Mr.  Wyvill^  who  wrote  the 
words  and  adapted  them  to  an  old  tune  picked 
up  somewhere  abroad.'' 

^^I  am  sure  you  helped  him.  Rose/' 

«  Very,  very  little," 

'^  Well,  I  had  no  idea  he  could  have  done 
such  a  thing ;  and  in  so  short  a  time  too ; — he 
seems  so  studious,  and  do-nothing  like.  How- 
ever your  ringing  was  very  much  admired, 
psrticalariy  by  Mrs.  Denham." 

'^  Did  Ae  make  any  remarks  on  it  then  ?" 

**To  be  sure;  you  never  believe  that  She 
ttys  anytiiing.'' 

^*Not  much  certainly.     But  what  did  she 

"  Why,  when  Mrs.  Throgmorton  remarked 
what  a  sweet  voice  you  bad,  so  clear,  so  rich, 
sad  asked  Mrs.  Deaham  if  she  did  not  think 
you  sang  with  a  great  deal  of  feeling,  she 
answered,  '  yes ;'  and  when  I  remarked  how 
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good-natured  it  was  of  you  to  sing  on  the 
birthday  of  such  a  vaunted  beauty^  and  that  it 
was  a  proof  of  your  being  free  from  envy,  Mrs. 
Denham  observed  that  she  did  not  believe  you 
entertained  any  jealousy  of  Maria  Weston." 

'^  Was  that  all  that  Mrs.  Denham  said  ?" 

'^  All !  was  not  that  enough  ?" 

'^  To  bear  me  out  in  the  assertion  that  she 
says  as  little  as  she  can  help.'' 

"  You  are  never  satisfied  with  anything  I  tell 
you/'  observed  the  old  lady  discontentedly. 

"  Do  not  be  vexed,  Minny ;  but  according 
to  you,  Mrs.  Denham  thinks  Michael  and  my- 
self perfection — some  rare  species  of  animal 
never  before  discovered ;  yet  you  can  bring 
no  proof  of  this  from  her  words ;  and  I  see  no 
proof  in  her  acts." 

"  Proofs,  Rosalind  !  you  are  always  wanting 
proofs  just  like  a  man,  or  a  prying  lawyer, 
asking — where  did  you  hear  it  ?  and  when  did 
you  hear  it  ?  and  from  whom  did  you  hear  it  ? 
You  should  not  be  so  particular — it  does  not 
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become  young  girls.  Tou  will  never  get  mar« 
ried  if  you  want  proofs  of  every  thing ;  but 
there^  it  is  of  no  use  talking  to  you  about 
marrying,  I  see,^  she  added  pettishly,  as  Rosa- 
lind laughed  outright.  '^  I  tell  you  Mrs.  Den- 
ham  was  veiy  much  pleased  with  the  song  and 
the  singers." 

^'  But  how  do  you  know  this,  Minny  dear, 
if  she  did  not  say  so  }'* 

**  There  you  are  wanting  proofs  again,  just 
as  I  said ;  I  won't  tell  you  any  thhig  more.'' 

'^  A  very  prudent  resolution  because  then  I 
cannot  ask  troublesome  questions.  But  vas 
not  she  more  pleased  with  the  dancers  ?  To  my 
mind  the  sweeps  were  the  best  performers,  and 
excited  the  greatest  sensation." 

^  Nonsense,  Rosalind ;  it  was  very  tiresome, 
and  ill-judged  of  Edred  CottrelL  It  is  a  singu*- 
lar  coincidence,  but  I  remember  once  when  I 
was  young,  and  Mr.  Sewell  came  to  serenade 
me  beneath  my  window,  just  as  he  got  to  the 
most  pathetic  pait  of  the   song^-^something 

VOL.    I  N 
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about  Delia,  1  forget  what  exacilj^  but  it  was 
out  of  Elegant  Extracts — ^the  cats  set  up  such 
a  squalling  that  he  could  not  hear  whether  he 
sang  out  of  tune  or  not;  and  I  could  not  dis- 
tinguish a  word.  It  was  veiy  provoking ;  and 
my  father,  who  was  a  hale,  merry  man  of  his 
years,  called  it  a  catastrophe  ever  after.  I  never 
understood  exactly  why ;  but  I  believe  it  was 
Greek  or  Hebrew,  and  that  accounts  for  it. 
And  what  was  a  still  more  singular  coincidence 
Mrs.  Deoham,  who  was  quite  a  giil  then,  was 
staying  in  the  house  at  the  time ;  indeed  she 
generally  spent  seven  months  out  of  the  twelve 
with  us,  my  father  being  her  guardian.  Bat 
what  are  you  laughing  at,  Rosalind  ?  Do  you 
suppose  that  no  one  ever  had  th»r  praises  sung 
but  Maria  Weston  ?  1  was  young  then ;  and 
I  may  say  it  without  vanity  How— pretty." 

'^I  am  sure  you  must  have  been,  dear 
Minny ;  but  don't  be  vexed — you  know  I  laugh 
at  every  thing,  and  nothing,''  said  Rosalind 
imwilling  to  annoy  her  old  friend  by  admitting 
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tibat  she  was  kn^ng  at  tbe  singuiar  Coinci- 
deuces^  ^DidTOiircDimdMn.  DenhaoK^the 
catastrophe?^' 

^  Yea>  aod  die  agmed  with  me  that  it  was 
ayeiy  aiagufaur  oamcidenoe;  but  it  is  of  no 
use  to  talk  of  eoiiicideiidea  to  job,  ior  you  never 
understand  them.'' 

^^ No;  matrimony  and  coincidenoes  are  above 
my  oomprehensicnu^ 

^  There  are  some  things  that  you  won^t  com- 
prehend;  or  I  am  sure  yoa  ccmld.-  Now  you 
won't  understand  the  advantage,  nay,  even 
neoessity  of  being  more  attentive  to  Mrs.  Den- 
ham.'' 

«< Oh !  is  that  it?  the  oU  st<M7  t— I  thoi^ht 
you  were  coming  to  something  in  a  round  about 
way,  fma  your  being  so  fiisay,  touching  my 
wish  for  pBoofs.  If  ahe  is  so  very  much  pleased 
with  me  as  you  assert  without  my  being 
attentive,  attentioa  would  be  thrown  away/' 

^  I  did  not  say  that  she  wasao  much  pleased 
with  you,  Rosalind." 
N  3 
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''  Oh^  fie,  naughty  Minny !  jou  did  saj  w, 
only  you  are  vexed  with  me  now^  and  therefore 
deny  it.    You  know  that  is  the  truth/' 

^^  I  do  not  know  any  such  thing;  Roaalind. 
She  said  the  other  day  that  you  were  very  high 
spirited ;  but  I  do  not  pretend  to  know  whether 
she  meant  that  for  praise  or  blame.** 

'^  Did  she  say  that  ?  then  I  will  thread  her 
needle^  scold  her  bailiff^  and  nurse  her  old 
spaniel  for  the  next  week  at  least.  I  feared 
that  she  thought  me  mean-spirited*" 

^'  There  is  no  telling  what  to  be  at  with  you, 
Rosalind^  you  seem  now  sodelighted  for  nothing ; 
but  I  do  hope  you  will  be  more  civil  to  her 
than  you  have  been  for  Michael's  sake^  who  I 
think  stands  a  very  good  chance  of  being  her 
heir ;  for  I  heard  her  tell  Mrs.  Throgmorton, 
without  my  asking  her  mind,  that  he  was  very 
handsome,  and  had  very  gentlemanly  manners.'' 

'^  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  it ; — Mrs.  Denham 
always  seems  to  use  the  word  very  when 
speaking  of  us,  which  is  very  complimentary." 


J 
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^'Then  you  will  not  mar  his  prospects  bj 
rudeness  or  caprice  ?*' 

'^  Rudeness  or  caprice^  Mrs.  Sewell !  I  scorn 
your  words^"  cried  the  laughing  Rosalind, 
assuming  an  offended  air.  ^'  When  was  I  ever 
rude  or  capricious  ?^' 

'^  Well,  well,  dear;  I  did  not  mean  that  ex* 
scdy,  only  it  is  a  singular  coincidence.-^'^ 

'^  Oh !  good  bye  if  you  return  to  the  coinci- 
dences. You  know  I  never  understand  them/' 
cried  Bosalind,  extricating  her  sleeve  from  her 
Aiend^s  detaining  Bogers  and  gallopading  to 
the  door,  flinging  back  a  kiss  of  the  hand  just 
before  she  closed  it  behind  her. 

"  It  is  of  no  useforme  to  make  out  a  liking  on 
Mrs.  Denham's  part,  for  she  will  not  be  atten- 
tive to  her  all  I  can  do.  She  is  so  wild — but 
then  she  is  so  merry,  and  grateful,  and  affec- 
tionate that  one  cannot  help  loving  her  better 
than  any  one  beside,^'  thought  Mrs.  Sewell, 
looking  after  her  favorite.  '*  And  there  are 
ptbers  love  her  too.     I  suppose  she  will  have 
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Sdred  Cottrell  one  of  these  days^  after  she  has 
led  him  a  dance  ;  at  least  he  would  hare  it 
thought  so.  Tet  it  will  be  nothing  of  a  match 
for  her^  unless  he  should  get  Denham ;  and 
then  Michael  could  not  have  it*  Well  I  don^t 
know  how  it  is  to  be — and  there  is  no  mana* 
ging  Rosalindi  or  my  old  fiiend^  so  they  must 
both  have  their  own  way  I  conclude.  It  is  a 
singular  coincidence,  that  I  never  yet  tried  to 
guide  any  one  as  I  wished,  but  what  they  went 
the  contrary  way  directly.'* 
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CHAPTER  IX 


Hastut  arranging  bonnet  and  aoarf,  Rosalind 
descended  to  the  hall^  expecting  to  find  her 
brother  and  Maria  waiting  for  her  to  proceed 
on  a  wa]kj  but  the  hall  was  empty ;  and  voices 
sounding  from  the  vestibule  leading  into  the 
drawing-room^  she  turned  towards  it  just  in 
time  to  hear  Edred  say — 

«  Oh  !  1  dare  not  do  it.** 

*'  Then  I  wilU     So  here  goes  I     I  am  not 
ifraid  of  a^y  body^  or  any  things"  rejoined 


^ 
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Miss  Bailey^  taking  a  laurel  wreath  from  the 
table. 

Rosalind  did  not  understand  to  what  these 
words  alluded^  but  mechanically  followed  the 
party^  consisting  of  Edred^  the  Misses  Bailey^ 
and  some  others  into  the  drawing-room^  where 
nearly  all  the  rest  of  the  visitors  as  well  as  Mrs. 
Denham  were  assembled.  Rupert  Wyvill  was 
seated  at  a  distant  table  engaged  in  writing, 
and  towards  him  Miss  Bdley  directed  her 
steps,  treading  on  tip  toe,  so  that  he  remained 
imconscious  of  her  approach  till  she  placed  the 
laurel  wreath  on  his  head,  saying  as  she  did  so, 
in  a  mock  pompous  tone — 

''  I  am  deputed  by  this  honourable  company 
who  were  so  much  charmed  by  your  morning's 
effusion,  to  crown  you  Poet  Laureate/' 

^'The  company  have  chosen  a  worthy  deputy. 
Miss  Bailey,"  he  observed  after  a  minute's 
pause  from  surprise,  and  a  hurried  glance  round 
the  circle,  his  eyes  fixing  for  an  instant,  as  in 
the  morning,  on  Edred,  whose  brow  became 
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ilightly  contracted  as  their  gaze  encoantered, 
''but  my  modesty  will  not  permit  me  to  retain 
tn  koQor  so  far  above  my  merit.  Bear  it  back 
to  Mr.  Cottrell-^to  him  I  yield  the  crown  at 
due  to  the  author  of  the  sweep's  ode/' 

There  was  a  quiet  dignity  in  his  manner  that 
checked  even  Miss  Bailey's  impertinent  titter- 
ing; and  a  something  so  commanding  that 
involuntarily  she  was  on  the  point  of  obeying 
bis  injunction,  when  Mr.  Adnam  took  the 
wreath  from  her  hand* 

*•'  No,  no,  Wy  vill ;  you  have  fairly  won  it  ;• 
but  it  must  be  given  by  the  hands  of  beauty. 
Miss  Weston  and  Miss  Trevor  I  call  on  you  to. 
crown  your  minstreL** 

"  I  can  no  longer  reft^se  so  high  an  honor, 
though  quite  unworthy  to  receive  it,''  exclaimed 
ftupert  with  amination^  playfully  bending  his 
Itnee  before  Maria  and  Rosalind  as  they  placed 
the  crown  on  his  head. 

^You  must  make   a  speech  nn  giving    it,, 
ladies,*'  said  Mr.  Adnam,  rubbing  his  hands 
N  6 
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with  glee^  according  to  his  wont  when  pleased. 

'^  What  must  I  say  ?"  asked  Maria. 

'^  You  must  be  inspired  to  say  something 
fitting  the  occasion,'^  replied  Mr.  Adnam. 

''  Do  you  speak^  Rosalind  ;  I  never  can  say 
any  thing/'  whispered  Maria. 

'*  Come,  come — the  speech,"  cried  Mr. 
Adnam  impatiently. 

'^  Oh^  yes !  the  beauties  should  make  a  speech/' 
exclaimed  Miss  Bailey  spitefully. 

'^  Do  speak  for  me,  Rosalind/'  again  whis- 
pered the  silent  Maria,  stepping  back. 

There  was  a  moment's  pause — and  then 
Rosalind  spoke  with  a  flushed  cheek  and  glanc- 
ing eye. 

"  The  poet*8  mastery  we  own, 

And  round  thy  brow  we  bind  thiB  crown. 

May  Yisioni  bright  thy  slumbers  bless ! 

Earth  be  to  thee  all  loveliness  I 

And  every  leaf  a  spell  to  scare. 

Far  from  thy  onward  path  each  care." 

"  Very  good !  very  good  1"  cried  Mr.  Adnam 
who  bad  a  ta^ite  for  doggrel.  '^  Now  Wyvill> 
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he  on  jour  metal^  man.  Give  a  speech  in  re- 
tarn,^  he  added  as  the  blushing  Rosalind  drew 
back  with  eyes  bent  on  the  ground  not  ventur- 
ing to  meet  the  gaze  of  the  kneeling  Rupert. 
**  We  are  waiting^^ 

They  did  not  wait  long ;  and  his  flashing 
eye  and  impassioned  tone  gave  him  the  sem- 
blance of  poetical  inspiration. 

"  Speech  hath  no  words  my  thanks  to  pay-^ 
Hope  at  thy  bidding  lights  my  way. 
This  brow  no  more  ahall  ache  with  care-« 
Lo  I  at  thy  voice  flies  doubt — despair. 
£arth  wean  lb*  me  a  seootid  spring. 
And  nuMints  my  soul  on  joyoiu  wing.*' 

"  Very  good !  very  good  indeed !  You  are 
both  capital  hands  at  improvising,''  cried  Mr. 
Adnam  rubbing  his  hands  more  fiercely  than 
ever,  as  Rupert  concluded.  ^'  There,  now,  Misa 
Trevor,  to  finish  it  in  proper  style  you  must 
hold  out  your  hand  to  raise  him,  which  he  must 
kiss  with  knightly  devotion,  swearing  to  keep 
the  wreath  till  his  dying  day.*' 

With  mingled  smiles  and  blushes^  Rosalind 
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permitted  Rupert  to  take  her  hand ;  and  those 
blushes  grew  none  the  pal^  as  she  caught  the 
few  low^  earnest  words  that  noae  beside  could 
hear. 

^^  That  is  rights  Wyvill :  thai  is  something 
Kke.  You  are  up  to  the  thing«  Why  are  you 
not  always  thus  alive  Y*  exclaimed  Mr.  Adnam, 
^'  Tou  could  not  have  doi;ie  it  better  if  you  had 
been  practising.'^ 

^'  Perhaps  they  have^**  observed  Miss  Bailey 
with  an  i\\  natured  titter, 

'^  How  could  that  be  when  you  gave  the 
wreath^  though  little  expecting  how  it  would 
be  received^  as  1  guess/'  replied  Mr.  Adnam 
rebukingly^  seeing  that  Rosalind  was  annoyed 
at  the  sneer. 

^  No^  I  did  not  expect  Rosalind  to  speak ; 
I  thought  the  beauty  of  the  day  was  to  make 
the  harangue ;  and  so  it  should  have  been  ta 
my  mind/'  retorted  Miss  Bailey  colouring  with 
yexation. 

^^^  \  begged  Rosalind  to  speak  for  me^^  8a.i4 
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Maria,  who  was  really  good-natured^  despite 
all  her  motber^s  petting,  when  no  rivalship 
ruffled  her  mood,  and  Rosalind's  ready  admis- 
sion of  her  superiority  in  beauty  and  voiee  had 
banished  every  feeling  of  jealousy.  ^'  I  am  sure 
I  could  not  have  sdd  anything  half  as  pretty.^ 

"  Are  we  to  set  off  on  our  walk  to-day  V^ 
asked  Edred  CottreU. 

'^  To  be  sure,  Mr.  Cottrell ;  but  have  a  little 
patience ;  you  are  always  fidgeting  if  you  do 
not  make  the  fun  yourself/*  replied  Mr.  Ad- 
nam.  ''  Come  along,  Wyvill ;  you  are  bound 
in  gallantry  to  attend  the  lady  of  the  wreath. 
And  do  not  go  to  sleep  again,  now  that  you 
have  been  once  roused.'^ 

<<  I  am  too  happy  waking  ever  willingly  to 
slumber  again;  and  am  proud  indeed  to  be 
Mias  Trevor's  escort.  Let  me  place  my  wreath 
in  safety,  and  then  I  shall  be  ready." 

Rupert  might  be  ready,  but  the  fates  were 
against  his  being  Rosalind's  cavalier.  As  the 
ipsrty  were  crossing  th^  hjoSl  a  letter  w^  put 
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into  his  hand  by  his  servant,  with  the  intima* 
tion  that  the  bearer  waited  for  an  answer. 

Glancing  hastily  at  the  superscription^  not 
as  some  imagined  without  a  ehange  of  colour^ 
he  announced  the  necessity  of  his  remaining  to 
send  back  a  reply,  requesting  that  the  walk 
might  not  be  delayed  on  his  account. 

'^  Tou  can  follow  us,'*  said  Michael,  offering 
his  arm  to  Maria. 

"  Oh  /  when  a  ]ady^  in  the  case 

All  other  things  of  ooune  gire  place.'* 

observed  Edred  gaily,  but  not  so  loud  as  to 
reach  Rupert's  ears. 

''  Who  told  you  that  there  was  a  lady  in  the 
case,''  asked  Mr.  Adnam  rather  aharply, 

^'  It  was  a  lady's  hand  all  the  world  over; 
there  is  no  mistaking  their  ups,^  and  downs^ 
and  alongs." 

'^  You  must  have  very  quick  eyes  to  have 
seen  the  ups,  and  downs,  and  alongs ;  besides, 
I  do  not  agree  with  you :  I  have  seen  some 
men  write  just  like  women." 
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"  Have  you  ? — MoUya — wonaen^s  men  I  sup- 
P^  and  I  am  sure  Wyvill  would  never  cor- 
'^pond  with  such.  But  think  it  a  male  cor- 
'^oodent  if  you  please,  I  never  purposely 
'i^ke  mischief,  though  I  may  do  so  sometimes 
a»advertently." 

''  Tou  forget  the  sweeps  this  morning/'  ob- 
^^ei  Mr.  Adnam  in  a  vexed  tone. 

'^  Pooh  I  I  only  meant  that  for  fun,  not 
Mischief,  and  you  should  not  remind  a  man  of 
^^  troubles,  particularly  when  Rosalind  and 
^  party  foi^ve  me  so  generously.  You  are 
^t  of  humour  about  something,  Mr.  Adnam. 
^hi  is  the  matter  ?** 

^'  No  such  thing ;  I  am  not  out  of  humour/' 
'^pKed  Mr.  Adnam  pettishly.  "  Miss  Trevor 
^U  you  accept  of  me  as  Wyvill's  substitute 
^U  his  arrival?  I  am  sure  he  will  follow 
directly.*' 
^'  Allow  me  to  offer  another  arm,''  said  Edred. 
*  I  most  not  say  as  they  do  on  the  turnpike 
wds,  two  donkies  make  one  horse^  or  Mr. 
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Adnam  might  be  offended;  but  perhaps  you 
will  consider  us  two  for  a  time  equivalent  to 
Petrarch  orowned  by  your  hands/' 

"  You  may  call  yourself  a  donkey  if  you 
please ;  I  shidl  not  quarrel  with  you  for  that ; 
but  ten  such  as  us  two  would  not  be  equivalent 
to  WyviU  when  in  health,'*  muttered  Mr^ 
Adnam  still  more  petulantly. 

''  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir ;  1  had  not  the 
slightest  ititention  of  affronting  you/'  said 
Edred  good-humouredly. 

*^  You  need  not  beg  my  pardon — I  am  not 
affronted — I  am  not  at  all  vexed— I  never  care 
for  nonsense/'  replied  Mr.  Adnam,  looking 
exceedingly  cross  all  the  time» 

'^  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  so/'  said  Edted 
politely,  whilst  Rosalind  changed  the  conversa- 
tk>n  by  praising  some  flowers  in  a  bed  to  the 
right. 

Mr.  Adnam  soon  recovered  his  usual  good- 
humour,  and  Edred  made  himself  particularly 
4greeable«    Maria  was.  very  gracious  towards 
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Michael^  whilst  the  Misses  Bailey  and  Miss 
Highworth  smiled  on  their  respective  beaux, 
the  two  Westons,  and  a  friend  of  Richard's,  so 
that  the  woods  were  gay  with  the  merry  jests 
and  merry  laughs  of  some  of  the  walking 
party.  Miss  Highworth's  money  made  her  a 
dangerous  rival  to  Rosalind  in  Mr.  Terry 
Weston's  estimation. 

'^  Cannot  we  return  by  some  other  path  ?  I 
hate  going  back  the  same  way  I  came/'  obser* 
ved  Miss  Bailey,  when  a  high  fence  barred  all 
further  progress  forward* 

"  To  be  sure,  I  will  be  your  guide,*'  cried 
Richard.  ^  It  is  a  wild  path,  but  you  will  not 
mind  that.'^ 

"  And  a  very  pretty  one,*  added  Edred* 

So  noveky  carried  the  day,  and  all  submitted 
to  Richard's  guidance,  Mr.  Adnam  not  choos* 
ing  to  say  anything  of  the  difficulty  of  finding 
them  should  Wyvill  attempt  to  follow. 

^  What  a  romantic  little  dell,  and  picturesque 
cottage  \^  said  Rosalind,  pausing  to  admire  the 
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view,  ere  she  descended  the  steep  with  the 
rest  of  the  party  into  the  vale  below. 

^'  Monstrous  cold  that  cottage  in  winter ! 
Why  there  is  a  crack  as  broad  as  my  hand 
down  the  »de.  I  should  not  like  to  pass  the 
honeymoon  there-*-should  you?"  questioned 
Richard  appealing  to  Miss  Bailey. 

^^  No— to  be  sure  not ;  I  should  prefer 
Brighton ;  but  cracks  in  the  wall  keep  the  poor 
people  healthy,  letting  in  air — their  rooms  are 
generally  so  hot  and  stivy  that  there  is  no 
breathing  in  them." 

'<  There  Is  little  over  heat  in  them  in  winter ; 
I  wonder  how  the  poor  Uve  through  a  hard 
season/'  remarked  Rosalind  feelingly. 

^^  Oh,  pooh !  they  are  well  enough  off ;  I 
have  no  idea  of  setting  people  above  themselves 
with  societies  for  this,  and  societies  for  that, 
Da7  labourers  wiU  be  wanting  dmwiog  nioms 
like  ours  very  soon,  with  stoves  and  dgars/' 
observed  Richard  Weston. 

'^  They  may  want  them  long  enough.    Their 
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scanty  wages  will  scarcely  famish  the  coarsest 
food,  so  you  may  still  hope  to  keep  all  the 
cigars  to  yourself/' 

''  I  do  not  know  that,  Rosalind ;  for  I  saw 
a  butcher's  boy  smoking  one  the  other  day." 

**  The  only  persons  who  should  do  so  in  my 
opinion/' 

^  Oh,  pooh !  I  remember  yon  play  fine,  and 
profess  to  dislike  cigars.  I  tell  you  what,  my 
wife  must  hare  no  such  fancies." 

^  Thank  you  for  the  warning,"  said  Rosalind 
laughing.  ^  I  must  no  longer  aspire  to  the 
honor  of  your  hand." 

^  Tou  had  better  not,  for  I  would  rather 
go  without  a  wife  than  a  cigar.  But  look  ! 
look,  there  is  fun  !  the  child's  pitcher  has  fallen 
into  the  stream,  and  she  can't  get  it  out." 

""Poorfittle  thing r  said  Rosalind.  ''Let 
us  go  and  help  her." 

^  No  need  for  that,  there  is  your  minstrel, 
the  poet  laureate,  coming  down  the  dell ;  he 
can  fish  up  the  pitcher— it  will  be  quite  poet- 
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ical.  Let  us  stand  behind  these  bushes,  and 
sec  what  he  will  do/'  he  added  pulling  Rosa- 
lind back,  till  she  also  was  screened  behind 
some  hawthorns. 

They  were  not  kept  long  in  suspense  as  to 
what  Rupert  would  do.  He  came  down  the 
dell  with  a  quick,  bounding  step,  but  stopped 
abruptly  as  he  reached  the  girU  who  was  cry- 
ing bitterly.  The  distance  was  too  great  for 
the  party  screened  by  the  bushes  to  hear  what 
he  said,  but  they  saw  him  cut  a  hooked  stick 
from  a  black  thorn  near — ^fish  up  the  pitcher — 
fill  it  with  water ;  and  finding  that  the  child 
staggered  beneath  its  weight,  carry  it  for  her 
towards  the  cottage,  entering,  as  it  seemed,  at 
her  request. 

''  That  is  just  like  Wyvill ;  he  was  always  a 
spooney— no  dash — no  go  about  him.  He 
should  have  pitched  in  the  child  after  the 
pitcher ; — that  would  have  been  such  fun  !" 
cried  Richard. 
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'^  I  hope  you  are  only  in  jest/'  observed 
Rosalind  very  gravely. 

*'  Not  I  indeed;  my  pretty  coz ;  I  am  always 
for  fiin*  Let  us  go  and  see  what  Wy\'ill  is  at 
in  the  cottage ;  twirling  a  distaff  I  should  not 
wonder." 

Away  hurried  the  whole  party  down  the 
rugged  path,  Richard  leading  the  van,  closely 
followed  by  Rosalind*  The  cottage  door  was 
closed,  but  a  little  window  allowed  a  view  of 
the  interior,  and  at  this  window  Richard 
Weston  took  his  station,  making  a  sign  for 
silence  to  those  behind ;  and  at  his  back  stood 
Rosalind,  Edred,  and  Mr.  Adnam,  peeping 
under  and  over  his  head  as  they  best  could. 

It  was  a  small,  a  very  small  room,  with  mud 
walls — a  clay  floor ;  and  a  large  open  chimney, 
with  two  bricks  for  dogs.  A  chair«  a  stool,  and 
a  table,  with  a  broken  tea  cup  or  two,  a  plate, 
and  a  kettle,  appeared  to  be  all  the  furniture' 
save  a  small  bed  without  curtains  in  the  comer 
on  which  lay  an  aged  women  with  the  hue  of 
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deaths  and  a  look  of  'squalid,  hopeless  xmseiy. 
Her  eyes  were  turned  towards  the  foe  wkh  a 
longing,  hungty  gaze,  though  there  was  nothing 
there  but  a  few  live  embers— no  food^ — ^no  hiss- 
ing kettle, 

Rupert  was  crouching  down  arranging  the 
wood  put  on  by  the  child,  and  trying  to  fan 
and  blow  the  embers  into  a  blaze.  After  some 
minutes  he  succeeded ;  a  flame  shot  up  through 
the  crackling  wood ;  and  the  old  woman  diuck- 
led  with  glee  at  the  sight.  Then  her  harsh 
tones  were  heard  chiding  her  grand-daughter 
for  not  bringing  her  food,  as  if  a  momentary 
blaze  could  be  sufficient  for  the  scantiest  cook- 
ing, and  utterly  forgetiiil  that  there  was  no 
food  on  the  fire,  scarcely  any  in  the  house. 

'^  Stop  a  minute,  granny ;  and  you  shall  have 
some,"  answered  the  child  timidly,  frightened 
at  her  vehemence. 

^*  Grive  me  anything — give  me  something  to 
cbrink.  Would  you  let  your  granny  starve — 
and  you  living  in  plenty  ?''  questioned  the  dkl 
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Qtme  pasttonately^  Iier  hollow  voice  shocking 
tliose  who  hesrd  her.  The  poor  child^  who 
was  in  rags  and  wore  a  cowed  and  famished 
look,  tried  to  pour  some  water  out  of  the 
pitcher  into  the  cracked  cup;  but  her  hand 
shook  80  much  that  Rupert  rose  from  his 
croaching  position  to  assiist  her.  The  lip  of 
the  pitcher  was  broken,  and  the  young  man, 
ttoused  to  such  a  taak^  spilled  the  water  over 
himself  and  the  poor  girl  too. 

^  I  am  less  skilfiil  than  willing  it  appears," 
observed  Rupert  with  a  kindly  smile,  whilst 
the  child  looked  down  in  fear  as  if  expecting  a 
Molding,  though  the  awkwardness  was  none  of 
hers.  ^  Can  you  give  her  nothing  to  eat  ?' — 
Ae  seems  half  starved/' 

*^  Starving — starving— -not  tasted  a  morsel 
tioce  yesterdi^ ;  and  now  they  'are  giving  me 
only  water  to  drink,  and  keeping  the  good 
things  for  tfaemselves^^'  croaked  the  old  woman 
angrily. 
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*^  Indeed,  indeed,  there  is  nothing  better,'' 
sobbed  the  poor,  timid  child^  terrified  at  her 
grandmother's  violence. 

''  Have  you  no  food  ?'*  again  asked  Rupert. 

'*  We  have  no  money/'  faltered  the  little  girl. 

''  Have  you  nothing  at  all  in  the  house  P 

'^  Give  me  something  to  eat  1  I  am  starving," 
cried  the  old  woman  more  sharply. 

"  If  you  won't  tell — '*said  the  little  girl  creep- 
ing close  up  to  Wyvill,  and  looking  half  plead- 
ingly, half  confidingly  into  his  face — that  face 
so  full  of  kindness  and  sympathy — then  pull- 
ing  something  out  from  under  the  bed. 

"  Potatoes !  Where  did  you  get  them  ?" 
asked  Rupert  struck  by  her  manner. 

**  Don't  beat  me !  Pray  don't  beat  me !" 
cried  the  trembling  girl,  clasping  her  hands, 
and  letting  the  potatoes  fall  to  the  ground.  '^  I 
could  not  let  granny  starve — and  I  am  so 
hungry  myself !  I  had  only  a  turnip  to  eat  all 
yesterday." 
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*"  Poor  child  \  Poor  child !"  said  Rupert 
BoMj,  patting  her  head  to  reassure  her.  ''  Tou 
shall  have  money — you  shall  have  food.^ 

^'  Food  !  food  V  repeated  the  old  woman 
sharply — it  was  the  sharpness  of  jgnawing 
hunger,  joined  to  the  growing  imbecility  of  age, 

Rupert  thrust  the  potatoes  into  the  fire  so 
hurriedly,  and  so  heedlessly^  that  he  burnt  his 
fingers  in  the  attempt ;  and  the  wringing  of  his 
hands  with  the  pain  appeared  so  ludicrous  in 
Richard  Weston's  eyes,  that  he  coidd  no  longer 
restrain  his  mirth. 

Wyrill  turned  towards  the  window  at  the 
sound  of  his  boisterous  laugh^  and  reddened  on 
finding  he  had  been  watched — and  by  whom. 

^'Tou  bear  a  charmed  ]ife>  encountering 
perils  by  water,  and  perils  by  fire,''  exclaimed 
Richard  Weston  biursting  into  the  cottage. 
"  What  a  capita]  caricature  this  would  make — 
you  crouching  down  to  blow  the  fire.  There 
might  be  a  series — the  fishing  up  the  pitcher 

VOL.  I.  o 


290  WHO   SHALL    BB   HBIR  ? 

— fanning  the  wet  wood — ^throwing  over  the 
water — and  burning  your  fingers.  I  wish 
Cruikshanks  had  been  present.^ 

'*  What  are  you  fine  ladies  and  gentlemen  all 
come  here  for  ?  To  mock  at  a  starving  old 
woman  }"  questioned  the  crone»  starting  up  in 
her  bed;  and  shaking  her  shrivelled  hand  at 
the  unwelcome  guests.  "  You  would  have 
hanged  my  boy^  but  he  is  gone  out  of  your  way 
*--out  of  your  way  P'  she  added,  nodding  her 
palsied  head. 

'^  We  are  come  to  assist  you/'  said  Rosalind 
soothingly^  taking  her  shrivelled  hand  in  hers. 
'*  We  will  give  you  food." 

"  Food !  food !''  repeated  the  old  woman 
with  a  wolfish  eagerness  in  her  dimmed  eyes. 
'^  But  I  won't  tell  you  where  he  is/'  she  added, 
setting  her  teeth,  or  rather  her  toothless  gums. 

«  We  do  not  ask  you  to  tell  us  any  thing/' 
answered  Rosalind  gently. 

No,  no :  I  won't  tell  you ; — but  you  said  I 
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should  have  fiomething  to  eat^  and  I  am  hungry 
—reiy  hungry*  Tou  grand  folks  donH  know 
what  hunger  is.*' 

''Is  there  any  house  near,  where  you  can 
huy  a  loaf  or  something  to  eat  ?''  asked  Rosa- 
liody  addressing  the  girl,  who  seemed  bewildered 
hy  the  presence  of  so  many  strangers. 

"  Granny  has  no  money,  ma'am,'*  answered 
the  child  with  a  courtesy. 

"  Here  is  money,"  said  Rosalind  drawing  out 
her  purse.    "  Is  there  any  cottage  near?'' 

^^Tes,  yes;  I  can  get  bread — I  am  very 
hungry,  and  granny  too,"  cried  the  half  famish- 
ed child  with  gleaming  eyes. 

^  Poor  thing  ?"  said  Rosalind,  her  own  eyes 
filling  with  tears.  '^  Bring  back  some  bread  as 
Gut  as  you  can  for  your  grandmother,  and  take 
some  yourself." 

Snatchbg  the  money,  the  child  dashed  out 
of  the  cottage  without  staying  to  offer  thanks, 
to  the  great  amusement  of  Richard  Weston, 
who  declared  the  whole  scene  to  be  very  rir\. 
0  3 
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^^  How  can  you  take  that  ugly  old  woman's 
hand  ?  I  should  be  afraid  of  catching  a  fever,'' 
observed  Miss  Bailey,  keeping  with  her  sister 
outside  the  door,  and  using  her  vinaigrette. 

^^  Yes,  indeed ;  you  had  better  be  careful — 
she  looks  so  wild.  We  can  send  the  servants 
to  her  when  we  go  home,"  chimed  in  Maria 
also  keeping  aloof. 

^  The  poor  woman  has  no  fever — she  is  only 
hungry — starving,''  said  Rosalind,  keeping  her 
former  station. 

"  Starving  !  yes  starving  !  That  is  it  !*' — 
repeated  the  woman,  catching  at  the  last  word. 
'^  Tou  look  kind.  WiU  you  give  me  something 
to  eat?"  she  added  looking  pleadingly  into 
Rosalind's  face. 

^^I  have  sent  for  food;  and  it  will  be 
here  directly,"  answered  Rosalind  cheeringly> 
tears  falling  on  the  shrivelled  hand  she  held. 
'*  Do,  Michael  dear,  go  afler  the  girl — you  can 
run  quicker  than  she  can." 

'^You  are  a  good,  kind  soul,"    said    her 
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brother,  leaving  the  hut^  for  it  scarcely  deserved 
the  name  of  cottage^  to  execute  her  commission. 

'^  How  goes  on  your  cookery,  Wy vill  ?  Let 
me  give  the  potatoes  a  stir/'  cried  Richard, 
trying  to  poke  them  with  the  light  cane  he 
carried* 

^  Leave  them  alone  !  This  is  no  time  or  place 
for  folly.  Look  at  that  wretched  half  starved 
woman,  sinking  beneath  age  and  poverty,  and 
humble  yourself  in  gratitude  that  your  lot  is 
not  as  hers,''  answered  Rupert  sternly,  the 
jesting  tone  of  the  heartless  young  man  awaken- 
ing his  disgust. 

'^Nonsense!  poor  people  always  grow  old,'' 
muttered  Richard  Weston,  as  he  turned  away^ 
abashed  but  not  repentant. 

"  Here  is  a  potatoe,  which  I  think  might  be 
eaten,"  said  Rupert  takiag  the  smallest  out  of 
the  fire,  and  placing  it  without  a  thought  for 
his  fingers,  which  were  burnt  in  the  operation, 
ow  a  broken  plate  that  stood  on  the  table. 

^  Bread  would  be  better  for  her,"  observed 
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Rosalind^  but  as  the  girl  was  not  in  sight,  and 
the  old  woman  stiU  murmured  the  word  food, 
and  appeared  faint  from  long  fasting,  it  was 
decided  that  the  bread  should  not  be  waited 
for. 

With  the  aid  of  an  old  knife,  Rupert  peeled 
the  potatoe ;  and  it  was  fearful  to  see  the  eager- 
ness with  which  the  starving  woman  clutched 
it  with  her  long,  thin  fingers,  and  thrust  it  into 
her  mouth. 

^'  Poor  thing !  Poor  thing  !'^  said  Mr.  Adnam 
turning  away  to  conceal  a  tear. 

^^  Poor  thing  indeed !"  repeated  Edred 
Cottrell,  who  had  hitherto  continued  silent, 
watching  Rosalind. 

Rupert  said  nothing;  but  he  stood  by  Rosa- 
lind's  side  ready  to  take  the  plate,  and  when 
she  turned  to  give  it  him,  she  saw  that  there 
were  tears  in  his  eyes,  and  her  own  fell  the 
faster. 

*'  More  to  eat !  more  to  eat  V'  murmured  the 
the  old  crone,  holding  out  her  hands  in  entreaty. 
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Rupert  turned  again  to  the  fire,  whilst  E2dred 
went  to  the  door  to  look  for  Michael  and  the 
little  girl.  The  rest  of  the  party  were  all 
standing  on  the  outside,  Terry  Weston  and 
Miss  Highworth  never  having  ventured  within 
a  foot  of  the  threshold. 

^  Here  is  some  bread  \"  cried  Edred  entering 
with  a  loaf,  which  he  had  taken  from  Michael. 

*^  Bread !  bread !"  clamoured  the  old  woman 
in  an  eager  tone,  her  appetite  having  been  little 
appeased  by  the  potatoe,  stretchiog  out  her 
trembling  hands  to  snatch  it. 

''And  milk,  and  butter!"  exclaimed  the 
child  in  a  shrill  e^^cited  tone  of  joy,  that  showed 
how  rare  such  luxuries  had  been  of  late. 

''  Milk  and  butter !  Milk  and  butter  i'^ 
repeated  the  crone,  nodding  her  palsied  head  in 
imbecile  delight. 

The  bread  was  crumbled  into  some  milk  ; 
Itnd  the  woman's  wol^sh  look  grew  more  human 
and  gentle  as  her  craving  appetite  was  satisfied, 
whilst  Rupert  helped  the  child,  who  had  only 
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eaten  a  little  piece  of  bread  as  she  ran  along^  to 
the  same  mess. 

A  neighbour  entering  soon  after^  the  granny 
and  her  grandchild  were  consigned  to  her  care 
for  the  present^  Edred  Cottrell,  who  chanced 
to  be  best  provided  with  silver,  leaving  money 
to  procure  the  food  and  raiment  needful  for 
both.  On  enquiry  it  appeared  that  the  girPs 
father  was  a  notorious  poacher,  against  whom 
warrants  were  out,  and  who  was  supposed  to 
be  still  lurking  in  the  neighbourhood  though 
his  old  mother  could  not  or  would  not  give  any 
account  of  his  haunts. 

The  party  returned  home  pretty  much  in  the 
same  order  in  which  it  set  out;,  except  that 
Rosalind  had  Wyvill  for  her  supporter  on  the 
right,  whilst  Mr.  Adnam  was  jockeyed  out  of 
his  station  on  her  left  by  a  manceuvre  of 
Edred's,  which  said  manoeuvre  ruffled  the  old 
gentleman's  usual  good  temper.  Rupert  walk* 
ed  by  Rosalind's  side  and  her  hand  rested  on 
his  arm,  but  little  conversation  passed  between 
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tbem,  for  Edred  was  in  one  of  his  merriest 
moods,  so  droll^  so  entertaining  that  it  was  im- 
P<^ble  not  to  listen  and  be  amused,  and 
umost  as  impossible  to  answer  or  check  the 
<^^i^nt  of  his  speech,  his  words  flowed  on  so 
'"untcnruptcdly. 

"  Where  have  you  been  walking  to  ?*'  asked 

Mrs.  Sewell  of  Richard  Weston^  who  was  the 

^t  to  enter  the  drawing  room. 

He  hesitated  an  instant  whether  to  mention 

the  old  woman,  then,  fancying   that    Wyvill 

might  proclaim  his  levity,  he  thought  it  best  to 

tell  the  tale  himself,  and  give  his  own  version 

of  the  story. 

'*  We  wandered  about  through  the  shrub- 
beiy  and  wood,  and  came  home  by  the  Haw- 
thorn Dell,  where  we  had  a  capital  scene  ! — 
Wyvill  canying  water  fer  a  ragged  girl,  and 
roasting  potatoes  for  her  grandmother,  an  old 
witch." 

"  Canying  water — and  roasting  potatoes  !*' 

exclaimed  Mrs.  Sewell  in  surprise. 
0  5 
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^^  Tes,  all !  And  a  capital  scene  was  not  it  ?'* 
said  Richard  appealing  to  Miss  Bailey. 

"  Yes,  very  good  indeed ! — the  poet  laureate 
roasting  potatoes !  You  cannot  think  how 
funny  he  looked  crouching  down  before  the 
fire.    And  then  Rosalind  crammed    the    old 


woman.^ 
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Is  this  true,  Mr.  Wyvill  ?"  asked  Mrs. 
Sewell. 

'^  Something  like  it/'  replied  Rupert  in  his 
usual  quiet  manner. 

*^  But  how  came  it  all  about?  Did  you  do 
it  for  a  bet  V 

^  It  is  a  long  story,  and  not  worth  telling/' 

<'  I  should  like  to  hear  it  nevertheless,''  said 
Mrs.  Denham. 

^*  I  will  tell  you  then,  my  dear  madam,  since 
WyviU  seems  little  inclined  to  speak,  from 
modesty  I  suppose  he  being  the  hero  of  the 
tale,"  answered  Edred  Cottrell.  *^  To  begin  at 
the  beginning  then— « I  know  you  like  a  relation 
to  be  circumstantial — as  we  were  crossing  the 
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'isUa  letter  was  placed  in  Wy^iirs  hand  with 

the  ifldmatioD  that  the  bearer  waited  for  an 

answer.    It  was  directed  in  a  pretty  feminine 

iund— of  course  such  missives  must  be  attended 

to—I  spare  his  blushes  and  say  no  more. 

'^  He  said  he  would  follow^  and  we  asked  no 
questions.  On  we  rambled  here  and  there, 
hither  and  thither,  backwards  and  forwards, 
through  your  beautiful  woods^  till  we  all  longed 
to  be  transformed  into  Dryads  and  Hamadr}'- 
ads,  shepherds  and  shepherdesses;  and  all 
sorts  of  ruralities.  At  last^  just  as  we  reached 
the  edge  of  the  steep  above  Hawthorn  Dell, 
what  should  we  see  but  a  little  girl  blubbering 
for  the  loss  of  her  pitcher,  which  had  fallen 
into  the  stream.  Some  persons  troubled  with 
a  superfluity  of  cleanliness  might  have  thought 
it  no  great  harm  had  she  fallen  in  herself,  and 
thus  endured  an  involuntary  washing — not  so  a 
poetical  person — dirt  and  rags  ace  undoubtedly 
picturesque.  Well,  whilst  this  picturesque 
child  was  blubbering  over  the  lost  pitcher,  who 
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should  come  bounding  down  the  glen  but  Wy- 
vill^  in  the  very  contrary  direction  to  that  in 
which  we  had  come^  now  I  think  of  it — I  sup- 
pose he  meant  to  follow  the  Irish  fashion  and 
overtake  us  by  meeting  us.  What  will  the 
poet  laureate  do  ?  was  the  general  speculation ; 
so  we  watched  his  movements  from  behind 
some  bushes.  He  stopped  and  listened  to  the 
child's  tale  of  romantic  misery*  Had  it  been 
an  older  and  fairer  damsel  he  would  doubtless 
have  plunged  into  the  stream  at  once,  but^ 
being  only  a  ragged  girl  with  a  pinched  mouth 
and  turn  up  nose^  he  set  to  work  more  philo- 
sophically, and  cut  a  stick  with  a  crook  at  the 
end  wherewith  he  fished  up  the  pitcher 
without  dimming  the  lustre  of  his  new  coat. 
Here  a  common-place  person  might  have 
ended  the  adventure — but  Rupert  WyviU  is 
an  uncommon-place  person — so  finding  that 
the  girl  tottered  beneath  the  weight  of  the 
pitcher,  which  he  had  filled  for  her,  he  even 
played  Aquarius  himself,  performing  the  office 
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^th  that  elegant  dot  and  go  one  motion,  with 

^e  other  arm  stuck  out  for  a  balance,  so  in- 

^^'iably  exhibited  by  water  carriers — as  thus  :*' 

^here  Edred  performed  the  dot  and  go  one 

lotion  he  had  described,  with  the  projecting 

^  OD  the  opposite  side  so  inimitably,  that 

even  Mrs*  Denham  was  iured  into  a  something 

l^ond  a  smile;    and    most    of   her  guests 

^Qghed  outright.    <'Thus  on  he  trudged,  the 

i^>^ed  child  trotting  close  by  his  side»  looking 

for  all  the  world  like  the  hero  of  a  moral  faiiy 

tale^  till  he  reached  a  hovel  moulded  out  of 

mud,  romantic  from  its  rudeness  and  ugliness 

quite  a  poetical  concern.    The  '  Open  Sesame' 

was  said — the  door  unclosed — then  closed  again, 

shutting  Aquarius  and  his  attendant  merchild 

from  our  view.    '  La  curumti  est  la  source  de 

fouks  les  coMwisances,*  as  the  copy  has  it ;  so 

on  rushed  the  party  down  the  steep  descent 

fike  a  herd  of  bufialoes  towards  the  cottage,  at 

the  window  of  which  as  many  as  could  find 

standing  room  stationed  themselves,  to  witness 
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the  conclusion  of  the  sorceries^  which  had  al- 
ready transformed  the  dignified  Rupert  Wjrvill^ 
the  poet  laureate  of  the  morning,  into  a  pitcher 
bearer ;  and  most  poetical  and  picturesque  was 
fhe  scene  that  met  our  view — quite  like  a  de- 
scription in  a  novel.  There  were  rugged  walls, 
and  nigged  floor — a  rude  table  with  two  legs 
and  a  half — a  stool  a  la  tripod — ^part  of  a  plate 
— three  quarters  of  a  cup,  and,  in  a  dark  corner, 
an  original  shaped  couch^  called  by  the  vulgar 
a  bed — not  French — not  English — but  after  a 
fashion  of  its  own — from  Fairy-land  no  doubt; 
and  on  it  an  aged  crone,  blear-eyed,  and  pallid, 
according  to  the  proper  novel  receipt,  who 
moaned  and  muttered,  and  waving  her  shrivel- 
led hands,  poured  forth  questions  and  lamenta- 
tions in  a  melodramatic  manner.  Besides  all 
this,  which  was  very  romantic,  there  was  a 
broad  open  fire-place  with  two  bricks  to  stand 
for  dogs ;  and  some  ashes  with  wet  sticks  above 
to  stand  for  a  fire ;  and  before  these  ashes  and 
wet  sticks  was  Rupert  Wyvill,  the  stately. 
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losophical  Rupert  Wyvill,  crouching  down 
puffing  away  like  the  bellows  iu  a  forge^  with 
cheeks  distended  like  a  trumpeting  cherub  in  a 
countiy  churchy  striving  to  create  a    flame^ 
wluch  he  found  a  more  difficult  task  in  wet 
vood,  than  in  gentle  woman^  the  latter  being 
l>yfar  the  most  inflammable  material  of  the 
two,    I  wish  you  could  have  seen  him^  Mrs. 
Denhwai;  it  was  better  than  a  christmas  pan- 
tomime.   Down  went  his  head  to  the  right  to 
bring  his  breath  to  bear  on  a  promising  ember. 
Puff!    Puff !    Puff!    The  wood  did  not  blaze, 
but  the  ashes  flew  up  into  his  mouthy  nose,  and 
eyes.    Then  came  a  sputtering  and  sneezing, 
and  coughing,  and  making  of  faces,  and  rub- 
bing of  eyes/'  continued  Edred,   acting  all  he 
described  with  admirable  exactness  and  hu- 
mour.   *^  A  less  persevering  spirit  would  have 
been  discouraged;  but  Rupert   Wyvill  never 
yields  to  circumstances,  so  down  went  the  head 
on  the  left  side.     Puff!    Puff!    Puff!    Then 
^me  the  same  sputtering,  and  rubbing  ;  and 
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then  down  went  his  head  just  in  the  middle* 
Puff!  Puff!  Puff!  And  the  artist's  skill  was 
rewarded^  for  a  tiny  flame^  like  a  serpent's 
tongue,  shot  up  through  the  hissing,  crackling 
sticks.  Here  the  old  crone  began  to  call  for 
something  to  drink,  and  fauJte  de  mieux^  the 
little  girl  prepared  to  give  her  grandmother — ^it 
has  always  been  a  grandmother  in  these  sort  of 
adventures,  from  Little  Red  Riding  Hood 
downwards — a  draught  of  water  from  the 
spring.  Wyvill  had  rescued  an  empty  pitcher 
carried  a  full  one — and  puffed  and  puffed  till 
he  had  raised  a  blaze ;  and  these  feats  would 
have  contented  an  unambitious  person — but 
Wyvill  was  desirous  of  proving  himself  an 
Admirable  Crichton,  capable  of  doing  all 
things;  so,  seeing  that  the  child's  hands 
shook,  he  took  the  heavy  pitcher  under  his  own 
command.  Down  poured  the  water  slap-dash, 
not  into  the  child's  cup,  but  into  Wyvill's 
boot,  who  was  startled  by  the  unexpected 
shower  bath  into  performing  two    or    three 
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aUrechats.  Some  doctors  maintain  that  you 
cannot  feel  hunger  and  thirst  at  the  same  time ; 
but  this  old  crone  is  evidence  against  them. 
No  sooner  had  she  drunk  than  she  wanted  to 
eat — she  was  hungry — starving-^had  touched 
nothing  but  three  turnips  for  the  last  week ; 
and  the  girl^  like  a  dutiful  grand-daughter^ 
confirmed  granny^s  assertion.  The  old  woman 
looked  wolfish— the  girl  looked  famished  —and 
Wyvill  the  very  model  of  sympathy.  Had 
they  nothing  in  the  house?  The  girl  dragged 
out  some  potatoes-^stolen  she  admitted — and 
Wjrvill  poked  them  into  the  embers.  Whether 
she  tempted  him  to  overlook  the  guilt  of  theft> 
and  become  an  accessary  after  the  act,  by  offer- 
him  a  share  of  the  plunder^  I  cannot  say ;  but 
certain  it  is  that  he  uttered  none  of  those 
moral  aphorisms  on  the  occasion  for  which  he 
is  so  justly  celebrated^  but^  on  the  contrary^ 
in  such  haste  was  he  to  rule  the  roast  that  he 
burnt  his  fingers  in  the  attempt^  and  capered 
about  in  such  a  ludicrous  style^  wringing  his 
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hands^  and  making  ^ry  faces  that  Richard 
burst  into  a  boisterous  laugh^  and  thus^  by  be- 
traying our  proximity^  put  an  end  to  the  in- 
teresting scene.'^ 

''  Yes  it  was  an  interesting  scene  !  a  capital 
scene !  and  you  have  hit  him  off  to  the  life !" 
cried  Richard,  indulging  in  a  second  hearty 
laugh  at  Edred's  admirable  representation  of  a 
persoi;!  capering  about  under  the  torture  of 
burnt  fingers. 

Nor  was  his  laugh  the  only  laugh ;  it  was 
echoed  by  most  of  the  party ;  even  Rosalind, 
though  highly  provoked,  could  not  quite  subdue 
a  smile,  and  Wyvill  himself  joined  in  the 
general  mirth,  Mr.  Adnam  was  the  only 
person  who  muntained  a  determined  gravity. 

'^  This  is  too  bad !"  he  exclaimed  indignant- 
ly. ''  Turning  humanity  into  ridicule.  Stop 
this  foolery,  Wyvill !  You  should  have  interfer- 
ed before." 

'*  Let  him  have  his  run,  my  dear  sir ;  Cottrell 
is  such  an  accomplished  story  teller  that  it 
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would  be  cruel  to  check  him  in  a  display  of  his 
talent.*' 

^Have  I  said  anything  but  the  truth?*' 
questioned  Edred  with  unusual  sharpness^  ill 
pleased,  as  it  seemed^  with  the  remark,  though 
the  speaker's  tone  was  very  calm. 

^  A  mere  outline  is  scarcely  worth  looking 
at— all  know  that  it  is  the  colouring — ^the 
lights  and  shadows  thrown  over  that  outline 
which  give  it  force,  rendering  it  pleasing  or 
displeasing.  You  are  a  skilful  artist — colour 
highly ;  and  I  have  no  doubt  will  become  very 
popular/'  answered  Rupert  in  the  same  quiet 
tone. 

^  Rather  a  wretched  caricaturist  I  a  vile 
dauber,  only  suited  to  low  tastes  !'*  exclaimed 
Mr.  Adnam  fretfully.  '^  I  do  not  think  any- 
thing could  put  you  in  a  passion,  Wyvill,  since 
you  bear  this  folly,  and  worse  than  folly — 
malioe,  so  placidly." 

^  If  folly,  it  is  not  worthy  of   provoking 
passion." 
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''  But  if  malice  ?"  questioned  Mr.  Adnam 
looking  angrily  at  Edred. 

'^  I  defy  and  deqpise  it/'  replied  Rupert 
loftily. 

"  Psha,  Wyviil !  thai  is  one  of  your  high 
notions.    A  ^rasp,  mean  as  it  is,  can  sting.'' 

'*  And  may  be  crushed — trod  under  foot/' 
said  Wyviil  with  a  fSedcon  glance  at  Edred, 
but  yet  no  heat  of  tone. 

A  gust  of  passion  swept  across  Cottrell's 
features ; — it  was  gone,  and  had  left  no  trace ; 
— no  eyes  had  marked  it  but  Rosalind's  and 
Rupert's. 

"  I  hope  you  do  not  mean  to  call  me  a  wasp, 
Mr.  Adnam — a  troublesome,  busy,  stinging 
insect,"  said  Edred  with  a  good-humoured 
smile, 

'^  Yes,  I  do,''  replied  Mr.  Adnam  doggedly. 
'^  Your  tongue  is  like  a  wasp's  sting — ^you  can 
always  get  a  laugh  on  your  side ;  and  you  would 
jest  on  your  grandmother  to  do  that." 

''  I  never  heard  of  a  wasp's  getting  a  laugh 
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on  his  side,  aad  jesting  on  his  grandmother ; 
and  as  for  the  sting  of  my  tongue — Wyvill  did 
not  quarrel  with  what  I  said,  therefore  why 
should  you?" 

^^  Wyrill  is  growing  as  indolent  as  an  East 
Indian  Octogenarian/'  said  Mr.  Adnam  pet«- 
tishly. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Wyvill,  for  getting  you 
rebuked,''  observed  Edred  gaily. 

^'  Never  show  any  delicacy  on  that  point, 
but  follow  out  your  own  plans  without  think- 
ing of  me>^  replied  Wyvill  rather  signifi- 
cantly. 

^  That  is  another  of  your  lofty  notions.  You 
will  allow  yourself  to  be  crossed  in  all  your 
hopes,  and  learn  wisdom  when  too  late,''  cried 
Mr.  Adnam  in  vexation.  "  Why  not  check 
impertinence  at  once  ?" 

'^  Impertinence,  Mr.  Adnam !  I  hope  you 
do  not  mean  to  say  that  I  showed  impertinence 
to  Wyvill  in  my  relation;  I  thought  I  had 
painted  hb  heroism  and  humanity  in  glowing 
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colours,  and  if  you  had  not  stopped  me  I 
should  have  told  how  he  roasted  the  potatoes, 
and  peeled  the  potatoes,  and  helped  cram  the 
old  woman  and  child." 

"  What  do  you  call  that  but  impertinence  ?' 
asked  Mr.  Adnam,  the  more  provoked,  as  he 
saw  that  the  good-tempered  gaiety  of  his  adver- 
sary won  him  favor  with  all  his  hearers. 
'^  People  run  after  a  laugh  as  hens  after  a 
cackle." 

'^  Do  you  mean  to  call  mine  a  cock  and  buU 
story  ?  Laughing  is  wholesome :  laugh  and 
grow  fat  they  say.  Now  the  ladies  pronounce 
me  too  thin,  so  I  laugh  upon  principle,  or 
vanity — which  you  choose.'' 

^^  Had  the  woman  nothing  but  Mr.  WyvilPs 
roasted  potatoes  to  eat  ?''  asked  Mrs.  Denham ; 
not  to  judge  from  her  monotonous  tone  that 
she  took  an  interest  in  the  question,  but  simply 
because,  being  weary  of  Mr.  Adnam's  fretful- 
ness,  she  sought  to  turn  the  conversation. 

^^  Oh,  yes !    Rosalind    like   a    ministering 
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^8^1  S&^c  the  child  money  to  buy  bread ;  and 
mj  pockets  boasting  most  silver^  I  deposited  a 
farther  supply  with  a  neighbour  for  their  use. 
I  wish  you  could  have  seen  Ro8alind>  Mrs. 
Denhanoj  with  her  tecuful  eyes^  and  silver  tones 
10  fiill  of  pity^  soothing  that  wretched  old 
woman  into  hope  and  patience ;  and  then  giv- 
ing her  the  food  which  her  forethought  had 
provided,  with  such  touching  gientlenesR — such 
aoxious  attention.  Were  I  poet  or  painter  I 
would  depict  the  scene,  and  bequeath  it  to  pos- 
terity aa  a  reality  more  beautiful  than  the  most 
beautiful  of  fictions.'^ 

All  looked  amazed  at  this  change  of  tone^ 
this  sudden  burst  of  feeling  and  admiration ; 
and  none  more  so  than  Rosalind  herself  and 
Mr.  Adnam,  who  muttered  between  his  teeth — 
"  Then  the  fellow  can  feel." 

^  What  is  the  old  woman's  name  ?''  asked 
Mrs.  Denham,  making  no  remark  on  his  praise 
tKf  Rosalind. 
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'^  Hester  Darley,  I  think  her  neighbour 
said." 

'^  Her  son  is  reported  to  be  one  of  the  worst 
characters  in  the  county ;  and  the  mother  is 
supposed  to  uphold  him  in  his  wickedness. 
There  is  a  warrant  out  against  him  now  for 
stealing  my  wood;  and  he  has  more  of  my 
game  than  I  have/'  remarked  Mrs.  Denham. 

*'  Indeed !  I  would  not  have  left  her  any 
money  if  I  had  known  that/'  cried  Edred 
quickly. 

*'  I  will  repay  you,"  observed  Rosalind  with 
equal  quickness. 

'^  I  am  sure  you  would  not  encourage  any 
one  that  has  behaved  ill  to  Mrs.  Denham/' 
said  Mrs.  Sewell,  with  a  warning  frown  to 
Rosalind,  which  warning  frown  was,  as  usual, 
unheeded  by  her  for  whose  guidance  it  was 
intended. 

^'  And  I  am  sure  that  had  Mrs.Denham  been 
present  she  would  have  forgotten  the  woman's 
guilt — thought  only  of  her  hunger,  and  left 
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fflonej  as  we  did^''  answered  Rosalind  warm- 

^I  always  make  maDy  enquiries  before  I 
judge  or  give,''  observed  Mrs.  Denham  with 
more  than  her  wonted  coldness. 

^  So  much  for  Mrs.  Denham's  warm  heart !" 
thooght  Rosalind,  looking  as  indignant  as  she 
fdty  though  she  merely  said, ''  I  could  not  stay 
to  judge  a  starving  woman.'' 

^Ahl  my  dear,  you  are  young  and  hot« 
headed,  but  your  heart  is  in  the  right  place ; 
70a  always  mean  well,  and  will  learn  more 
pradence  in  time,''  observed  Mrs.  Sewell  in  a 
gnnd  fuss  at  Rosalind's  defiance,  as  she  termed 
it,  of  Mrs.  Denham,  who  made  no  reply  to  her 
last  remark,  but  turning  to  Miss  Highworth,  ex* 
pressed  a  hope  that  she  had  enjoyed  her  walk. 

^  1  could  not  do  otherwise,"  answered  that 
young  lady.  ^  The  grounds  are  very  beautiful, 
and  I  longed  for  a  horse  that  I  might  see  more 
of  them,  not  being  a  very  good  walker." 

^  There  is  a  lady's  horse  in  the  stable,  and 
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plenty  of  beaux  to  attend  you/'  said  Mrs. 
Denham^  turning  to  the  young  men. 

^  I  shall  have  great  pleasure  in  attending 
Miss  Highworth/*  observed  Terry  Weston, 
arranging  his  favorite  curl  as  he  spoke. 

"  By  the  bye,  talking  of  horses,  Wy  vill,  I 
have  bad  news  for  you/'  remarked  his  brother 
Richard.  ^^  You  will  have  that  bay  you  sold 
the  other  day  returned  on  your  hands — it  is 
dead  lame.  Cottrell  told  you  at  the  time  that 
it  was  not  sound." 

"  I  do  not  always  take  for  granted  what 
Cottrell  says,  but  judge  for  myself,'*  replied 
Wy  vill  carelessly. 

''  Richard's  information  comes  from  Todd*s 
man,  which  is  pretty  good  authority,"  remarked 
Edred  colouring. 

'^  Very  good  authority  as  to  his  master's 
dishonorable  intentions ;  but  not  as  to  the 
previous  unsoundness  of  the  horse." 

"  Oh,  I  cry  your  pardon !  that  is  only  my 
o\m  opinion.    But  it  is  a  pity  you  warranted 
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the  horse,  for  Bince  it  has  unluckily  fallen  lame 
the  day  after  the  sale,  malicious  people,  and  I 
am  sorry  to  say  that  there  are  such  in  the 
world,  may  make  ill-natured  remarks.'' 

"  They  may  do  as  they  please,  I  am  aware 
that  there  are  malicious  people  who  delight  in 
shmder,  but  my  character  stands  too  high  to  be 
touched  by  the  surmises  or  remarks  of  such.'' 

^  I  congratulate  you  on  having  such  a  charac- 
ter; I  would  not  subject  myself  to  what  may 
be  surmised  for  something." 

^  Possibly  not — Edred  Cottrell  and  Rupert 
Wyvill  are  not  the  same.*' 

£dred*s  eyes  flashed  fire,  but  his  words 
showed  no  token  of  anger. 

**  Oh,  no,  thank  goodness !  you  are  too 
stately  for  me ;  one  of  the  Ionic  order,  accor- 
ding to  rule;  whereas  I  am  of  the  whimsy 
order,  fancy  bred.  I  should  hush  up  the 
matter  if  I  were  you,  and  take  back  the  horse. 
I  daresay  with  a  little  firing  and  blistering  it 
will* sell  for  half  price,  or  do  for  a  common 
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haCiC.    It  is  not  pleasant  to  have  one's  honor 
called  in  question  in  a  case  of  warranty." 

'^  Certainly  not^  but  to  hush  up  the  matter 
and  take  back  the  animal  would  be  an  admis- 
sion that  I  had  warranted  as  sounds  what  was 
in  truth  unsound*  Young  Todd  got  tipsy  the 
night  of  the  fair,  and  lamed  his  horse  by  taking 
a  desperate  leap,  which  he  would  never  have 
attempted  if  sober ;  and  now  has  the  impudence 
to  ask  me  to  take  it  back,  and  return  him  the 
money.  Had  I  known  his  character  he  should 
never  have  had  the  poor  creature — I  was 
assured  that  he  made  a  good  master.'' 

''  You  will  have  to  prove  this  in  a  court  of 
justice,  for  he  declares  the  case  shall  come  on 
at  the  ensuing  assizes,  unless  you  compromise 
the  matter  before." 

'*  I  will  make  no  compromise — ^he  has  had 
his  answer.^' 

"  Of  course  it  must  be  as  you  please,  Wyvill ; 
I  only  advise  you  for  your  own  good." 

''  I  appreciate  your  advice  as  it  deserves. 
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My  servant  and  others  can  prove  the  previous 
soundness;  and  there  was  a  witness  of  the 
leap." 

^^As  70U  please^  I  have  a  dread  of  law — ^its 
tedioosness — its  uncertainty — its  expense/'  said 
Edred  shrugging  his  shoulders.  ^^  Rosalind 
shall  I  pick  you  a  nosegay  y^ 

"  Thank  you,  I  have  one/^  answered  his 
cousin. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


*^  What  a  lovely  day  1  We  sball  have  a  delight^- 
ful  walk  to  the  dell,  said  Rosalind,  taking  her 
brother's  arm  soon  after  breakfast  on  the  suc«* 
needing  morning. 

"  I  doubt  whether  it  would  not  be  wise  in 
you  to  give  up  your  intention  of  seeing  Hester 
Darley.  Mrs.  Denham  may  not  be  pleased 
at  your  visit,^  replied  Michael. 

'^  I  would  not  let  a  fellow  creature  starve  for 
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ten  Mrs.  Denhamsj  even  though  that  fellow 
creature  should  be  loaded  with  guilty''  said 
Rosalind  warmly. 

'^  No — not  starve — jou,  can  send  her  monej 
without  saying  from  whom.  You  heard  what 
Mrs.  Denham  said.'' 

"  I  am  not  going  to  maintain  the  innocence  of 
poaching,  or  defend  crime  of  any  sort^  but  that 
poor  old  creature  with  her  waning  intellect 
should  not  be  harshly  judged;  and  what  I 
dare  to  do  I  dare  avow.  I  will  go  to  the  cottage, 
but  go  alone.  I  can  never  be  Mrs.  Denham's 
heir — ^you  may;  and  therefore  shall  not  lose 
your  chance  by  a  compliance  with  my  wishes.'* 
^  It  is  a  pity,  Rosalind,  as  Mrs.  Sewell  says, 
that  you  do  not  pay  more  attention  to  Mrs* 
Denham." 

^  It  is  a  pity,  Michael,  that  Mrs.  Sewell  has 
not  as  much  wisdom  as  good-nature,  in  which 
case  she  would  not  have  sickened  Mrs.  Denham 
with  my  praises  on  my  first  arrival,  and  com« 
pelled  to  a  fine  of  conduct  that  shotdd  prove 
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Be  DO  flervik  flatterex'^^iio  needy  time — server. 
Butdonot]etu$t«lk«fiU%dearM]di«el;  I 
kave  doDe^mll^ip  notluJig  to  mar  your  hopes^ 
so  just  come  with  me  19  tbe  lake»  where  you 
will  find  water  Ulliai  for  Mario^  and  then  I  will 
proceed  done — o»ly  don^t  ecoUl»  for  I  am  not 
iatpirits  thia  morftingy  lovely  ts  it  is." 

''And  what  cause  am  you  have  to  be  out 
of  9irit8?  You  were  gay  enough  yesterday 
e^esin^  and  if  man's  homage  can  make 
womsn  happy  £dfed  Cottrel  was  sufficiently 
<Ievoted  to  ensure  your  bliss.  He  never  left 
jour  side^  talking  away  the  whole  time  at  the 
me  of  thirty  knots  sn  baur." 

"  Tidkii^ !  ohj  yesl  he  talked  Plough.*' 

''WeB^  and  what  would  you  have  more? 
Are  you  vexed  beeauae  Terry  Weston  has 
tnmalerred  his  attentions  to  Miss  Higfaworth  ?^ 

"Perhaps  yes^-^eihaps  no.  There  is  no 
accounting  for  young  ladies'  fancies.^ 

'^  So  it  seems.  Do  you  want  two  strings 
to  your  bow?    If  so  it  is  my  belief  that  you 
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might  make  Wyvill  useful^  though  he  sat  apaK 
and  never  spoke  to  you  yesterday  evening." 

"  I  have  no  desire  to  make  Mr.  Wyvill 
useful/'  replied  Rosalind  loftily.  *'  But  what 
is  the  matter  with  you  this  mornings  Mike? 
for  you  too  are  out  of  spirits^  and  a  little  bitter, 
which  I  never  knew  you  before.  Have  young 
gentlemen  fancies  as  well  as  young  ladies  ?" 

'^  You  judge  so  because  I  do  not  talk  non- 
sense like  Cottrell.  That  is  always  the  way 
with  you  girls ;  when  you  get  in  love  with  one 
man^  all  others  seem  tame  and  insipid  be-> 
cause  they  do  not  flatter  like  the  one  beloved.*' 

'^I  will  not  be  put  off  in  this  way,  Michael; 
something  presses  on  your  mind.  Why  not  tell 
me?  There  was  a  time  when  you  told  me 
every  thing.  What  have  I  done  to  forfeit  your 
confidence?"  asked  Rosalind  affectionately, 
bending  forward  as  she  hung  on  his  arm  to  look 
into  his  face. 

"Nonsense  !*' — replied  Michael  turning  away. 

'^  No  nonsense,  dear  Mike.    Do  you  love  me 
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less  that  you  will  not  trust  me  with  your 
sorrow  T* 

^  1  have  no  sorrow^"  said  her  brother  in  a 
gentler  tone* 

"  No  sorrow  perhaps — ^but  some  trouble- 
some vexation.  You  cannotcheat  the  earof  affeo- 
tion  by  a  rough  denial.  Your  letter  this  morning 
contained  unpleasant  news  5 — I  saw  it  at  oncd 
— you  cannot  deceive  me.  Tell  me  all  as  you 
used  to  do  in  former  days." 

"  We  were  children  then,  Rosalind.  Young 
men  have  a  thousand  things  to  annoy  them, 
that  women  cannot  understand." 

''Then  let  us  be  children  still,  dear  Michael, 
in  this  at  least.  We  stand  alone,  and  should  be 
all  and  every  thing  to  each  other.  I  have  no 
second  brother — you  no  second  sister — let  no 
worldly  anxieties  disturb  our  afibction — no 
differing  interests  disunite  us.  Turn  not  away 
—I  must — will  know." 

''  I  tell  you^    Rosalind  ;    there  are    many 
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things  that  you  caonot  understand ;  and  that 
would  pain  you  if  you  could.^ 

^'What  do  you  mean?*'  asked  RosaKnd 
anxiously^  alarmed  at  his  words. 

^  Nothing  to  make  you  turn  so  deadly  pale^ 
but  that  is  always  the  way  with  you  women ; 
like  Bluebeard's  wife^  you  will  know  every 
thing,  and  then  are  frightened  out  of  your  senses 
at  the  knowledge  gained/' 

''Poor  Fatima  learnt  enough  to  frighten 
her ;  but  you  are  not  Bluebeard^  and  have  no 
secrets  like  the  blue  chamber  to  conceal,  so 
please  to  defer  your  censures  on  women  to  a 
more  fitting  time,  and  tell  me  what  vexes  you. 
I  must  know  the  worst  now,  let  it  be  what  it 
will.'' 

''  So  I  perceive;  for  you  are  pale  as  a  lily, 
and  would  shake  like  an  aspen  if  your  high 
resolution  did  not  control  your  natural  impulse. 
You  are  a  strange  girl,  Rosalind^  a  veiy 
strange  one  ^-HM>  loving,  yet  so  resohite.." 


WHO   SHALL  BE  HSIR?  7 

'Never  heed  my  strangeness^  but  tell  me» 
Michael; — I  cannot  bear  this  suspense/^ 

^  Well  tben^  since  you  will  hear-*biit  it  is 
no  such  great  mattesr^the  letter  is  from  a  duni 
who  thieatena  arrest  if  I  do  not  pay  his  bill/^ 

^  Arrest !  What  would  my  mother  say  ? 
What  would  Mrs.  Denham  say  ?'* 

^Ay  there  is  the  mischief!  I  should  lose 
her  fitvor  entirely  if  she  knew  it^  for  only 
jeaterday  she  treated  Wyvill  and  myself  withj 
for  her^  a  long  harangue  touchiog  the  sinfulness 
of  young  men'k  running  in  debt.  Vastly  fine 
m  her  to  be  sure^  with  her  large  fortune! 
What  should  she  know  of  our  temptations  to 
ipend  beyond  our  incomes  ?'^ 

»Ia  Mn  Wyvill  in  debt  then?*'  asked 
Rosalind. 

'*  He  in  debt  ?    Oh,  no  !  Cottrell  says  ha  is 
a  lew— -i^  miser  ;^^saving  money  instead  of 
ipending  it,'* 
^'  Edred  CottreU  will  say  any  thing  to  raise 
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a  laugh ; — yoa  must  not  believe  all  he 
asserts.** 

'^  Perhaps  not,  but  it  cannot  matter  to  you, 
whether  Wyvill  is  miser  or  spendthrift ;  nor  to 
me  either  if  we  come  to  that,  for  he  would  not 
lend  me  money  I  suppose,  though  Cottrell  says 
he  received  a  large  supply  the  other  day.*' 

^'  Perhaps  he  would  for  a  week  or  so,  till  you 
could  repay  him/' 

'^  And  I  should  like  to  know  how  I  am  to 
repay  him,  Rosalind  ?  Tou  seem  to  think 
sometimes  that  I  am  made  of  money,''  said  her 
brother  pettishly. 

'^  But  you  could  procure  it  from  home." 

^'  Procure  it  fix>m  home  !  There,  Rosalind, 
that  is  just  what  I  said !  you  women  never 
understand  any  thing.  How  am  I  to  procure 
it  fix>m  home,  when  ic  is  as  much  as  my  father 
can  make  the  two  ends  meet  at  any  time.  Be- 
sides he  told  me  fairly  when  he  paid  my  last 
debts,  that,  in  justice  to  you,  he  could  do 
nothing  more  for  me." 


"Oh!  don't  let  hit 
ifthatiaall;  I  would 
money — 1  n-ould  inde 

"  And  you  be  left  s 

lind?" 

"  1  have  hands  and 
henhh  ;  awd  would  wi 
ipareyou  pain,   dear 

"  Yes  I  do  know 
lliat  I  were  half  as  ge 
joii  hai^e  not  mixed  ir 
one  gets  sadly  merccn 
a  wretch  aa  that  thoi 
sister." 

"  Not  rob,  dear  \ 
happy  by  seeing  you  i 

"Only  a  paltry  twc 
is  itnpudent,  and  de 
Ad  irrest  might  spc 
army  as  well  aa 
I  must  make  an  excui 
5   B. 
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see  the  fellow ;— he  may  be  penuaded  to  wait 
for  the  chance  of  my  being  Mrs.  Denham's 
heir." 

^^  But  should  that  hope  not  be  realised/^ 
said  Rosalind  doubtingly. 

'^  Then  I  must  be  off  for  Australia,  and  he 
may  get  paid  as  he  can.^ 

<<  You  could  save  the  money  if  he  gave  you 
time." 

'^  Save  the  money !  nonsense  I 

'*  SaT6  half  a  crown  out  of  sizpenoe  a  day — ^*' 

Why  I  cannot  live  upon  my  pay  and  allow- 
ance  as  it  is." 

**  Not  live  upon  it !  Do  you  owe  more  then?" 
asked  Rosalind  in  fresh  alarm. 

'*  A  trifle — a  mere  trifle** — he  said  slightingly 
anxious  to  calm  her  fears.  '^  If  I  could  get 
over  this  debt^  I  could  manage  the  rest." 

''  Oh  I  I  have  it !"  said  RosaHnd  joyfully. 
'^  Shame  on   me   not    to  think  of  it  before. 
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Thers  is  my  godmother^s  legacy — take  it^  dear 
Michael ;  I  am  so  glad  I  have  it.'* 

*^  iVnd  you  would  give  it  to  me,  Rosalind  ?— * 
your  Uttle  all  ?*' 

'^To  be  sure^  Michael;  and  only  grieve 
that  it  is  not  more/'' 

'^You  are  a  noble  creature,  Rosalind;  but 
you  shall  make  no  such  sacrifice  for  me.'' 

^Mt  will  be  no  sacrifice ;  seeing  you  happy, 
I  shall  be  happy  too.  I  cannot  bear  to  think 
of  your  being  in  debf 

^  Do  you  consider  it  such  a  horrible  thing 
then  to  be  in  debt  ?"  asked  her  brother  quickly* 

^  It  is  neither  just  nor  honorable  if  you  know 
that  you  cannot  pay;  but  you  will  pay.  I 
suppose  in  the  army^  there  come  expenses 
which  you  cannot  count  on/' 

**  To  be  sure,  Rosalind^that  is  just  it  Y* 
answered  Michael  hurriedly,  avoiding  her  look, 
for  he  feh  abashed  at  her  words* 

"  For  what  do  you  owe  this  man  ?'' 
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^  Far  horaes^  harness^  militarj  accoutrements 
and  other  things  that  you  could  not  under- 
stend/' 

^*  You  seem  to  hold  m  j  understanding  at  a 
very  k>w  rate/^  said  Rosalind  smiling. 

"  No,  my  merry  sister^  very  high  in  some 
things ;  but  you  do  not  pretend  to  a  knowledge 
of  horses,  harness,  nulitary  accoutrements,  and 
such  Uke.^' 

^^  Certainly  not,"  said  Rosalind  with  another 
smile,  little  suspecting  that  Michael's  reluctance 
to  name  the  items  of  the  bill  arose  from  a  con- 
sciousness that  those  items  vrould  convict  him 
of  insincerity  at  the  least ;  and  prove  him 
careless  and  extravagant  in  expenditure.  "  The 
plague  is,  that  if  I  were  to  accept  your  money 
— though  only  asaloan,mind — how  am  I  to  get 
at  it,  as  it  is  only  to  be  yours  oix  your  coming 
of  age,  or  marrying/' 

"  I  cannot  marry  to-day  or  topmorrow  to. 
please  even  you,  and  old  Father  Time  I  fear 
would  advance  none  the  quicker  for  all  my 
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entreaties;  but  surely  Mr^  Robson  will  let  you 
have  the  money  at  my  request." 

^  Heoould  not  do  itin  law^  being  trustee ;  and 
would  not  do  it  out  of  favor>  as  he  doea  not 
hold  me  in  very  high  estimation." 

^  Then  what  can  be  done  H^  asked  Rosalind 
in  dismay^ 

^'  Ab^  there  is  the  thing  f  I  fear  my  friends 
the  Jews  will  not  advance  me  any  more/' 

^  The  Jews !  good  Heavens^  Michael !  you  do 
not  mean  to  say  that  you  have  been  in  debt 
before,  and  applied  to  them  V* 

^  What  if  I  have  ?  It  is  no  more  than  many 
young  mea  in  my  situation  have  doae-T*and 
win  do/' 

^  Do  not  say  8o>  dear  Michael-^do  not  talk 
so  lightly.  What  would  my  noble  father  think, 
who  never  owed  a  shilling  ?  What  would  my 
gentle  mother  feel  if  she  knew  thia  of  her  son?^' 

'^  Come,  come,  Rosalind,  don't  weep ;  it 
wiU  spoil  your  eyes,  and  remember  to-day  you 
9ieet  the  Ridgeways..     I  must  have  you  look 
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your  best  to  charm  my  Colonel,  and  do  honor 
to  your  new  dress." 

**  That  new  dress !  I  cannot  go  to  the  Pear- 
sons— Ah,  Michael  how  could  you  give  it  me, 
knowing  yourself  to  be  in  debt  ?  I  will  never 
wear  it— I  have  no  spirits  for  company." 

''  Psha,  Rosalind  !  you  are  taking  this  too 
much  to  heart,"  said  her  brother ;  but  he  did 
not  say  it  in  anger  and  pressed  her  closer  to  him 
as  he  spoke,  ^^You  have  lived  in  seclusion, 
and  are  in  some  things  as  simple  as  a  child. 
Had  you  seen  more  of  the  world  you  would  not 
think  so  much  of  a  little  running  in  debt,  but 
know  that  every  body  does  iW 

'*  No,  no— not  every  body,  Michael." 

''Well  nearly  every  body  then.  The  ftct 
is ;  I  was  never  meant  for  a  poor  man.  I 
cannot  pinch  and  screw  as  some  can— I  do  not 
mean  to  run  in  debt,  but  somehow  or  other 
things  mount  up ;  and  then  there  comes  in  a 
long  bill  without  my  thinking  of  it.  People 
ask  me  to  go  hither  and  thither,  and  do  this 
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and  that^  and  one  cannot  say — no — it  seems 
so  strange  and  unsociable ;  and  I  have  not  a 
a  shilling  to  spare  for  these  parties,  so  no  won- 
der if  I  am  oat  at  elbows." 

^  Ah^  Michael  I  if  you  could  but  gain 
courage  to  say — no,  and  acknowledge  your 
poverty,  without  heeding  a  laugh !" 

^'  Ah,  Rose  I  but  that  is  just  what  I  cannot 
do — never  could.  It  is  not  in  my  nature  to  say 
— no;  you  should  have  been  the  man-— you 
have  so  much  more  firmness,  never  shrinking 
from  a  sneer  or  a  laugh.  But  I  shall  get  on 
very  well  I  daresay ; — some  men  get  on  by 
their  luck — now  I  have  great  luck  at  cards,  and 
have  often  won  small  sums — if  I  played  for 
larger  stakes  I  could  soon  clear  oif  this  paltry 
debt." 

^  Ton  would  not  turn  gambler !  You  would 
Hot  rob !  for  it  is  little  better  than  robbery  to 
play  £or  gain,''  cried  Rosalind  starting  in  alarm, 
and  looking  anxiously  into  his  face.  ^'Tou 
were  only  in  jest — say  that  you  were  only  in 
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jest.  Promise  not  to  gamble/'  she  continued, 
clinging  to  his  arm  and  raising  her  pleading 
eyes  to  his. 

^*  Do  not  look  in  that  way.  Rose,  I  cannot 
bear  that  earnest  gaze.  I  was  only  in  jest  — 
saying  what  others  say — what  I  might  do — but 
I  have  no  intention  of  doing  it,  so  stay  your 
tears,  my  own  dear  sister ;  or  let  me  kiss  them 
ofF,'^  he  added  tenderly.  "  There  now  let  me 
see  you  smile  again^-or  scold  if  you  will.  Any- 
thing but  that  sad,  sorrowful  look — I  cannot 
endure  its  gentle  reproach.  I  would  rather  have 
you  in  a  passion,  and  then  I  could  be  in  one 
too/' 

*'  In  a  passion  with  me,  Michael? — I  hope 
that  will  never  be/' 

"  It  never  can  be.  Rose  ;  you  are  too  gene- 
rous— too  affectionate  for  that ; — one  of  your 
pleading,  trusting  looks  would  disarm  the 
greatest  brute  alive  ;  that  is  if  you  loved  him, 
for  you  have  spirit  enough  for  anything  if  you 
did  not.*' 
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"Tou  cannot  doubt  my  love,"  said  Rosalind 
with  ,«e  of  those  very  looks  which  he  had 
dtclared  to  be  irresistible. 

"No,  Rosa,  I  can  never  doubt  that,  what- 
mr  .lie  1  may  learn  to  doubt.  So  smile  upon 
■e,fot  I  hate  tears  and  melaneholy  things— 
they  give  me  the  blues." 

Itaalmd  did  smile  upon  him  i  and  the 
brother  and  sister  walked  on  for  some  paces  in 
idence. 

••  Ut  ua  finish  this  unpleasant  discussion  at 
•nee,"  said  Rosalind.  "  If  I  sign  a  paper 
Slaking  over  to  you  two  hundred  pounds  of  my 
ligicy,  »ill  not  that  enable  you  to  satisfy  this 
importunate  creditor  }" 
"  I  am  a  wretch,  Rose,  to  think  of  taking 

it!" 
"No,  no:   that  is  a  settled  point.    Will  this 

suffice  ?* 

«  No,  that  -wUl  not  do,"  said  her  brother, 
shaking  hia  head  afUr  a  moment's  thought. 
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**  You  are  under  sge,  and  the  act  will  not  be 
valid  in  law.^ 

^  It  will  be  valid  in  honor/'  obeerved  Rosa* 
lind^  indignantly.  '^  Thej  cannot  suppose  I 
would  act  so  dishonestly  as  to  deny  my  own 
signature.'' 

'^  My  dear,  romantic,  high-minded  RosSf 
lind !  What  should  usurers  know  of  your 
lofty  prindj^  ?  They  are  used  to  chicanery, 
and  must  guard  against  it.'' 

'*  I  forgot  all  that,''  said  Rosalind  with  a  half 
smile  at  her  awn  sunpficity.  '^  Then  what  wiU 
you  do  ?*' 

''Take  a  few  hours  to  consider;  p^haps 
write — ^perhaps  go  to  the  man,  and  request  time^ 
though  I  would  rather  not  leave  Denham  just 
at  present,  lest  its  mistress  should  suspect  the 
truth  and  hold  me  in  less  favor ;  at  any  rate, 
nothing  need  be  done  till  to-morrow,  so  let  us 
enjoy  ourselves  till  then.  You  must  be  in  your 
best  looks  and  spirits  this  evening  for  I  have 


WHO    SHALL   BE   HBIB  ?  19 

spoken  of  my  sister  as  she  deserves,  and  have 
set  mj  heart  on  this  report  being  confirmed 
among  my  brother  officets  by  Colonel  Ridge  way 
and  his  son* 

"  Do  not  ask  me  to  go,  dear  Mike ;  I  should 
feel  too  anxious  and  dispirited  to  acquit  myself 
tolerably^  and  the  opinion  of  your  brother 
officers  can  matter  little/^ 

''Tbeopixuon  of  Colonel  Ridgeway  may 
Blatter  a  great  deal,  for  he  has  considerable 
interest,  and  might  exert  it  in  my  favor.  You 
will  find  his  lady  a  very  delightful  woman,  and 
his  son,  pleasant  and  gentlemanly.  Besides 
what  reason  could  you  assign  for  staying  at 
home?  You  would  not  tell  a  falsehood,  I 
know;  and  the  truth  would  injure  me  with 
Mrs.  Denham  and  the  Colonel,  for  he  is  par* 
ticular  about  his  officers  paying  their  debts, 
and  you  know  our  hostess  approved  of  your 
accepting  the  invitation,  though  she  has  not 
yet  called  on  the  Pearsons,  who  are  only  just 
come  into  the  neighbourhood.'' 
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u 


I  can  say  I  have  a  head-ache — that  will  be 
rue  I  am  sure.** 

"  And  yet  might  give  offence.  Mrs.  Ridge- 
way  has  expressed  a  wish  to  be  introduced  to 
you,  and  might  consider  the  head-ache  a  mere 
excuse.  You  will  go^  Rose^  for  my  sake ;  and 
exert  yourself  to  win  hearts  and  friends   for 


me.*' 


ft 


I  cannot  resist  you^  Mike ;  and  you  know 
that.  Perhaps  too  it  is  better  that  I  should  go 
— but  alas^  for  spirits  !'^ 

*^  Oh^  they  will  come  !  And  the  new  dress 
too — I  am  sure  you  will  look  so  well  in  it ;  and 
I  will  prepare  you  such  a  bouquet.  So  fare 
you  well^  sweet  Rose»  and  forget  all  that  we 
have  been  talking  about.  Nay^  never  shake 
your  head — it  will  all  go  right  I  daresay,  if  you 
do  not  fret.  There  is  a  kiss  to  make  you  gay, 
and  now  be  off." 

"  Rosalind's  step  was  slow  and  heavy  as  she 
proceeded  on  her  way,  for  the  late  conversation 
had   made  a  deep  impression   on  her  mind. 
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Even  her  strong  affection  for  her  only  brother 
could  not  blind  her  to  the  fact  that  he  was 
deficient  in  firmness — could  not  say^  no — could 
not  Tvithstand  temptation  or  ridicule — ^and 
worse,  she  feared,  had  no  longer  that  keen 
sense  of  honor — those  high  incorruptible 
principles  which  were  so  conspicuous  in  her 
father,  fie  was  generous^  good-tempered,  and 
indulgent  to  others ;  but  unhappily^  more  in- 
dulgent to  himself,  and  something  warped  from 
his  former  singleness  of  mind  by  his  intercourse 
with  worldly  men.  The  thought  was  painful 
— very  painful ;  and  Rosalind  strove  to  banish 
it.  "  She  was  judging  him  harshly — ^she  could 
not  calculate  on  the  force  of  temptation — she 
knew — could  know  nothing  of  the  trials  to 
which  he  was  subjected — young  men  spoke 
more  lightly  of  debts  than  they  really  thought ; 
— as  to  gambling,  that  was  mere  jest,  he  was 
still  true  at  heart  and  pure  in  mind/'  So 
thought — so  would  think  Rosalind.  She  judge 
him  harshly ! — she  loved  too  well  for  that* 
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At  any  rate^  there  was  no  use  in  dwelling  on 
the  subject^  so,  wiping  away  her  tears  and  clear- 
ing her  husky  Toice,  she  passed  on  her  way 
with  a  quicker  step,  trying  to  cheat  herself  into 
gaiety. 

The  door  of  the  hovel  was  half  open,  and 
Rosalind  entered  without  knocking.  l%ere 
lay  the  aged  crone  in  her  bed  as  she  had  Iain 
the  day  before ;  but  beside  that  bed  stood  a 
female  with  a  basket  on  her  arm.  There  was 
no  mistaking  that  formal,  upright  figure — it  was 
Mrs.  Denham. 

Rosalind  started  back  in  surprise ;  and  Mrs. 
Denham,  warned  of  her  presence  by  a  motion 
of  the  old  woman's  hand,  turned  full  upon 
her. 

'<  You  did  not  expect  to  find  me  here,'' 
observed  Mrs.  Denham,  widi,  as  Rosalind 
thought,  a  little — a  very  little  triumph  in  her 
tone,  as  if  enjoying  her  guest's  confusion. 

'^  I  did  not  indeed,"  answered  Rosriind  with 
a  feeling  of  self-reproach  at  having  misjudged 
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her  hosless  the  day  before,  for  the  old  woman's 
sttisfied  look  was  sufficient  proof  that  her 
fisitor  had  pnmded,  or  promised  to  provide 
for  her  wants. 

^  Where  is  your  brother  ?  I  thought  I  saw 
you  together  in  the  distance,  as  I  came 
iBthcr/' 

^^  I  left  him  at  the  lake  gathering  water  lillies 
or  Maria/'  answered  RosaKnd,  a  little  annoyed 
at  the  question  from  a  consciousness  of  the 
reason  why  Michael  had  not  accompanied  her 
further. 

^'  Is  he  to  wait  for  you  there?'' 

«Oh,noP 

^  Perhaps  he  guessed  your  destination,^ 
observed  Mo.  Dmh^m  with  more  keenness  in 
her  lode  than  Roaaiind  had  ever  before  re- 
nuurked* 

She  eoloured  at  the  observation,  and  fancy- 
ing that  her  hostess  saw  and  rejoiced  in  her 
coafasion— hesitated  a  moment — then  answered 
fiwiUiy. 


24  WHO    SHALL    BB   HBIR? 

'^  I  conclude  he  did,  as  I  had  spoken  of  my 
intention  some  time  before,  when  he  advised 
me  not  to  come,  but  leave  Hester  Darley  to 
your  care." 

''It  was  prudent  advice*    Why  did  you  not 

follow  it^'' 

"  Had  I  known  of  your  being  here,  Mrs. 
Denham,  I  might  have  done  so." 

''  You  thought  me  yesterday  insensible  to 
sufferings  Miss  Trevor :— you  judge  from  feeling 
rather  than  facts,  and  therefore  will  often  judge 
unjustly.  I  am  not  aware  of  having  permitted 
any  one  in  my  village  to  die  of  hunger,  though 
he  or  she  may  have  stolen  my  wood,  or  shot 
my  game.'* 

"  I  wronged  you,  Mrs.  Denham— I  judged 
too  harshly,"  said  Rosalind  frankly ;  and  had 
Mrs.  Denham's  manner  been  less  cold  and 
formal  her  apology  for  that  misjudgment  would 
have  been  more  cordial. 

"  Hasty  judgment  is  the  error  of  youth — I 
can  excuse  it ;    but  let  it  be  a  warning  for  the 
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future.  The  woman  and  child  shall  be  cared 
for^  so  you  need  feel  no  further  anxiety  on 
their  account.** 

*'  Thank  you !"  said  Rosalind  more  warmly, 
as  if  the  kindness  had  been  persouaL 

'^  Yes  ;  I  am  to  have  meat,  and  bread,  and 
beer,*'  cried  the  old  woman  in  a  tone  of  exulta- 
tion that  was  distressing,  counting  the  various 
gifts  on  her  shrivelled  fingers.  '^  Yes  all  these ! 
but  I  won*t  leave  the  cottage  though.  It  is 
mine — my  son  built  it ;  and  I  won^t  go — and 
I  won't  tell  where  he  is — they  shan't  make  me 
—and  I  won't  have  a  woman  here,  eating  up  all 
my  victuals-^no — no*" 

**  This  refers  to  my  wish  to  remove  her  where 
she  can  be  more  comfortable,  and  have  some 
one  besides  her  grand-daughter  to  wait  upon 
her,  but  she  is  obstinate  on  this  point.  I  wish 
you  would  persuade  her  to  consent  ta  the 
change — I  never  succeed  in  persuading  any 
one,"  said  Mrs.  Denhara,  and  there  was  some- 
thing sad  in  her  tone  as  she  uttered  the  last 
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words,  or  Rosalind  thought  so;  and  set  about 
her  task  with  more  alacrity  for  the  fancy. 

'^  This  lady  will  place  you  in  a  more  comfor- 
table cottage/'  she  said  approaching  the  old 
woman  and  bending  kindly  over  hen  ^'  The 
wind  comes  in  at  those  cracks,  and  will  give 
you  the  rheumatism.  Think  of  the  comfort  of 
a  nice  warm  house,  and  some  one  grown  up  to 
talk  to ;  and  then  yotur  grand-child  could  go  to 
school,  and  learn  to  read  and  work,  and  here- 
after she  would  be  able  to  read  the  bible  to  you 
in  the  long  winter  evenings,  and  mend  all  your 
clothes.  Vou  would  like  to  go  to  school, 
should  not  you  ?''  she  asked,  turning  to  the 
little  girl,  who  had  hitherto  stood  with  eyes 
fixed  on  the  floor,  in  evident  awe  of  Mrs. 
Denham. 

"  Yes,  very  much,**  answeried  the  timid 
child,  pressing  to  Rosalindas  side,  won  by  the 
sweetness  of  her  voice  and  manner. 

**  No  I  won't  go— I  will  stay  here*' — cried 
the  old  woman  doggedly.     ''  Little  Hester  can 
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ktveixxxkleaKDingiiext  year  when  I  am  gone 
to  jnyfiave,  andl  don't  want  any  one  to  talk 
or  TCsd  to  me.'' 

^  But  it  will  be  so  dull  and  cold  here  in  the 
winter^"  mntimiftrt  JSotaJind  peneveringlj. 

^  I  m&y  die  before  winter  ; — I  wont  go— I 
wen't  go  P'-^was  Hester  Darley'a  only  answer. 

Rosalind  pointed  out  the  hage  crack  at  the 
foot  of  die  bed. 

^  Let hier  fill  it  up!  I  won't  go— I  know  the 
dd  place,  and  I  won't  leave  it .; — young  fbUcs 
don't  know  how  we  old  people  like  what  we 
bave  been  used  to  many-A<lay." 

^Oh,  yesl  I  can  understood  that;  but  you 
iunre  only  been  here  foior  years." 

^  It  dont  matter— I  won't  go." 

'*  Bat  this  lady  wishes  it ;  and  consider  how 
kind  she  has  been." 

*'  Ay,  ay,  I  know  why  she  wants  it — ^but  I 

won't  go«-^he  shan't  catch  ihim.      She  has 

never  had  a  child — she  does  not  Jaiaw  what  a 

mother  feels.    She  would  hang  my  boy  if  she 
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could — I  know  she  would ;  and  all  for  brings 
ing  his  poor  old  mother  something  when  she 
Mas  starving.  The  rich  don't  feel  for  the  poor 
— I  won't  go — I  won't  tell,"  cried  the  o  Id  wo- 
man angrily,  passion  getting  the  better  of  her 
prudence.  ^^  The  curse  of  the  dying  upon 
those  who  would  wrong  the  old,  and  send 
them  childless  to  the  grave." 

Rosalind  glanced  at  Mrs.  Denham  to  mark 
the  effect  produced  by  this  violence.  Not  a 
trace  of  anger  was  to  be  seen ;  and  her  speech 
was  as  measured  as  before. 

'^  You  are  mistaken ;  I  only  seek  your  good 
in  w  ishing  to  remove  you  to  a  better  cottage." 

^*My  good — ^my  good! — nobody  seeks  my 
good.  What  do  the  rich  care  for  an  old  wo« 
man  like  me  ?  You  have  a  false  tongue — ^You 
would  seem  kind  to  the  mother  to  catch  the 
son ;  but  you  shan't  have  him  whilst  I  live,'' 
screamed  the  old  woman,  shaking  her  clenched 
hand  at  Mrs.  Denham. 

^^  Hush  !  hush !  you  are  mistaken ;  this  lady 
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only  wishes  to  serve  you/'  said  Rosalind  sooth- 
ingly. 

"And  who  are  you?'*  questioned  Hester 
Darley  peering  into  her  face*.  "  Oh  !  I  know 
you  now — you  were  here  yesterday,  and 
gave  me  bread  when  I  was  starving;  and 
you  spoke  kindly  too — very  kindly.  I  would 
thank  you;  and  there  was  some  one  else 
--I  would  thank  him  too;  but  I  don't 
mind  to-day  what  happened  yesterday.  You 
speak  softly — ^you  seem  good — don't  let  her 
take  me  away  !'*  she  pleaded  clasping  Rosa- 
find's  hand,  her  feelings  taking  a  new  turn  as 
her  feeble  body  sank  beneath  the  excitement  of 
her  late  passion.  ^  Promise  me  that  I  shall 
stay  here  till  I  die — it  will  not  be  long  first ; 
and  then  he  can  close  my  eyes.  He  is  not  far 
off," — she  added  in  a  hollow  whisper,  bending 
towards  Rosalind,  and  forgetting  that  Mrs. 
Denham  must  hear  her  words. 

^  Tell  her  she  shall  live  here  as  long  as  she 
Ukes ;  and  that  I   will  make  the  cottage  com- 
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fortable/'  said  Mrs.  Denham  in  a  low  voice  in 
answer  to  Rosalind's  appealing  look* 

Miss  Trevor  repeated  her  words  to  tbe  old 
woman  slowly  and  distinctly,  for  her  strength 
was  failing,  and  with  her  strength  her 
power  of  comprehension. 

'^  Stay  here  till  I  die — and  he  dose  my  eyes. 
Bless  you  !  God  blesses  when  the  poor  bless. 
And  that  woman — she  is  a  hard  woman ;  but 
she  keeps  her  word.  Meat — ^bread — tea — ^bcer*' 
— murmured  the  crone,  sinking  back  oa  the 
pillow  from  exhaustion. 

^  A  little  wine  will  revive  her/'  said  Mrs. 
Denham,  pouring  out  some  which  she  had  sent 
that  morning  into  the  broken  cup,  and  making 
a  motion  for  Rosalind  to  give  it. 

The  wine  did  revive  her;  but  as  she 
seemed  inclined  to  sleep  Mrs.  Denham  and 
Rosalind  left  the  cottage  after  the  former  had 
given  some  needful  directions  to  the  little  girl, 
and  promised  to  send  some  nourishing  broth 
and  other  things  in  the  course    of  the   day. 
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adding  —  '*  they  shall  be  here  before  five 
o'clock/^ 

Could  she  mean  by  this  to  intimate  that  the 
old  woman's  son  need  fear  no  interruption  from 
her  domestics  after  that  hour  ?  Rosalind  could 
not  tell — and  certainly  would  not  ask. 

She  haid  no  fancy  for  a  Uie-^t&e  with  Mrs. 
Denham^  but  as  that  lady  seemed  to  expect 
her  company  as  a  matter  of  course,  she  could 
not  very  well  hint  a  dislike  to  her  society,  or 
strike  into  another  path ;  so  on  they  lounged 
toft  a  time  in  silence,  which  was  at  last  broken 
by  her  hostess. 

'^Tou  are  a  good  pleader.  Miss  Trevor, 
though  you  did  not  prevail  with  that  wilful  wo- 
maUi,  Wer^  you  to  plead  thus  for  yourself, 
that  pleadii^g  would  be  irresistible  with  most 
people/' 

"  I  coU(ld  ^ot  plead  for  myself  as  I  can  plead 
for  another,"  answered  Rosalind  hurt  by  her 
companion's  remark. 

^^  That  is  a  proud  reply.     Remember,  that 
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pride  was  the  sin  by  which  the  angels  fell^ 
There  is  a  medium  between  servility  and 
haughtiness." 

^^  There  is  a  medium  between  most  vices,  and 
that  is  virtue ;  but  it  is  difficult  to  find  the 
exact  mean/'  said  Rosalind  less  proudly, 
wondering  what  were  her  companion's  thoughts. 

"  It  requires  a  cool  judgment  to  find  it,  and 
youth  is  generally  hot  and  impatient/' 

"  Youth  is  a  sin  that  one  mends  of  every 
day ;  and  if  age  bring  wisdom  as  well  as  cold- 
ness, we  may  all  hope  to  be  sages  at  last,"  said 
Rosalind  a  little  warmly. 

*^  There  may  be  coldness  without  wisdom — 
and  wisdom  without  coldness,  Miss  Trevor.'' 

^^  Save  me  from  coldness,  and  I  will  com*- 
pound  to  be  a  simpleton  all  my  life,"  cried 
Rosalind  little  pleased  with  the  rebukiiig  tone 
of  the  last  remark. 

'^  You  are  judging  from  false  premises,  and 
thus  forming  a  false  judgment ;  but  it  would 
be  useless  to  discuss  this  subject  further ;  youth 
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only  learns  from  experience.      Shall    we  go 
borne  by  the  lake,  and  rejoin  your  brother  ?'* 

"  I  am  ready  to  go  any  way  you  please,  Mrs. 
Denham  ;  but  there  is  little  chance  of  findincr 
Michael  at  the  lake**^ 
"  Was  he  not  to  wait  for  you  y* 
^  No  ;  he  knew  nothing  of  my  intended 
movements  save  that  I  was  going  to  tlie 
Qottage.'* 

Mrs.  Denham  took  the  path  by  the  lake 
without  further  question ;  and  there  was 
another  silence,  which  she  was  again  the  first 
to  break. 

^^  That  old  woman  appeared  to  cotmt  on  tlie 
presence  of  her  son,  yet  I  was  informed  that  he 
had  left  the  neighbourhood*  He  risks  much 
IB  rematniag,  as  there  is  another  warrant  out 
against  him  for  a  second  offence." 

*^  In  that  case  his  risk  is  great  indeed,  for 
his  mother's  growing  imbecility  will  probably 
betray  him  to  his  enemies ;   and  one  less  gen^-v 
c  5 
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rous  than  yourself  may  act  on  her  imprudent 
words." 

'^  Do  you  mean  to  hint,  or  to  question  by 
that  remark  P*^  asked  Mrs.  Denham  vnth  a 
quickness  unusual  to  her,  and  which  for  the 
instant  confounded  her  companion. 

'^  Either — or  neither— or  both  ;  I  am  not 
quite ,  sure  which/'  she  answered  after  a 
mementos  hesitation.  •  '^  The  truth  is,  Mrs. 
Denham,"  she  added,  colouring,  yet  speaking 
with  her  accustomed  frankness,  "  I  am  such  a 
devoted  admirer  of  affection  in  all  classes,  and 
under  all  circumstances,  that  I  am  greatly 
interested  for  this  old  woman,  and  thence  for 
her  son.  She  says  much  that  she  should  not 
say,  and  there  is  at  times  a  wolfish  look  about 
her  which  is  fearful  to  meet ;  but  through  the 
ruin  of  her  intellect  gleams  love  for  her  child, 
shedding  an  almost  holy  light  over  the  wreck 
of  mind  and  body.  Strength  has  already 
departed — sense  is  fleeting  fast ;  but  affection 
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lingers  still  as  strong—  89  puie  as  ever.  She 
would  starve  rather  than  tell  where  her  son 
abides;  and  yet  she  knows  what  hunger  is^ 
and  craves  after  food,  with  animal  voracity. 
And  her  son — surely  he  cannot  be  quite  depra-* 
ved;*>he  must  have  some  good  feelings  Ieft>  or 
his  mother  would  not  dote  upon  him  as  she 
doea;  nor  would  he  risk  his  liberty,  perhaps 
his  life,  to  linger  near  her," 

^  Tou  plead  eloquently.  Miss  Trevor,  as  I 
vtmarked  before;  but  your  judgment,  as  I  also 
observed,  is  founded  on  feeling,  not  fact.  I 
have  heard  no  good  of  Stephen  Darley,  but 
much  evil ;  yet  I  will  agree  with  you  in  hoping 
that  he  is  not  utterly  depraved.  A  good  son 
gives  a  promise  of  better  things  than  are  told 
of  him.'* 

^  Then  you  wiU  not  enforce  the  warrant 
against  him,  but  give  him  time  and  opportunity 
ibr  repentance,''  said  Rosalind  eagerly. 

"  I  must  enquire  further  before  I  decide ; 
food  mothers  will  sometimes  dote  on  the  most 
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worthless  children.  Besidesj  there  are  other 
charges  agaiast  him  made  by  those  who  wo\i)d 
show  him  no  favor ;  and  I  do  not  know^  having 
pHTOCured  the  warrant,  how  I  can  consistently 
interfere  to  prevent  its  execution.'' 

Rosalind  was  silent — checked  by  this  chilling 
reply  ;  and  after  a  short  pause  Mrs.  Denham 
coptiauedj  but  her  observation  seemed  address- 
ed more  to  hersdf  than  her  companion. 

^  Constant  afTection  is  a  beautiful — a  blessed 
thing  !  but  there  are  few^  whp  enjoy  it — few 
who  can  feel  it.f* 

^  I  trust  there  are  many,^  said  Rosalind 
hopefully,  struck  with  her  companion's  tone. 

"  You  are  young,  Miss  Trevor ;  you  know 
nothing  of  the  world — you  have  yet  to  learn 
how  falsehood  wears  the  semblance  of  truth/' 
replied  Mrs.  Denham,  and  Rosalind  saw  that 
the  calm  smooth  brow  was  slightly  contracted. 
"  But  that  woman  did  not  feign — she  is  to  be 
envied — she  has  a  son  to  love,  who  loves  her,'' 
she     added,     then     encountering    Rosalind's 
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wondering  look^  she  remarked  abruptly^  ^  But 
here  is  the  lake  and  your  brother  not  near^  so 
joa  must  be  contented  with  me  as  your  sole 
companion  till  we  reach  the  house.  I  think 
jou  hare  taken  a  sketch  of  this  lake.^^ 

**  I  have  taken  two." 

^  I  should  like  to  see  them/' 

'^  I  am  very  sorry^  but  I  sent  them  to  my 
mother  only  yesterday.  She  has  often  describ- 
ed it  to  me  as  one  of  her  favorite  haunts  in 
childhood^  as  well  as  later  years^  and  expressed 
a  wish  for  a  sketch.'* 

^  I  thought  the  beauties  of  Ivy  Cottage^  and 
the  happiness  of  her  married  life  had  banished 
all  these  early  remembrances/'  observed  Mrs. 
Denham  with  her  wonted  coldness,  mingled, 
Rosalind  fancied,  with  a  little  sarcasm. 

'^  My  mother  is  constant  in  her  affections  : 
she  has  not  forgotten  the  friend  of  her  youth, 
and  the  scenes  whiere  they  wandered  together 
hand  in  hand/' 
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'^  Tou    have    a    lively    imagination    Miss 
Trevor ;  and  construct  emphatic  sentences." 

''  I  have  a  warm  heart,  madam,  and  perhaps 
imprudently  follow  its  dictates/' 

*^  lliere  are  persons  who  boast  of  a  warm 
heart,  as  if  they  considered  it  an  excuse  for 
every  frailty  under  the  sun ;  reason  is  a  safer 
guide — ^but  we  were  discussing  landscapes  not 
morals.  From  whence  did  you  take  your 
sketch  ?•* 

Rosalind  pointed  out  the  spot  in  silence. 

^'  I  prefer  the  view  from  the  other  side/'  re- 
marked Mrs.  Denham  with  the  same  unru£9ed 
tone  as  if  she  had  not  observed  Rosalind's 
indignation  at  her  chilling  comments. 

"  I  perfectly  agree  with  you,  my  dear 
madam,"  said  Richard  Weston,  advancing  from 
a  diverging  path. 

^'  Before  you  know  the  merits  of  the  case," 
remarked  Mrs.  Denham  drily. 
^*  I  trust  to  your  judgment  on  all  points,''  he 


WHO    SHALL    BB   HEIR?  39 

repUed  with  the  complimentary  manner  which 
he  assamed  to  her,  and  to  no  one  else. 

As  for  Rosalind,  she  cared  nothing  for  his 
decision  against  her,  but  for  once,  his  presence 
was  tmly  welcome,  since  it  interrupted  the 
Ute-d^iSte  with  her  cold  blooded,  sententious 
hostess,  for  he  insisted  on  returning  with  them 
to  the  house,  though  Mrs.  Denham  advised  a 
continuation  of  his  walk  with  an  earnestness 
that  evinced  no  wish  for  his  company. 

"  Where  have  you  three  been  roaming  ?*' 
enquired  Edred,  joining  them  on  the  lawn. 

^  I  found  Mrs.  Denham  and  Rosalind  senti- 
mentalising by  the  lake,'^  replied  Richard 
Weston. 

^  I  wish  I  had  been  of  the  party,  for  I  am 
in  a  sentimental  mood  this  morning.'^ 

*^  Then  I  am  very  glad  that  you  were  not  of 
the  party,  for  I  detest  sentiment,  and  never 
encourage  it  in  myself  or  others,'^  said  Mrs. 
Denham  with  unusual  energy. 

^^  Where   did  you  fall  in  with  Mrs.  Den- 
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ham  ?"  asked  Michael,  who  wa^  also  saunter- 
ing on  the  lawn,  taking  h»  sister  aside  under 
the  pretext  of  showing  her  a  Jlower. 

**  I  suppose  you  mean  where  did  I  fall  out 
with  her.    At  Hester  Darley's  cottage." 

«  You  did  ?     That  was  unlucky." 

'^  Only  in  so  far  as  it  compelled  me  to  walk 
back  with  her ;  and  I  would  sooner  have  endured 
a  tite'd't^te  with  a  Chinese  Mandarin.  I  made 
her  clearly  understand  that  you  had  protested 
against  my  going/' 

^^  You  do  not  seem  to  have  got  on  well  with 
her." 

"  Get  on  ! — i  wish  1  could  get  off," 

^^  Do  you  mean  that  you  desire  to  go  back 
to  Ivy  Cottage  immediately  ?^ 

^^  Perhapa  not  exactly ;  having  been  here  at 
the  commencement  of  the  drama,  I  have 
become  rather  interested  in  the  performance, 
and  would  wait  to  witness  its  conclusion." 

"  Interested  in  the  performance,,  or  the  per* 
formers,  Rosalind  V* 
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**  Both.  Are  not  you  one  of  the  per- 
formers ?" 

^'  Ayj  and  Edred  Cottrell  too^  fair  sister ;  and 
it  is  difficult  to  say  which  will  be  the  hero  of 
the  piece/^ 

^  You  are  certain  that  one  will  ?" 

"  Are  not  you,  Rosalind  ?" 

'^  I  am  certain  of  nothing  but  death,  the 
taxes  and  scandal/'  replied  his  sister  gaily. 

*^  I  comprehend  that  merry  answer,  Rosalind. 
There  is  one  point  on  which  young  ladies  con* 
sider  themselves  justified  in  using  evasions — if 
not  worse.  Well,  if  I  must  yield  the  prize  I 
would  rather  it  should  be  to  Edred  Cottrell 
than  to  any  other,  for  he  is  a  true  hearted, 
good-natured  fellow,  and  I  could  not  envy  you. 
Spare  your  blushes  and  protestations — they 
are  not  worth  wasting  on  a  brother ;  and  away 
with  that  gathering  frown,  for  I  have  good 
news  to  tell  you  ;— all  is  settled  about  that 
plaguy  debt." 

"Is  it?    I  am  delighted  r 
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I  see  you  are.  The  finest  diamond  is  not 
brighter  than  your  eyes  at  this  moment." 

^^  Keep  your  compliments  for  Maria,  brother^ 
and  tell  me  what  good  fai  y  has  helped  you  out 
of  your  difficulty." 

''  That  good  fairy  is  Edred  Lottrell— he  has 
lent  me  the  money /^ 

(<  Do  not  tell  me  so  ?'^  exclaimed  Rosalind, 
turning  deadly  pale,  then  flushing  a  deep 
crimson. 

^^  Why,  what  is  the  matter?  I  thought  you 
were  a  great  friend  of  Edred's,'^  observed  her 
brother,  laying  a  stress  on  the  word  friend* 

*'  I  would  not  have  had  him  know  of  this  debt 
on  any  account.  It  will  reach  Mrs.  Denham's 
ears  within  the  week,^  said  Rosalind  without 
making  any  comment  on  his  assertion  of  her 
friendship  for  Edred. 

''  Oh  1  no  it  won't ; — he  has  promised  the 
strictest  secreyV 

^'  He  may  promise,  but  you  should  knoi^ 
bow  he  keeps  secrets — and  such  a  secret!" 
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''  Pooh  !  pooh !  Rosalind  ;  you  think  no  one 
can  keep  a  secret  but  yourself;    I  know  what 

* 

you  mean.  You  fancy  that  he  will  let  it  out 
in  one  of  his  wild  moods  when  he  rattles  on 
like  mad ;  but  he  has  engaged  to  be  very  care- 
ful not  to  give  a  hint  to  any  one ;  and  I  am 
Bare  I  may  rely  upon  him,  so  don't  look  so 
fifightened.    Besides  it  is  done  now.** 

^^  Tea  it  is  done  !  But  how  came  it  done  ? 
You  never  glanced  at  such  an  expedient  whilst 
conversing  with  me/' 

''  No  such  a  thought  never  came  into  my 
head  till  Cottrell  put  it  there*  He  saw  me  in 
the  dumps,  as  he  said,  and  being  a  good- 
natured  fellow  asked  what  was  the  matter, 
ofiering  to  assist  me.  1  don't  know  how  ex- 
actly bat  somehow  or  other  he  got  at  the  truth, 
and  insisted  on  lending  me  the  two  hundred 
pounds,  thou^  he  is  not  over  rich  himself  just 
now ;  but  he  had  a  fellow  feeling  fin*  me,  he 
said,  having  known  at  one  time  what  it  was  to 
have  a  pinching  allowance  and  an  unpinching 
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disposition.  Having  mixed  in  the  world,  he 
understands  these  things,  and  does  not  count 
running  a  little  in  debt,  one  of  the  seven  deadly 
sins,  as  some  other  persons  do/' 

^^  It  is  a  pity  that  all  do  not  think  a  little 
more  seriously  of  these  things.  And  how  is 
Edred  to  be  repaid  ?" 

^^  Somehow  or  other,  one  of  these  days ; 
he  says  he  does  not  want  the  money  now. 
Don't  look  so  grave  and  moral.  Rose ;  it  does 
not  become  you.  Besides,  it  is  too  late  to  give 
me  a  lecture." 

'^  Too  late  indeed !"  said  his  sister  with  a 
sigh. 

'^  Yes  and  too  late  for  sighing  too.  You  are 
to  look  very  gay  and  bewitching  this  evening 
mind ;  and  I  am  going  to  coax  Mrs.  Denham 
out  of  one  of  her  camellias  for  your  hair.^ 

^^  No,  no  ;"  cried  Rosalind,  but  Michael  was 
already  standing  beside  his  hostess. 

**  Now,  my  dear  Mrs.  Denham,  I  must  beg  a 
favor.      You  know  that  we  are  to  meet  my 
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Colonel  and  his  lady  at  the  Pearson's  to-day, 
and  having  boasted  of  Rosalind's  beauty 
among  my  brother  officers,  I  am  anjdous  that 
she  should  look  very  well,  so  am  come  to 
make  love  to  you  for  a  white  camellia  to  adorn 
her  raven  tresses/' 

^'That  is  you  wish  her  to  be  the  toast  of  the 
mess/'  observed  Mrs.  Denham  drily. 

^  It  is  the  last  thing  that  I  desire/'  said 
Rosalind  quickly,  fancying  a  sarcasm  in  her 
hostess's  words. 

*^  None  would  dare  name  you  in  my  presence 
in  a  way  to  which  you  could  object ;  and  you 
should  know  that/'  remarked  Michael  vexed 
in  his  turn* 

*^  I  do  know  it,  dear  Mike,^'  said  Rosalind 
affectionately :  '*  but  your  friends  must  laugh 
at  your  brotherly  partiality ;  and  I  would  not 
be  even  an  innocent  accessary  to  their  jesting/' 

^'  I  am  too  fond  of  my  sister  to  mind  being 
laughed  at  on  account  of  my  regard  for  her,  so 
you  may  spare  yourself  that  anxiety,  Rosalind/' 


46  WHO   SHALL   BE    HEIR? 

^' MissTrevor  is  notlooking  well  this  morning; 
her  eyes  are  heavy^  and  she  has  a  shade  of  care 
which  may  militate  against  your  designs,"  re- 
marked Mrs.  Denhani)  turning  a  cold  yet 
observing  gaze  on  Rosalind. 

'^  She  has  been  talking  to  that  old  woman^  I 
suppose,  which  is  enough  to  make  any  one  so 
full  df  pity  as  my  sister  ugly  and  miserable ; 
but  see,  she  has  a  brilliant  colour  now,  which 
has  given  light  to  her  eyes,  and  with  the  help 
of  your  camellia,  take  my  word  for  it,  she  will 
be  enchanting,"  said  Michael,  to  save  Rosalind 
from  the  difficulty  of  accounting  for  her  heavy 
eyes. 

Mrs.  Denham  not  only  picked  the  best 
camellia  her  conservatory  afforded,  but  a  choice 
bouquet  besides  to  the  wonder  of  Rosalind, 
and  the  delight  of  her  brother,  who  began  to 
consider  her  by  no  means  such  an  awful  person 
as  some  imagined. 

''Well,  Rosalind,  you  deserve  the  camellia ; 
and  that  new  dress  too,"  exclaimed  Michael 
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TreTor^  encountering  his  sister  aS  ihe  descended 
the  stairs  dressed  for  the  dinner  party  at  the 
Pearsons.  ^'Is  she  not  the  verjr  quedi  bf 
beauty  y*  he  added  appealing  to  Wy vill,  who 
was  beside  hen  ^'  The  cheek  only  wanted  a 
Ktde  deeper  rose^  and  now  there  it  has  it. 
Don't  you  envy  me^  and  wish  that  she  were 
your  sister  ?^ 

^  No !''  answeied  Aupert  with  an  abruptness 
and  energy  that  deepened  the  damask  on  Rosa- 
End's  cheek  to  a  rich  carmine. 

^^What  do  you  mean?  Any  one  might 
be  proud  of  such  a  sister,'^  said  Michael  sharp- 
ly. ^  But  you  do  not  appreciate  her  as  she  de- 
serves—you are  a  cold  stoical  reasoner,  with  no 
taste  for  the  beautiful  in  mind  or  person :  your 
heart  never  beats  the  quicker  at  the  sight  of 
the  most  exquisite  loveUness." 

^'  Am  I  so  cold  and  stoical  ?''  questioned 
Rupert  Wyvin  with  sudden  fire,  his  short  lip 
quivering  with  emotion  as  he  spoke. 

'^  Not  at  this  moment !  you  are  the  very 
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personification  of  pkssion.     What  is  come  to 
you,  Wyvill  ? — there  is  no  making  you  out." 

'^  I  should  rather  say  there  was  no  taking 
him  in/'  said  Edred,  who  had  caught  the  last 
observation. 

"  I  leave  you  to  do  that,  Cottreli,  and  con- 
tent myself  with  taking  in  Rosalind  to  be  looked 
at/'  said  Michael  Trevor;  and  before  she  guess- 
ed his  purpose,  or  could  thwart  it,  her  brother 
had  whisked  her  into  Mrs.  Denham's  study, 
and  she  was  standing  before  that  lady  to  be 
criticised. 
^^Now,  Mrs.  Denham,  does  not  Rosalind  do 

credit  to  your  camellia,  as  1  said  she  woxxld  ? 
Has  she  not  thrown  it  among  her  raven  curls 

with  a  most  careless  and  becoming  touch  ? 

And  may  not  a  brother  be  excused  for  feeling 

proud  of  such  a  sister  ?" 
*^  Yes,  it  is  all  as  you  say,"  replied   Mrs. 

Denham  after  looking  at  Rosalind  for  a  minute 

through  her  spectacles.    '^  She  is  very  different 
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to  what  she  was  an  hour  ago.  Her  dress  too  is 
elegant  and  becoming.^ 

^  I  am  delighted  to  have  your  approval — 
I  must  boast — ^it  was  a  present  from  me^^' 

''  It  is  a  proof  of  your  taste ;  and  i  suppose 
I  must  add  brotherly  affection.  There  is  only 
that  one  curl  that  I  should  like  altered — 
bmught  a  little  lower." 

The  curl  was  brought  lower  as  she  desired, 
and  the  old  lady  not  only  expressed  her  appro^ 
bation  of  the  change,  but  sent  a  very  gracious 
message  to  the  Pearsons,  comprising  an  apology 
for  not  having  called,  on  account  of  a  lame 
carriage  horse ;  and  a  request  that  they  would 
waive  all  ceremony  and  with  the  Ridgeways 
fix  some  day  the  succeeding  week  to  dine  at 
Denham  Park. 

Michael's  spirits  rose  high  —  his  hopes 
rose  higher — and  as  he  handed  his  sister  across 
the  hall  to  the  carriage  his  tread  was  the  lordly 
tread  of  a  master. 

VOL.    II.  D 
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The  cat  has  not  such  sharp  claws  as  people 
sajr/^  he  whispered  to  Rosalind. 

^  Cats  can  sheathe  their  claws  when  they 
please,  and  pat  with  yelvet  paws,"  replied  his 
sister  in  as  low  a  voice. 

'^I  shall  take  care  of  number  one,  and 
secure  a  seat  next  Rosalind/'  said  Edred 
Cottrell,  who  with  WyviU  was  to  be  of  the 
party,  both  being  acquainted  with  young 
Kidgeway,  springing  into  his  place  as  he  qpoke. 

^^  Fair  play  is  a  jewel,  so  you  shall  sit  oppo- 
site to  her,"  said  the  laughing  Michael,  motion- 
ing Wyvill  to  get  in  next— a  motion  instantly 
acted  on. 

^'  So  that  is  your  notion  of  fistir  play  is  it, 
Trevor  ?  Always  sit  next  to  a  beautiful  woman 
with  a  mind,  opposite  to  one  without.'^ 

''That  may  be  very  weU  for  you,  CoCtrell, 
who  have  the  gift  of  the  gab ;  but  we  more 
silent  people  win  by  admiring  looks.'' 

*^  Gift  of  the  gab,  Trevor ! — eloquence  you 
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ffleaa— Mltuad  doqnence*    Pray  do  n^t  accuse 
me  of  any  thing  so  vulgar^  as  the  gift  of  the 

Michael  was  not  disappointed  in  the  effect 
he  expeeted  his  sifter  ta  pfodttce,  for  she  was 
admitted  bj  all  to^  be  not  oaly  the  most  lovely, 
but  also  the  siest  elegaat  and  pleasing  girl  in 
ttienieiii.  Her  monung^a  woes  were  forgot- 
tco,  or  laid  aside  for  that  evening ;  she  was  all 
aoimadoii  wkh  the  antmated— all  gentleness 
with  the  gentle ;  and  if  her  eyes  were  some- 
tioKs  fixed  on  the  ground  aa  though  she  dared 
not  raise  theoi,  the  beholder  could  scarcely  re- 
grtt  it,  the  shading  of  the  lashes  on  her  peachy 
chtek  gave  such  a  touching  softness  to  her 
features,  whilst  the  sudden  g^ctng- of  those  eyes 
was  as  a  rush  of  light.  Not  only  waa  Colonel 
Ridgeway  struck  with  her  foscinations,  but  his 
lady  and  son  were  still  more  enchanted,  and 
delighted  Michael  with  her  praises,  wUbt 
several  strangers  present  besieged  the  Pearsons 
for  introductions  to  their  lovely  guest,  so  that 

D  3 
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she  had  no  lack  of  partners  in  the  dance  which 
succeeded  the  dinner* 

There  seemed  some  spell  about  her  to  subdue 
all  hearts.  Old  and  young — male  and  female 
were  equally  fascinated;  and  even  Michael 
admitted  that  he  had  never  before  been  so  much 
struck  with  her  varying  loveliness^  and  wonder- 
ful powers  of  pleasing ;  now  gay  and  spirited 
— now  soft  and  subdued,  as  the  subjects  on 
which  she  was  conversing  touched  or  stirred 
her. 

And  what  was  this  spell?  Not  vanity  for 
she  appeared  perfectly  unconscious  of  the 
admiration  she  excited ; — her  pleasing  was  in- 
voluntary^ — ^not  the  effect  of  study.  Was  it  the 
spell  of  hope  ? — of  happiness  ?  Was  she  inspired 
by  Cottrell's  eloquence,  as  he  termed  it,  which 
had  flowed  almost  incessantly  during  the  drive, 
leaving  Wyvill  no  time  for  any  more  lengthened 
remark  than  a  brief  whisper  as  he  aided  inhand- 
ing  her  from  the  carriage,  or  only  by  a  desire 
to  please  her  brother  ?  We  ask  not— we  tell  not 
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I^t  others  analyze  a  sunbeam — ^we  would  bask  in 
it.— Enough  that  her  mood  seemed  bright  and 
luippy^  so  happj  that  she  could  not  even  quarrel 
with  Rupert  Wyvill  as  she  had  done  of  old,  when 
she  honored  him  with  her  hand.  Not  a  sharp 
word  was  exchanged  between  them — scarcely 
even  a  playful  raillery;  but  he  talked  more 
than  was  his  wont^  whilst  she  talked  less ; — ^he 
showed  no  trace  of  indolence — she  none  of  im 
patience.  His  falcon  eye  sparkled  and  flashed 
—his  speech  came  quick  and  powerful  as  the 
speech  of  one  who  is  pouring  forth  the  thoughts 
and  feelings  of  a  stirred  and  passionate  heart 
to  one  of  a  kindred  nature ;  and  she  listened 
the  while  with  a  deep  and  earnest  attention,  as 
one  who  felt  and  owned  the  speaker^s  power. 

^  Rosalind  has  inspired  even  Wyvill ;   I  had 

no  idea  he  could  talk  in  such  a  style  as  that," 

was  Michael's  thought  after  listening  for  some 

moments  to  an  enthusiastic  burst  full  of  the 

richest,  yet  most  apropriate  imagery  with  glory 

{or  its  text.      ^^No  wonder  that  Rosalind's 
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atteation  is  so  enchained^ it  is  just  the  thing 
to  enchant  her.^' 

Edred  might  have  thought  the  same,  and 
like  him,  wondering  at  Uosalind's  rapt  and 
blushing  interest,  have  listened  to  learn  its 
cause,  had  he  not  been  engaged  at  the  time  in 
another  room,  playing  the  pretty  to  a  fair  but 
exigeanie  damsel  who  clsumed  all  his  cares. 

It  was  very  late  before  Rosalind  left  the 
Pearsons  escorted  to  the  carriage  by  half  a 
dozen  attendant  beaux,  including  Colonel 
Sidgeway,  who,  his  lady  asserted,  had  not  only 
promised  to  use  his  influence  in  the  l»other^s 
favor,  but  had  offered  the  sister  a  commisaion 
if  she  would  enter  his  regiment,  an  offer  she 
added  in  which  she  cordially  joined,  and  which 
the  laughing  Rosalind  promised  to  take  into 
consideration. 

The  pariie  earrie  returned  in  position  as  they 
had  aixived  $  but  as  Rosalind,  pleading  fatigue, 
leant  back  in  the  carriage,  showing  no  inclina- 
tion to  encourage  Edred's  eloquence  by  listca- 
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ing,  he  sooq  sank  into  silence,  and  the  others 
followed  his  example,  thinking  or  sleeping  as 
the  case  might  be. 

^  Have  you  enjoyed  yourself?*'  asked  Mrs. 
Sewell,  appearing  at  her  door  in  her  dressing 
gown  as  Rosalind  passed. 

*'  So  much  !  I  was  so  happy,  Minny,  But 
you  must  not  stand  talking  here  ;  so  good 
nighty'^  cried  Rosalind,  kissing  her  old  friend 
on  both  cheeks,  and  then  tripping  lightly  along 
the  gallery. 
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CHAPTER  II. 


'^  Heigh  ho  !  what  a  thorough  wet  day. 
There  will  be  no  stirring  out/'  exclaimed  the 
yawning  Miss  Bailey^  on  the  second  morning 
after  the  dinner  at  the  Pearsons* 

Miss  Bailey  for  once  was  right — it  was  a 
thorough  wet  day,  leaving  no  hope  of  even  a 
stroll  on  the  terrace.  And  who  has  not  felt  the 
misery  of  a  wet  day  in  summer,  in  a  country 
house  with  a  large  party,  few  intellectual,  and 
some  unsociable  ?  I  say  in  summer  particularly 
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because  a  wet  day  is  considered  a    greater 
hardship  then  than  in  winter^  and  people  ex- 
pecting to  be  amused  without  doors^  are  less 
iQcIined  to  be  amused  within.    Besides  there 
is  no  fire  to  poke — ^no  dust  or  smoke  to  grumble 
at— no  hunting,  shooting,  coursing   oif  skat- 
ing, to  be  enjoyed  or  discussed — and  unless 
there  should  chance  to  be  a  cricket  match  in 
the  neighbourhood — what  can  the  young  gen-^ 
tlemen  possibly  converse  about? — unless  they 
chance  io  be  fishermen,  which  few  are,  and 
those  usually  quiet,  silent  persons  i  or  magi*- 
strates,  in  whieh  ease  they  may  discourse  on 
poor  laws  or  com  laws,  sessions  and  grand 
juries,  to  the  great  edification  of  the  ladies 
present.    Unhappily  there  chanced  to  be  nei- 
ther magistrates  nor  fishermen    at    Denham 
Park,  se  the  merits  of  laws  and  flies  remained 
unargued.    It  was  the  time  for  racing,  aiid. 
yaditing,  though  rather  early  for  either  ;   but 
unluckly  there  was  no  celebrated  raee  course 
nitliin  fifty  miles — no   anchorage  for  yachts, 
D    5 
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within  8ixty«  There  was  not  even  the  gentle- 
xnanly  resource  of  billiards,  for,  owing  to  some 
alterations  in  doors,  flues,  or  stoves,  then  per* 
forming,  the  table  could  not  be  used,  or  the  hall 
itself  employed  as  an  arena  for  le$  GraccM  or 
battledore.  So  the  gentlemen,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  Wyvill  who  sat  with  a  book  in  a  quiet 
comer  not  far  from  Rosalind,  yawned  and 
fretted — walked  to  one  window,  and  then  to 
another — debated  the  way  of  the  wind,  and  the 
age  of  the  moon — went  out  to  examine  the  state 
of  the  barometer  and  thermometer — returned 
to  yawn  still  louder — took  up  books — laid  them 
down — criticised  the  ladies'  work— pulled  about 
their  wools — ^unthreaded  their  needles — then 
sauntered  once  more  to  the  windows  with  their 
hands  in  their  pockets — wondered  bow  Mrs. 
Denham  could  be  so  tramontane  as  to  forbid 
cigars  under  any  roof  in  her  domain,  and  then 
struck  up  a  gaping  chorus  in  which,  not  to  be 
unjust,  it  must  be  admitted  that    the  ladies 
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ient  their  asststaioce^  only  half  smothering  their 
javin  vfith  their  bandlcerchiefs. 

Commend  me  to  a  wet  day  to  learn  the 
calibre  of  a  man's  miiul — the  stuff  of  which  he 
tt  made — his  powers  to  do  and  to  bear. 

Tet  it  most  be  allowed  that  a  wet,  aa  entire 
wet  day,  is  a  very  great  trial  to  man  or  womari^ 
and  as  Mrs.  Denfaam  aetcr  professed  to  enter- 
tain her  guests,  aod  Mr.  Aduam  and  Gottrell 
havmg  letters  to  write  could  cot  do  it  for  her, 
DO  wonder  that  they  felt  drowsy  and  dissatis* 
fied— ready  to  quarrel  with  themselves  or 
others* 

They  had  all  eatea  a  good  luncheon,  making: 
the  meal  as  long  as  they  could  to  pass  away 
the  time  that  hung  so  heavy  on  their  hands,^ 
but  they  could  not  well  prolong  it  beyond  skty 
minutes,  so  there  were  still  unhappily  some 
hours  to  be  disposed  of  before  dinner.  No 
wonder  therefore  that  Miss  Bailey  should  s^h 
deeply  when  announcing  that  it  was  a  thorough; 
wet  day^ 
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^  It  ifl  very  dull  \  I  d(m't  know  how  to 
amuse  myself/'  she  added  finding  that  no  one 
contradicted  her  assertion,  which  might  have 
afforded  some  hope  of  variety. 

'*  Suppose  you  fall  in  love>  that  being  the 
best  approved  and  most  fashionable  plan  for 
amusement  on  a  wet  di^,"  observed  Edred 
Cottrell,  as  he  folded  his  last  letter. 

^  I  leave  that  for  the  gentlemen/'  answered 
Miss  Bailey  smartly* 

''  I  intend  to  set  about  it  immediately.  Will 
you  be  my  partner  in  the  game,  cousin  Rosa- 
Knd?'* 

'^  Excuse  me ;  I  have  not  time,  being  most 
particularly  engaged  in  giving  black  eyes  to 
Mrs.  Sewell's  Mameluke — ^it  is  only  idle  persons 
who  fall  in  love." 

'^  Better  make  ks  yeux  doux  than  les  yeux 
notr^/'  said  Edred,  laughing  at  Rosalind's  reply 
which  had  caused  a  general  smile. 

''  I  do  not  know  that ;  the  former  may  cause 
more  evil  than  the  latter ; — ^the  serpent  that 
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glides^  is  aa  dangerous  as  the  tiger  that 
springs.'^ 

'^Tou  have  Dot  convinced  me,  fair  Rose, 
being  in  a  loverlike  humour.  I  will  leave  to 
others  ks  yeux  noirs,  only  accord  me  les  yeux 
douxP 

^'Tou  are  wrong;  and  not  over  gallant. 
Goulard  will  cure  ks  yeuxnairs — the  wounds 
from  les  yeux  dbux  are  not  always  so  easily 
healed/'  observed  Mr.  Adnam. 

^  I  would  run  the  risk/'  persisted  Eldred. 

'Light  spirits  cannot  suffer  long.'— 

'^  The  bee  sips  the  honey  then  flies  to  the 
rest,"  said  Mr.  Adnam. 

'^  Do  you  call  me'one  of  these  light  and  fickle 
spirits?'*  asked  Edred  in  pique,  addressing 
Rosalind. 

'^  It  was  not  my  remark ;  but  I  should  say 
wear  the  cap  if  it  fits — if  not  leave  it  to  others.'* 

*^  I  leave  it  to  others  then — it  does  not  fit 


me.*' 
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'^  You  have  not  told  us  what  we  shall  do  to 
amuse  ourselves,  and  evety  body  is  so  stupid 
this  morning;  even  you  have  not  said  a  single 
fiinny  thing/^  interposed  Miss  Bailey,  vexed 
that  Edred  should  talk  to  Rosalind  instead  of 
herselfr 

'^  I  never  say  anything  funny — it  is  vulgar  to 
be  funny.^' 

*^  La !  now,  how  can  you  talk  so  ?  you 
are  always  saying  funny  things.'^ 

*^  Clever  things  if  you  please,  Eliasabeth." 

"  Well  clever  things  if  you  will  have  it  so ; 
only  do  pray,  there  is  a  good  soul,  tell  us  some 
way  to  amuse  ourselves,  as  we  cannot  play 
billiards,  or  les  Graces,  or  battledore,  or  look 
over  the  odd  old  books  in  the  library •'' 

*'  Why  do  you  apply  to  me  ?  Am  I  a  fool  or 
a  mountebank  hired  to  furnish  entertainment 
for  the  company?  Why  don't  you  apply  to 
Wyvill." 

^^  Oh !  he  is  a  book  worm — there  is  no  get- 
ting any  fun  out  of  him." 
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Try  for  once.'* 

**  Mr.  Wyvill,  what  shall  we  do  to  amuse 
ourselves  ?^^  asked  Miss  Bailey  speaking  aloud. 

*'  Play  the  fooV'  replied  Rupert  gaily,  fling* 
ing  aside  his  book. 

**  Will  you  teach  us  then,  for  we  don't  know 
how,''  said  Miss  Bailey,  tittering  at  what  she 
conudered  wit. 

^'  Rrfsadily.  Who  enrols  himself  in  my 
company  V 

*'  What  to  do  ?"  asked  several 

'^  Play  the  fool — ^alias  act  charades/* 

'^  Put  me  down  for  one,  as  I  am  tired  of 
yawning,  and  being  yawned  at,  and  have  just 
given  the  Mameluke  his  black  eyes,"  said  Rosa- 
lind. 

*^  Oh !  yes  let  us  all  act  charades,"  cried  one 
and  all  of  the  young  people,  though  several 
added  immediately*  ^^  But  I  cannot  act  at  all 
—I  never  could— you  must  teach  us." 

^  We  will  teach  each  other  and  enact  pupils 
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turned  masters/'  answered  Rupert,  shakiag  off 
the  languor  which  stiB  at  times  opprest  him. 

'^  But  perhaps  Mrs.  Denham  might  not  like 
it/'  remarked  Maria,  who  was  daily  drilled  by 
her  mother  into  doing  nothing  contrary  to  Mrs. 
Denham's  wishes* 

^  Instead  of  having  any  objection,  I  will 
play  audience,"  said  Mrs.  Denham,  who  having 
just  entered  the  room  had  overheard  the 
observation.  '^  Tou  can  arrange  your  plots 
and  dress  in  the  little  library,  and  Gibson  shall 
bring  you  the  needful  paraphernalia  ; — ^there 
are  some  old  fashioned  garments  in  one  of  the 
wardrobes,  which  will  answer  your  purpose 
well.*' 

^^  It  will  be  capital  fun !"  exclaimed  Miss 
Bailey.  "Only  think  of  Rupert  Wyvill's 
having  suggested  an  amusement.'^ 

^'And  proposed  to  play  the  fool,'*  added 
Edred  sarcastically. 

Are  you  annoyed  at  my  usurping  your 
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office  }**  aaked  Rupert  gailj.  '^  Resiga  it  to 
me  but  for  one  brief  hour  ;  and  then  you  shall 
resume  it  at  your  pleasure/' 

^'  Oh !  you  will  be  of  the  party^  Edred — 
won't  you  ?  We  could  not  do  without  you/' 
said  Miss  Bailey^  who  would  fiua  have  had 
him  for  her  slave  could  she  have  accomplished 
it, 

^  Sages  must  condescend  to  fools  sometimes, 
and  I  would  not  spoil  your  amusement,  so  let 
us  adjourn  to  the  little  library  at  once/' 
answered  Edred  Cottrell  after  a  moment's 
hesitation,  banishing  the  frown  that  Rupert's 
words  had  caused,  and  speaking  as  if  he  were 
to  be  the  head  of  the  company  of  actors. 

^  Will  you  admit  an  old  man^  but  a  merry 
one  ?"  asked  Mr.  Adnam.  ^^  I  will  play  Scrub 
—or  footman ^or  Billy  Button— or  dumbie — 
or  a  nigger--or  a  cat — or  a  dog — or  any  thing 
to  be  usefuL" 

"  Admit  you  !-^to  be  sure  we  will ;  our 
party  would  be  nothing  without  you/'  replied 
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Rupert  before  Edred  could  speak.  ^  Tou 
shall  be  manager  and  maiire  de  ballet — with 
some  limitations/' 

The  tables  and  chairs  were  moved  back  so  as 
to  leave  a  space  for  the  actors — Mrs.  Denham 
and  her  elderly  guests  took  their  places  at  the 
upper  end  of  the  room  as  audience ;  and  the 
young  party^  increased  in  number  by  some 
visitors  who  merit  not  an  introduction,  depart- 
ed to  arrange  all  needful  preliminaries. 

These  preliminaries  are  apt  to  prove  awk- 
ward things  where  there  is  no  resolute  head  to 
decide  on  character,  tale,  and  costume ;  and  here 
there  was  no  resolute  head,  for  Edred  did  not 
choose  to  yield  that  station  to  Wyvill,  and 
Wy  vill,  having  proposed  the  charades,  did  not 
choose  to  yield  that  station  to  Edred,  so  all 
was  confusion  till  Mr.  Adnam,  in  accordance 
with  Rupert's  proposition,  was,  to  his  great 
delight,  invested  with  the  honors  of  manager, 
subject  however,  as  he  soon  found,  to  the  pro- 
testations, contradictions,  and  even  refusals  of 
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his  company.  To  free  himself  from  some 
portioa  of  his  difficulties  he  proposed  that  the 
word  should  be  decided  bj  lot ;  and  that  lot 
ffdUng  on  Michael  Trevor,  he  claimed  some 
share  in  the  distribution  of  the  parts  and 
arrangement  of  the  story,  whilst  the  sugges- 
tions of  Cottrell  and  Wyvili  who  had  acted 
before  were  allowed  oonsideral  ^e  weight  in  the 
deliberations.  Gibson  attended  with  cloaks, 
shawls,  scaifs,  veils,  antique  dresses,  arms,  &c. 
and  the  robing  commenced  amid  bursts  of 
laughter. 

At  length,  to  Mrs.  SewelPs  great  delight, 
who  had  been  very  impatient  for  the  com* 
mencement,  the  door  of  the  great  saloon  was 
thrown  open,  and  Michael  entered  leading  in 
Maria,  followed  by  Wyvili  doing  the  like  to 
Rosalind,  all  habited  as  well  as  their  means 
would  admit,  in  the  costume  of  a  by-gone  age. 
The  dresses  it  must  be  allowed  were  more  fan- 
ciful than  correct,  but  the  wearers  looked  well ; 
and  if  the  features  of  Rosalind  and  Rupert 
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were  less  perfect  in  form  than  those  of  Michael 
and  his  fair  ladyjt  they  were  far  more  intelligent 
and  expressive ;  and  there  was  a  glow  of  life 
and  energy  in  both  that  promised  spirited 
acting. 

The  four  advanced  to  the  centre  of  the  room, 
and  the  gentlemen  in  a  briefj  but  tolerably 
sustained  conversation,  gave  the  spectators  to 
understand  that  each  had  a  liking  for  his 
friend's  sister ;  and  that  it  was  their  purpose 
to  make  cross  ipatches  as  soon  as  possible,  and 
become  brothers-in-law,  as  in  affection.  The 
cruel  Baron  Von  Rudheim  having  been  refused 
by  the  Lady  Bertha,  represented  by  Rosalind, 
had  attacked  and  destroyed  through  treachery 
the  castles  of  her  brother^  Baron  Von  Nieben, 
and  her  betrothed  Count  Wilhelm  Von  Otten- 
berg,  the  latter  represented  by  Wyvill ;  and  com- 
pelled them  and  their  sisters  to  seek  safety  in 
flight  and  subsequent  obscurity.  Then  followed 
assertions  from  the  gentlemen  of  their  present 
hfippinessy  though  residing  in  hu^lble  cottages, 
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and  anticipations  of  StiU  greater  bliss  from  a 
union  with  thor  fair  enslavers,  the  latter  prind* 
pally  expatiated  on  by  Michael^  Rosalind  hay- 
ing protested ,  though  in  vain,  against  the  cross 
matches,  or  any  introduction  of  a  warmer  sen- 
timent than  friendship^ 

The  gentlemen  looked  vei^  tender— the 
ladies  very  blushing  and  proper — and  the 
whole  was  a  scene  of  perfect  feUcity,  but — 

"  .Vs  tbey  irare  ttt  glee,  and  a  merry  making," 

shrouded  figures  crept  stealthily  near — then 
came  a  signal  whistle,  and  several  fierce-look- 
ing men — all  the  males  that  could  be  mustered 
and  made  to  appear  as  ferocious  as  possible — 
rushed  in,  it  was  to  be  supposed  from  a  neigh- 
bouring wood,  and  seized  the  happy  quartett. 
The  lovers  of  course  would  have  made  a  des- 
perate resistance,  but,  being  unarmed  and  taken 
by  surprise,  were  soon  overpowered  by  num* 
hers,  and  the  whole  party  late  so  joyous,  after 
having  their  hands   bound    with    cords    and 
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handkerchiefs,  were  carried  off  by  their  hard- 
hearted aaaailants,  retainers  of  the  ruthless 
Baron  Von  Rudheim. 

In  the  second  scene^  the  captives  and  their 
captors  were  supposed  to  be  resting  on  their 
way  to  the  castle  of  Rudhieoi.  The  prisoners 
were  tof^ther^  seated  on  the  ground  and  look- 
ing very  miserable^  whilst  the  guards,  having 
drained  the  wine  cup  more  often  than  was 
prudent,  were  reclining  around — all  sleeping — 
some  snoring,  particularly  Richard  Weston, 
whose  snores,  like  those  of  the  giant  of  old  might 
have  called  down  a  rock  on  his  head  had  there 
been  any  above  it.  Presently  the  miserable 
captives  began  to  look  less  miserable,  and  when 
the  most  wakeful  of  their  guards  gttve^  like  his 
companions,  assurance  of  his  slumbering,  a 
gleam  of  hope  came  into  their  heavy  eyes,  and 
Rosalind,  who  appeared  to  have  been  less 
firmly  bound  than  the  others,  iRneeing  h^  own 
hands,  proceeded  with  silent  haste  to  free  the 
hands  of  her  friends.    One  by  one  they  glided 
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gently  past  their  unwatchful  guards,  and  had 
undiBOOvered  reached  the  last^  when  the  whole 
bandy  roused  by  Michael's  stumbling,  starting 
up,  rushed  with  fierce  looks  upon  their  captives, 
who  after  a  short  resistance  were  again  nearly 
secured,  when  the  singing  of  peasants  was 
heard  in  the  distance,  and  one  or  two  made 
their  a{q)earance  at  the  door,  who  by  lookiug 
back,  and  making  signs,  conveyed  the  idea  that 
there  were  many  standing  near.  To  these 
imagined  many  Rupert  WyvOl  addressed 
himself,  calling  on  them  to  rescue  his  com- 
panions, and  throw  off  the  galling  yoke  of  the 
cruel  Baron,  alike  his  oppressor  and  theirs. 
The  performers  were  so  few,  though  the  usual 
family  party,  as  we  have  already  said,  was  en- 
creased  by  other  guests,  that  the  peasants  were 
obliged  to  remain  in  the  ante-room  to  conceal 
the  scantiness  of  their  number,  but  a  faint 
cheer  was  occasionally  heard,  mixed  with 
bustling  and  scufBing  under  the  direction  of 
Mr.  Adnam.    Had  the  scene  been  real,  the 
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peasants  numerous,  and  but  one  degree  even 
above  cowards,  tbey  would  nT)t  only  have 
released  the  speaker,  but,  electing  him 
their  chief,  have  followed  him  to  freedom  or 
to  death.  His  very  guards  seemed  struck  with 
amazement  «t  his  impassioned  appeal* — his 
burst  of  fiery  eloquence.  Michael  and  Rosa- 
Hnd  gazed  upon  him  with  admiring  wonder, 
<piite  forgetful  of  the  parts  they  were  to  act — 
fortunately  this  admiring  wonder  was  not 
autri — whilst  Mr.  Adnam  might  be  seen  bend- 
ing forward  into  the  room  only  half  restrained 
by  Jemima  Bailey,  who  pulled  at  his  cloak, 
his  little  bright  eyes  glistening,  rubbing  his 
hands  with  boisterous  delight,  and  once  or 
twice  clapping  at  some  very  striking  sentence. 
A  more  touching,  a  more  stirring  call  to  free- 
dom could  scarcely  have  been  conceived. 

He  prayed  them  by  their  regard  for  their 
homes  and  their  hearths — for  the  sake  of  those 
whom  they  loved,  as  he  loved  her  by  his  side, 
to    march    with    him  against  their    common 
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oppressor,  and  secure  to  themselves  and 
their  sons  the  rights  of  men — and  of  free^ 
men.  He  spoke  of  their  mothers  and  their 
sisters — he  spoke  of  their  maidens  and 
young  children ;  and  then  his  voice  had  the 
touching  softness  of  the  eolian  harp  ;  but  when 
he  spoke  of  his  foe^  describing  him  as  cruel  and 
treacherous — true  to  none,  but  false  to  all-** 
with  the  fierceness  of  the  tiger,  and  the  sub- 
tlety of  the  serpent — creeping  to  gain  his  end, 
when  he  durst  not  spring — the  effect  was 
startling ; — though  his  hearers  knew  that  the 
scene  was  fictitious,  yet  they  involuntarily  held 
their  breath  to  listen,  fearing  to  lose  a  word,  as 
he  stood  before  them,  with  his  stately  figure 
drawn  up  to  its  full  height,  his  cloak  flung 
back,  his  eyes  flashing — his  lip  and  nostril 
curling  with  the  excitement  of  the  moment, 
and  the  might  of  a  powerful  mind  stamped 
strongly  on  every  feature. 

Could  this  be  the  usually  silent,  indolent, 
Rupert  Wy  vill  ?    Were  there  not  strong  feel- 
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lags  and  strong  passions  hid  under  that  calm 
exterior  ?  All  gazed  upon  him  as  we  have  said 
with  wonder,  but  none  more  fixedly  than 
Edred  Cottrell,  who  was  then  enacting  one  of 
the  guards  ;  he  not  only  gazed — ^he  glared 
upon  him,  whilst  his  flushed  cheek  and  kind- 
ling eye  showed  all  that  he  was  moved.  There 
could  be  no  doubt  that  Rupert's  harangue  had 
more  of  the  raving  of  passion  than  the  sober 
arguments  of  reason.  The  language  was  high 
sounding — some  might  have  thought  alightly 
tinged  with  bombast — ^perhaps  purposely  so- 
still  none  could  have  heard  it  untouched — none 
turn  it  at  that  moment  into  ridicule. 

There  was  no  hesitation — ^no  affectation — ^no 
studied  tropes  or  attitudes— his  speech  was  as 
a  rushing  flood  that  would  have  its  way ;  and 
when  he  ceased  all  drew  their  breaths,  and 
there  was  a  brief  silence.  It  was  the  beau-ideal 
of  acting,  for  it  had  all  the  seeming — all  the 
force  of  nature. 

Had  the  scene  been  real,  as  we  said  before. 
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he  and  his  fnends  would  have  been  rescued ; 
but  it  was  not  real,  so  the  peasants  only  cheer* 
ed,  instead  of  fighting,  and  Edred  and  his 
brother  guards  replacing  his  bonds  with  many 
threats,  led  the  captives  away. 

At  the  opening  of  the  third  scene  appeared 
Edred  CottreU  alone,  as  the  false  and  cruel 
Raidheim,  and  well  did  his  Baron's  dress 
become  him,  with  his  plumed  cap  and  graceful 
doak,  though  his  attire,  like  that  of  the  others, 
was  after  a  fashion  of  his  own.  His  brows 
were  knit — his  whole  countenance  wore  the 
eiqxression  of  vindictive  wrath*-»never  was  a 
revengeful  disposition  bett^  ponrtrayed  as  be 
stood  with  one  hand  resting  on  his  dagger's 
hilt,  the  other  clendied,  and  raised  in  a 
threatening  attitude,  whilst  his  teeth  were  set 
as  in  rage  and  defiance. 

There  came  a  rustling,  a  tslankiBg,  and  some 
indescribable  noises  without,  and  then  an  atten- 
dant  entered    to  announce  that  the  fugitive 
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lords  and  their  sisters  were  prisoners — and  in 
his  power. 

His  sudden  start — the  gleam  of  vengeful 
joy  that  shot  from  his  keen  eye,  and  his  hollow 
voice  as  he  gave  orders  that  they  should  be 
brought  before  him,  were  inimitable,  and  woidd 
have  made  the  fortune  of  a  tragic  actor.  Was 
it  all  acting  ?  Nor  was  the  look  of  triumphant 
malice  and  concentrated  hate  with  which  he 
gazed  on  his  victims,  particularly  Rupert,  less 
admirable. 

The  prisoners,  who  were  in  bonds,  entered 
guarded  by  all  the  men  that  could  be  mustered 
to  make  a  show,  whilst  the  two  Baileys  stood 
at  the  door  exhibitiug  only  their  heads  adorned 
with  tasselled  caps,  to  induce  the  belief  that  all 
the  baronial  household  was  in  attendance. 

There  was  a  silence  of  some  moments,  but 
not  an  unmeaning  silence.  Edred  and  Rapert 
gazed  on  each  as  rivals  only  gaze«  but  the 
captive  blenched  not,  and  there  was  that  ia 
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the  curling  of  his  lip  that  made  the  captor's 
eye  flash  fiercer  as  he  spoke  iu  bitter  mockery. 
He  scarcely  noticed  Michael  or  Maria^  and 
Rosalind  saw  not  how  he  looked  on  her,  for 
her  eyes  ^ere  bent  upon  the  ground. 

^^  Welcome  to  our  castle  fair  ladies  and  brave 
lords ! — the  first  shall  have  fitting  chambers — 
and  the  last  a  gorgeous  pageant.  Let  the 
dungeons  in  the  west  tower  be  prepared  for 
the  ladies  Bertha  and  Adelheid — ^and  let  the 
scafibid  be  got  ready  for  the  Lords  of  Nieben 
and  Ottenburg/'  he  added  turning  to  an 
attendant. 

So  fearfully  earnest  was  the  tone^  so  resolute 
the  looky  that  the  startled  attendant — ^Terry 
Weston — stood  staring  at  the  speaker  instead 
of  going  to  execute  the  order.  Michael  show- 
ed more  wonder  .than  defiance -^Rosalind 
involuntarily  uttered  a  faint  cry,  and  Maria, 
positively  frightened,  shrieked  outright,  gaining 
thereby  immortal  credit  for  her  natural  actings 
whilst  the  spectators  felt  a   chill  of  alarm. 
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Rupert  alone  heard  the  words  unmoved^  and 
answered  as  one  who  felt  neither  surprise  nor 
fear^  giving  back  hatred  for  hatred* 

'^  Do  with  me  as  jou  will^  proud  Baron ;  for 
myself  I  ask  no  favor;  but  let  my  death 
appease  you.  Let  the  sacrifice  of  one  atone 
for  our  opposition  to  your  will ; — Nieben  and 
these  ladies  have  done  you  no  wrong/' 

<<  The  Baron  is  your  friend — ^would  be  your 
brother; — one  lady  is  your  sister — the  other 
your  betrothed*  You  and  the  Baron  die—  the 
ladies  await  my  further  pleasure  in  confine* 
ment^^  answered  Eklred  sternly.  ^^  Lead  them 
away  to  death  I''  he  added  glaring  upon  Wyvill 
on  whom  all  his  anger  seemed  expended^  as 
Michael  left  him  to  be  spokesman. 

^  Mercy  !  Mercy  P'  cried  Rosalind  and 
Maria  kneeling  at  his  feet^  though  Rupert 
made  a  motion  to  restrain  the  former. 

Maria's  appeal  was  unheeded ;  to  Rosalind 
were  Edred's  words  and  looks  directed ;  and 
there  was  no  pity  in  either. 
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C( 


But  late  I  knelt  to  you — and  now  jou 
kneel  to  me  I  1  prayed  for  love,  and  you  return* 
ed  me  scorn  ! — ^you  pray  for  mercy,  and  I  do 
the  like,  mocking  your  agony  !" 

^^  I  had  no  love  to  give,"  faltered  the  kneel- 
ing Rosalind. 

^^And  you  dare  tell  me  this?  Dare  say 
your  love  is  given  to  another  }'*  he  exclaimed, 
hia  hand  seeking  his  dagger  whilst  a  gust  of 
rage  swept  across  his  features. 

^  No,  no ;  I  mean  not  that,''  said  the  trem- 
bling Rosalind  as  if  overcome  by  fear,  whilst  a 
crimson  flush  spread  over  neck  and  brow.  "  I 
mean  that  the  heart  is  not  to  be  forced — but 
won.  Give  us  life  !  give  us  freedom !  and  my 
gratitude—'* 

'^  I  care  naught  for  gratitude  if  barren. 
What  fruit  will  it  bring  forth  ?  Will  it  change 
hatred  to  affection  ?" 

**  Try  ! — free  us  and  try  I'* 

'^  Free  us ! — not  all ;  1  might  free  some,  but 
one  at  least  shall  suffer.^ 
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'^  Then  let  that  one  be  zne/'  pleaded  the 
supplicant. 

'*  No,  no,  not  you  ? — you  live  to  become  my 
bride.'^ 

'*  Never !''  exclaimed  Rosalind  with  an  air 
as  proud  as  his  own. 

"  Never  ?'^  he  repeated  laying  his  hand  on 
her  arm,  bending  his  fiery  eyes  upon  her,  and 
speaking  in  a  whisper,  which  though  low,  was 
so  distinct  as  to  be  heard  by  aU.  '^  Be  wise, 
or  your  brother  suffers.'' 

Rosalind  spoke  not — ^her  pride  had  passed — 
her  firmness  fled — her  eyes  sank  beneath  his, 
and  she  shook  from  head  to  foot. 

'^  Wretch  !  this  is  the  threat  of  a  fiend !" 
almost  shouted  Wy vill  in  great  excitement. 

**  Ha !  say  you  so  ?  those  words  have  sealed 
your  doom,"  returned  Edred  in  a  tone  as  ex- 
cited. "  Lead  him  to  death  ! — No  you  are 
mine  ! — ^You  rest  with  me  as  victor  P'  he  added 
in  a  softer  tone  to  Rosalind,  as  she  made  an 
effort  to  foUow  Michael  and  Rupert,  who  were 
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forced  from  the  room  by  the  attendants, 
Richard  Weston  being  exceedingly  active  in  his 
GJ9ice» 

'*  I  defy  your  power,"  she  replied,  standing 
proudly  erect  before  him,  though  her  cheek 
was  pale — and  very  pale. 

"  You  forget  that  your  brother's  fate  is  in 
my  hands,^  he  whispered,  in  the  same  thrilling 
tone  as  before. 

Her  lips  moved,  but  no  sound  was  heard ;.— a 
pallid  hue  came  round  her  mouth,  and  sho 
needed  the  support  of  Edred's  arm  as  he  led 
her  from  the  room  amid  the  plaudits  of  the 
audience,  who  considered  this  show  of  faintness 
as  the  crowning  glory  of  her  performance. 

As  for  poor  Maria,  so  little  attention  was 
paid  to  her  that  she  was  obliged  to  walk  oiF  by 
herself;  but  as  she  did  so  with  a  frightened 
sir  the  effect  of  the  denouement  was  Qot  marred, 
by  the  circumstance^ 
"  Capital  acting,  1  call  that  !'*  cried  Mr. 
E  5 
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Adnam^  running  back  in  his  goaid^a  dress,  and 
rubbing  his  hands  with  glee. 

'*  Too  capital !  too  tragic !  We  want  some- 
thing merry/'  said  Mr.  Bailey. 

'^  You  shall  have  something  merry  in  a 
minute ;  I  will  see  about  it  directly.  But  I 
forgot,"  he  added  returning  after  he  had 
reached  the  door,  and  standing  in  the  centre  of 
the  room  with  a  theatrical  air.  "  Dear  me !" 
scratching  his  head,  '^  I  was  to  have  spoken  a 
sort  of  prologue — no  epilogue ;  and  there  I 
have  quite  forgotten  it,  so  must  make  one  out 
of  my  own  head  : — here  goes  ! 

'  So  ladies  and  gentlemen  here  ends  our  pretty  play. 

We  wish  you  health  and  happiness,  and  this  is  all  I  say.'  i 


Ay,  I  dont  mind  your  laughing^  a  bit,"  he  con- 
tinued as  he  departed^  greeted  with  shouts  of 
mirth,  from  those  within  the  room,  and  those 
without.    ^'  You  cannot  have  any  di£Sculty  in 
finding  out  the  wovd  I  guess;  and  there  are 
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few  managers  who  can  boast  a  better  company^ 
I  calculate.    You  shall  have  comedy  now/' 

^  I  am  sure  I  hope  so  ;  there  was  a  some^ 
thing  in  all  this  that  I  did  not  comprehend.  I  felt 
my  heart  jump  into  my  mouth ;  and  it  was  not 
like  acting/'  remarked  Mrs.  Bailey^  who  had  a 
greater  taste  for  the  ludicrous  than  the  sublime^ 

^'  It  was  not  like  acting,^  agreed  Mrs.  Den- 
ham^  who  had  looked  and  listened  most 
attentively. 

''  But  what  is  the  sense  of  it  ?  I  do  not 
understand  it/'  said  Mr..  Bailey^  who  under-^ 
stood  nothing  but  what  was  connected  with  the 
money  market. 

'^  It  is  called  acting  a  charade."  replied  hia 
good-natured  neighbour  Mr.  Broderick ;  '^  re- 
presenting  partsof  a  word  first — and  then  the 
whole,  just  as  you  read  in  written  charades— « 
my  first  is  thi»— nny  second  is  that— my  whole 
is  something  else.'' 

"  Oh !  then  I  suppose  it  had  something  to 
do  with  Newgate^  as  tfaece  were  prisoners  ;  but 
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they  were  in  odd  dresses,  and  it  was  a  queer 
sort  of  a  judge  without  a  wig/'  observed  Mr. 
Bailey^  who  had  been  asleep  during  part  of  the 
representation* 

''  More  to  do  with  the  Old  Bailey,''  said 
Edred  Cottrell  gaily,  who  having  entered  the 
room  for  his  letters  had  caught  the  comment. 

"  What  a  change  !  what  a  contrast,"  remark- 
ed Mr.  Broderick  when  the  laugh  caused  by 
Edred's  reply  had  died  away,  and  he  had  left 
the  apartment.  ''  Who  could  recognise  in  that 
volatile  young  man,  who  seems  all  fuD, 
fvolic,  and  good*-nature,  the  cruel  and  revenge- 
ful tyrant  of  five  minutes  since  ?  It  is  inexpli- 
cable to  me — 1  cannot  understand  it.  There 
must  be  more  in  him  than  I  imagined." 

^  More  good,  or  more  evil  do  you  mean  ?" 
asked  Mrs.  Denham. 

^  More  mind ;  whether  good  or  evil  I  cannot 
pretend  to  say." 

'^  But  what  was  the  word?  I  do  not  compre- 
hend it  now,"  said  Mr.  Bailey. 


WHO    SHALL   BE    HEIR?  85 

"  Tyrant, **  replied  his  good-natured  explainer 
"  The  first  part  was  tie — Did  not  you  see  that 
all  their  hands  were  tied  V 

^^  I  thought  that  was  prisoner.'^ 

**  Then  the  second  was  rant — Did  not  you 
hear  Mr.  Wy vill  rant,  if  it  is  not  a  shame  to 
call  such  a  burst  of  eloquence  ranting  ?" 

^  1  thought  he  was  a  radical  trying  to  kick 
up  a  row  in  the  money  market,  and  a  run  on 
the  banks.^ 

**  Then  the  third  scene  was  the  whole — 
tyrant,  which  was  admirably  enacted  by  Mr. 
Cottrell.'* 

'^  I  took  him  for  a  judge  trying  those  radical 
chaps.  I  should  never  have  made  it  out  if  you 
had  not  been  kind  enough  to  explain  it; — such 
things  are  not  in  my  way.'* 

'^No,  theie  is  nothing  of  that  sort  on  change,'^ 
observed  Mr.  Broderick* 

^'  It  would  be  a  change  for  the  worse  if  there 
were ;  and  that  is  paying  off  Mr.  Cottrell  for 
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his  Old  Bailey^  I  reckon/'  returned  the  monied 
man,  chuckling  at  his  fancied  wit. 

'^  It  is  a  singular  coincidence,  but  the  first 
time  I  ever  saw  Miss  Trevor's  mother  was  at 
the  representation  of  '  Timour  the  Tartar/  or 
some  such  piece ;  and  now  here  is  her  daughter 
acting  in  a  charade/'  observed  Mrs.  Sewell. 

Mrs.  Denham  bent  lower  over  her  work, 
for  even  she,  though  not  given  to  smiles^  could 
not  always  forbear  one  at  the  singular  want  of 
coincidence  in  some  of  her  old  friend's  singular 
coincidences. 

'^  Maria  looked  very  beautiful  kneeling  at 
Edred's  feet,  and  acted  admirably.  Do  not  you 
think  so,  Mrs.  Denham  ?"  asked  Mrs.  Weston. 

^'  Yes,  her  part  was  judiciously  selected,  and 
she  looked  lovely  and  frightened  just  at  the 
proper  time." 

Mrs.  Weston  was  not  quite  sure  that  she  wa» 
satisfied  with  this  praise,  which  some  might 
have  considered  meagre,  but  as  her  hostess  was 
not  a  person  to  be  worried  into  thinking  oc 
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sayiog  anythmg  contrary  to  her  inclination, 
she  waa  prudent  enough  not  to  press  her 
furthen 

"  I  have  seen  Maria  look  as  well  before ; 
but  I  never  saw  Rosalind  so  lovely-^no  that  is 
oot  the  word — so  striking — so  different  from 
any  one  else,^  observed  Mrs.  Sewell^  who  could 
not  resist  the  temptation  to  praise  her  favorite^ 
notwithstanding  all  that  favorite's  positive 
prohibitions  on  the  subject. 

"  Yes,  she  was  startling  whether  entreating 
or  defying.  I  could  no  more  have  withstood 
her  pleading,  than  I  could  have  borne  her  look 
of  contempt  and  defiance  without  shrinking/' 
said  Mr.  Broderick. 

''  That  is  exactly  what  I  felt/'  cried  Mrs. 
Sewell,  delighted  to  hear  her  young  pet  lauded. 
^  She  put  me  in  mind  of  Miss  O'Neil ;  and  it 
is  a  aingular  coineidencc  that  the  last  time  I 
taw  that  lady  perform  was  in  the  character  of 
Juliet ;  and  the  farce  was,  '  Love  laughs  at 
Locksmiths/ '' 
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Ir.  firoderick  puzzled  himself  to  discover 
singular  coincidence  in  this  eircumstance] 
then  giving  up  the  task  in  despair,  remark- 

"  I  should  not  think  Miss  Trevor  was  form- 
to  enact  Juliet  She  would  not  become 
noured  at  first  sight,  or  love  so  simply,  so 
itedly  I  might  add.  She  has  more  of  the 
ng  and  quick  wit  of  her  nameaake.     And 

1  should  not  pretend  to  give  an  opinion 
her  powers  and  character  after  the  late 
lay,  having  before  set  her  down  as  merely 
iTTj,  high  spirited  girl,  receiving  homage  aa 
due,  without  being  touched  or  flattered  by 

You  do  not  know  Rosalind  Trevor ;  she  is 
most  affectionate  of  human  beings  to  those 
m  she  really  regards,  and  would  lay  down 
life  to  serve  them ;  and  in  the  midst  of  her 
lest  spirits  and  teasing,  if  she  does  but  fancy 
she  has  vexed  you,  she  will  change  in  an 
mt,  and  be  gentle  and  loving  as  a  little 
1,  winning  you  back  to  good  humour  again. 
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with  her  pretty  caresses,  and  fondling  ways/' 
said  Mrs.  Sewell  warmly. 

"  Indeed !  I  judged  of  her  principally  from 
her  encounters  with  Mr.  Wyvill,  or  her  merry 
raillery  with  Mr.  Cottrell ;  and  gave  her  credit 
for  more  mind  than  heart — more  wit  than 
affection." 

''  Then  you  did  not  judge  her  fairly,  Mr. 
Broderick ;  she  is  ever  ready  for  a  jest,  or  a 
merry  tilt,  as  she  calls  it,  with  those  for  whom 
she  cares  little ;  but  see  her  at  home  with  those 
she  loves,  and  she  is  the  light  and  life  of  the 
house,  as  though  her  whole  being  were  wrapt 
up  in  those  about  her.'' 

^*You  are  growing  quite  poetical,  Mrs. 
Sewell,  I  wish  I  could  construct  such  pretty 
sentences,"  remarked  Mrs.  Weston  jealous'  of 
Rosalind's  praise. 

'^  I  only  say  what  her  father  says ;  and  see 
how  her  brother  dotes  on  her,"  replied  Mr«. 
Sewell  colouring,  and  offended  at  the  imputa- 
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1  of  talking  poetically,  a  bio  in  some  eyes  u 
lous  as  talking  treasonably. 
Tet  what  would  life  be  without  its  poetry  ? 
barren   waste — an    arid   desert— or  worse, 
Loney  market  I 

'  It  may  be  as  you  say.  Miss  Trevor  is 
ler  pretty^  but  deficient  in  that  exquisite 
ish  only  acquired  by  mixing  in  the  highest 
iety  ;  and  she  may  be  very  affectionate  as 
I  assert,  or  very  good<natured  as  my  dear 
ritable  Maria  declares ;  but  the  fact  is,  I  do 
:  understand  her,  and  should  not  apply  the 
n  good-natured  to  her ; — should  you  Mrs. 
nham  ? 

*  Most  certainly  not,"  replied  that  lady  em< 
itically. 

*  I  thought  our  opinions  were  the  aame^" 
ilaimed  Mrs.  Weston  triumphantly,  "  I  am 
«  you  will  agree  with  me  too,  that  there  was 
nething  very  singular  in  her  acting — quite 
Eerent  from  other  people*'' 
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**  Very  aingiilar/^  replied  Mrs.  Denham. 
''  And  Rupert  WTvill's  was  as  singular — as 
much  out  of  the  common  way; — it  was  not  like 
acting  it  made  one  tremble,^'  continued  Mrs. 
Weston^  purposely  leaving  Edred  and  Michael 
out  of  the  critique  thinking  as  both  stood  some 
chance  of  becoming  Mrs*  Denham's  heir;,  and 
then  good  matches  for  her  daughter^  it  might 
be  as  well  not  to  abuse  them. 

'*  It  was  not  like  acting/*  again  repUed  Mrs. 
Denham. 

*'  I  do  not  comprehend  Mr.  Wyvillany  more 
than  Miss  Trevor — Do  you  my  dear  Mrs. 
Denham?" 

«  No.'' 

^  Well  I  am  sure  Edred  Cottrell's  acting 
was  as  li(tle  like  play  as  either  of  the  others/' 
remarked  Mrs.  Sewell  pettishly. 

*'  It  was  if  possible  still  more  like  reality/' 
said  Mrs.  Denham. 

^*  It  would  have  been  different  if  they  had 
given  Terry  or  Richard  one  of  the  important 
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s,"  observed  the  mother  with   a   mother's 

ty- 

Very    diflerent,"     cried   several,  and   the 

her  never  guessed  the  reason  of  this  ready 

liescence. 

erry  and  lUchard  Weston   act  as   Wyvill 

Cottrell  had  done!  An  idiot  could  not  have 

rtained  such  an  idea. 

Here  comes  Richard,  so  now  we  shall  be 

Bed,"  said  Mrs.  Weston. 

And  Elizabeth    with   him,"    cried    Mrs. 

iy. 
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CHAPTER  III. 


^^  What  fool's  part  is  Elizabeth  going  to 
play?^  grumbled  Mr.  Bailey,  rubbing  his  eyes 
to  keep  them  open. 

It  ^as  a  useful  part  assigned  to  Miss  Bailey, 
neither  more  or  less  than  that  of  a  housekeeper, 
too  young  and  smart  to  have  found  favor  in 
the  eyes  of  sober  old  fashioned  people,  but 
well  enough  for  the  occasion,  whilst  her  talent 
for  buying  cheap,  was  proved  by  her  chaffering 
for  mats  ^ith  Richard,  who  bore  two  slung 
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;r  his  shoulder, which,  after  some  gossipping, 
agreed  to  sell  a  bai^;ain.  The  monejr  being 
d,  the  mats  were  laid  down,  and  the  seller 
larted.  Then  came  u  loud  ringing  and 
Qcking,  and  immediately  entered  the  whole 
pt  dramatigue,  as  if  just  returned  from  a 
intry  walk,  bringing  hack  half  the  mould 
m  the  fields,  and  all  the  dirt  from  the  roads 
V  which  they  had  passed, 
rhe  new  purchases  were  put  in  instant  re- 
aition.  Such  shuffling  and  scraping !  and 
ping  !  was  never  seen  before.  The  "  Gitting 
stairs  and  playing  on  the  violin,"  at  Jim 
tw's  soirie  daaacaite  was  nothing  to  it, 
Eabeth,  not  to  lose  her  share  in  the  scuffling 
'.  shuffling,  throwing  on  a  cloak  and  bonnet, 
led  the  walking  parfy,  and  performed 
It  naturally,  though  not  more  so  than 
hard  and  others ;  till  the  mirth  of  the  pcr- 
oers  grew  so  boiateroua,  that  they  were  Aia 
etire  after  a  splendid  parting  scuffle^  leaviDg 
audience  convulaed  with  laughter. 
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^' Welly  that  is  rather  funny,  thoufi^h  I  do 
not  know  what  thej  mean ;  and  Elizabeth  did 
not  play  the  housekeeper  badly.  What  is  the 
word  now  ?'  asked  Mr.  Bailey. 

^'  Tou  must  wait  for  the  second  part— one 
can  rarely  tell  from  the  first.'' 

^^  I  hope  ihey  will  not  keep  us  long  then. 
Oh^  no !  here  they  come — one  and  all  strutting, 
and  chattering,  and  looking  as  odd  as  odd 
can  be.'' 

Mr.  Bailey  was  right,  they  did  look  odd, 
for  every  one  appeared  crooked  in  dress  or 
person — not  one  was  entirely  straight.  Some 
had  a  hump  on  one  shoulder — some  on  the 
other:— one  had  a  shawl  with  the  corner  that 
should  have  been  behind  hanging  nearly 
before — another  had  a  long  scarf  with  one  end 
up  to  the  throat,  the  other  touching  the 
ground.  Hats  and  bonnets  were  put  on  most 
fSmtaatically  askew,  and  even  the  features  of 
most  were  contorted^  so  that,  if  the  straight  is 
the  line  of  morality,  as  some  assert,  never  was 
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there  a  more  immoral  crew  than  the  set  whi 
now  poured  into  the  drawing  room  at  Denhan 
Park,  all  with  difficulty  restraining  their  mirtl 
at  the  strange  figures  of  their  companioni 
never  considering  that  they  themselves  wer 
quite  as  ridiculous.    "  Ainai  va  le  moiide." 

But  if  the  appearance  of  the  actors  was  hidi 
crous  when  silent,  it  was  doubly  so  whc] 
they  began  to  talk  all  at  once  in  diacordati 
and  unnatural  voices,  caused  by  the  twislinj 
of  their  mouths  into  every  possible  shape,  t 
which  some  added  the  peculiarly  attractiv 
accomplishment  of  squinting ;  and  in  this  non 
exceeded  Edred,  who,  whilst  conversing  wit; 
Rosalind,  contrived  to  draw  up  his  mouth  o 
one  side,  and  his  eyes  on  the  other,  and  eve 
to  give  his  nose  an  oblique  appearance,  till  hi 
countenance  became  so  irresistibly  odd  an 
comic,  that  neither  the  performers  nor  tfa 
audience  could  retain  their  gravity,  and  tfa 
former  made  their  exit  aa  before,  amid  peala  < 
applauding  laughter. 
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'^  That  is  good  !  very  good  !''  exclaimed  Mr. 
Bailey^  looking  all  alive.  **  I  have  found  it 
out  now ;  they  mean  it  for  Mat  Crook^  the  old 
miser  opon  change,  who  picks  up  the  orange 
peel  in  the  streets  to  dry  and  bum  they  say, 
and  would  cheat  his  own  wife,  if  he  had  ever 
been  so  extravagant  as  to  take  one,  out  of  a 
farthing.  That  is  very  good!  it  serves  him 
right !  He  made  me  pay  twopence  more  than 
my  share  for  coach  hire  once.  Serves  him 
righty  an  old  miser !'' 

'^  I  should  doubt  if  the  young  people  had 
ever  heard  of  your  friend  on  change/^  observ- 
ed Mr.  Broderick  with  a  smile  at  the  narrow- 
minded  merchant's  train  of  thought,  and  his 
vexation  at  having  been  obliged  to  pay  two- 
pence more  than  his  share. 

Oh !  every  one  has  heard  of  Mat  Crook.'' 
Every  one  on  change  perhaps." 
^'  And  who  is  not  on  change  ?     But  bless 
me,  here  they  come  again — at    least  young 
CottreU." 

VOL.    If.  F 
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**  Tu,  looking  like  ft  money  maker,  and 
money  lender  too,"'  added  Mr.  Broderick  u 
Edred  appeared  widi  an  antique  wig  and  thread 
bore  coat,  a  stooping  figure,  and  a  look  of 
grasping  care,  for  he  seemed  capable  of  com- 
pelling his  features  to  wear  any  expression  he 
desired. 

He  tottered  under  the  weight  of  a  box — 
really  a  strong  box,  made  to  contain  plate  and 
borrowed  from  the  butler— whicii  he  placed 
carefully  upon  the  table,  and  then,  closing  the 
door,  looked  into  every  comer  and  under  the 
chairs  and  sofas  as  if  to  be  certain  that  no  one 
was  concealed  in  the  apartment.  Then  groping 
in  his  bosom,  he  pulled  out  a  key,  irith  which 
he  unlocked  the  box,  gazing  on  what  it  con* 
tained  witb  gloating  eyes ;  and  after  a  while, 
not  satisfied  with  the  delight  of  beholding,  he 
proceeded  to  handle  his  treasure. 

Two  silver  goblets  were  produced  and  weigh- 
ed in  the  hand — then  came  the  chinking  o\ 
coins,  followed  by  a   chuckling    laugh  thai 
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spoke  the  miser^a  joj ;  after  trldch  he  employ- 
ed  himself  in  reckoning  up  his  wealth,  referring 
to  some  paper  before  him  to  prove  that  he  had 
lost  nothing  bj  careleanness  or  robbeiy.  Hun- 
dieds,  thousands,  tens  of  thousands,  were 
counted  up — his  chuckling  growing  louder  and 
kuder  as  he  proceeded — ^when  a  knocking  was 
heard  at  the  door — ^not  a  quiet  modest  knock ; 
but  a  loud,  reckless  rap,  rap,  rap^  rap-rap-rap-a 
rea !  as  if  one  one  of  no  sober  mind  desired  ad- 
mittanocw 

The  miser  started  in  surprise  and  terror, 
holding  a  coin  suspended  in  his  hand ;  but  as 
the  rapping  was  repeated  more  recklessly  even 
than  brfor^  with  loud  calls  for  admission,  he 
thrust  the  goblets,  coin,  and  papers,  back  into 
the  box  with  almost  frenzied  anxiety ;  locked 
and  doubled  locked  it,  then  put  it  under  the 
table,  nearly  dragging  off  the  doth  to  throw  it 
over  his  treasure.  This  done,  with  some  trepi- 
dation which  be  endeavoiu'ed  to  conceal  under 
a  grave  and  sober  demeanour,  he  approached 
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the  door,  and  demanded  the  name  and  pup 
poae  of  him  who  knocked  so  furiously. 

"Sir  Volatile  Fashion  to  be  sure!  Come  let 
me  in  old  Saveall^"  cried  the  impetuous  visitor. 

The  timid,  reluctant  miser  demurred,  but  in 
vain ;  for  the  eager  applicant,  bunting  open 
the  door  by  which  he  had  nearly  over  turned 
his  host,  forced  his  way  into  the  apartment, 
and  the  audience  were  not  a  Httle  surprised  to 
discover  in  the  fashionable  spendthrift  and 
dandy,  with  his  bouquet,  cane  and  eye  glass, 
and  his  hair  arranged  with  a  jaunty,  rakish; 
air  the  usually  quiet,  and  some  said  dignified 
Rupert  Wyvill.  It  was  not  only  a  atriking 
but,  for  the  time  being,  a  complete  metamor- 
phosis ;  quite  as  complete  as  Edred's  into  the 
carefulj  anxious,  miser.  The  one  seemed  filled 
with  the  spirit  of  folly  and  extravagance— the 
other  with  the  spirit  of  gravity  and  saving. 
The  disguise  too  was  maintained  with  admirable 
skill;  and  the  whole  was  in  excellent  keeping, 
though  a  Httle  exaggerated. — Sir  Volatile  camt 
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to  borrow  a  thousand  pounds — a  paltry  sum  in 
his  estimation,  an  enormous  one  in  that  of  Mr. 
Saveall,  who  held  up  his  hands,  and  opened  his 
eyes  in  terror  and  amazement,  denying  that  he 
was  in  possession  of  so  large  a  sum ;  but  asking, 
supposing  he  were,  what  security  could  be 
given  by  the  man  of  fashion. 

His  bill — his  note  of  hand — ^his  word  of 
honor.  He  had  no  effects — no  landed  property—* 
but  large  expectations  from  an  old  uncle — an 
older  aunt ;  and  a  young  cousin,  dying  of  con- 
sumption, and  St.  John  Long.'^ 

But  SaveaU's  poverty,  disgust  and  terror  in- 
creased a  thousand  fold. 

'^  People  said  he  was  rich,  but  it  was  all  a 
mistake — he  had  no  gold — no  notes — not  more 
than  five  shillings  in  the  house;  and  even 
half  of  that  he  owed  to  his  butcher.  He 
had  nothing  to  live  upon  but  a  very,  very 
small  annuity,  which  he  had  purchased  with 
his  very  limited  gains;  and  besides,  it  was 
sinful  to  be  extravagant — he  had  never  been  so 
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e !  It  ia  BO  wild — we  shall  never  be  able 
■h  it  agab>"  pleaded  the  miser  his  ludi- 
«tTor  inci«aaing. 

warrant  you — I  will  catch  it.  Come  give 
;  key,  or  I  shall  break  open  the  lid ; 
i  not  in  conscience  let  the  poor  animal 
Qthered." 

ow  don't,  dear  Sir  Volatile— now  don't, 
ould  not  catch  it  again — I  am  sure  you 
not — it  would  run  away." 
o  fear  of  that,  you  keep  your  doors  so 
If  it  should  run  up  the  chimney,  I  will 
ter  it.  Come  open  the  box — I  will  see 
intei\ts." 

ow,  dear,  good,  prudent.  Sir  Volatile, 
can  put  such  a  fancy  into  your  head  ?  You 
leen  a  thousand  rabbits  before,"  said  the 
coaxingly. 

'es,  Saveall,  and  I  should  not  see  one 
if  I  looked  into  this  box.  I  tell  you  what, 
Tmudgeon,  you  are  trying  to  deceive  me 
i  you  are  given  to  deceiving ; — you  arc 
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telling  lies^  and  you  are  given  to  telling  lies/ 
—answered  Sir  Volatile  with  a  fiery  earnest- 
ness at  variance  with  his  late  reckless  levity. 
^  Look  you  to  it !  I  am  neither  as  simple,  nor 
ss  patient  as  you  deem  me.** 

There  was  a  moment's  pause — the  flashing 
eyes  of  the  miser  and  the  spendthrift  met,  and 
it  seemed  doubtful  whether  the  latter  would 
not  resent  the  accusation  with  an  indignant 
^^^^gjf  not  to  be  expected  from  his  former 
pusillanimity ;  but  whilst  he  appeared  debating 
how  to  act.  Sir  Volatile  resumed  his  former 
tone,  and  Saveall  was  again  the  frightened 
miser. 

'*  You  dare  not  deny  the  charge;— there  is 
no  rabbit  there/' 

"Well,  weU,  Sir  Volatile— There  is  not— 
there  I  own  if 

"  Then  why  did  you  say  that  there  was  ?" 

"  You  are  so  violent — ^you  flurry  me  so,  Sir 
Volatile,  that  I— I— I  don't  know  what  I  say. 
Ii  is  not  a  rabbit— it — ^it  is  papers.'^ 
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"  Papers  !  Ah,  bank  notes !  I  thought  bo." 

"  No,  no.  Sir  Volatile  ;  not  notes— not  notes  j 
— letten>~oId  letters  from  my  great  aunt 
rabitha  to  her  niece." 

"  Very  good,  Saveall !  we  will  publish  them. 
— we  will  make  money  of  them.  You  shall  give 
me  a  thousand  pounds  for  editing  Uiem  with 
notes.  These  old  letters  are  all  the  rage  now. 
Give  us  the  key,  and  let  us  have  a  look  at 
ihem." 

"  Now,  Sir  Volatile—  now  don*t  be  ao  violent ! 
;hey  must  not  be  published — there  are  person- 
ilities — gross  personalities  in  them." 

"  The  veiy  thing  Saveall,  we  shall  make 
houaands  more — it  is  the  taste  of  the  day, 
imong  the  higher  classes,  and  thence  descend- 
Dg  to  the  lower.  Only  write  personalities — the 
passer  the  more  profitable — and  you  are  sure 
.0  become  famous  and  rich.  Genius  may  starve 
—plain  sense  be  pinched — but  scandal  may  ride 
n  its  coach  and  six.  What  pabliaher  shall  we 
lave  ?  The  most  iaabionable  of  course." 
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**  I  could  not^  Sir  Volatile — I  could  not  in 
conscience.  What  would  my  great  aunt 
TaUtha  say  if  she  were  alive  V 

'^  Pocket  the  money  and  laugh  at  the  critics^ 
as  others  have  done^  who  have  slandered  their 
dearest  friends  and  nearest  connections.  She 
would  not  be  more  starch  I  suppose  than  some 
of  the  present  day/^ 

^'She  was  a  very  moral  and  conscientious 
person^  Sir  Volatile.^ 

^  So  are  those  of  the  present  day — at  least 
they  say  so ;  but  it  is  a  duty  to  expose  the 
errcMTS  of  their  foes  personal  and  political^  and 
those  foes  having  been  formerly  their  dearest 
friends  or  connections  only  renders  the  duty 
more  imperative—the  scandal  more  piquant. 
We  shall  have  ten  editions  at  the  least,  if  the 
scandal  shoidd  only  prove  sufficiently  false  and 
bitter.  Let  me  look  at  the  tetters  ^-^I  will  not 
stir  without  a  sight  of  them.'^ 

"  You  cannot  indeed,  Sir  Volatile  !  they  are 
family  papers." 
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''  Family  falsehoods — Come  give  me  the  key. 

'^  I  cannot  indeed  1'^ 

''  Veiy  well  then^  I  shall  carry  them  off  to 
my  lodging  and  look  over  them  by  myself;" 
and  putting  the  old  miser  aside  with  a  sud- 
den motion^  Sir  Volatile  seized  the  box  and 
rushed  out  of  the  room^  followed  by  the 
frightened  Saveall^  who  hurried  after  him  with 
unsteady  steps,  calling — stop  thief  and  police 
with  all  his  might. 

''That  is  Mat  Crook  !  I  am  sure  it  is  Mat 
Crook  !''  exclaimed  Mr.  Bailey^  when  his  laugh- 
ter had  subsided.    ''That  is  Mat  to  the  life  V' 

"  It  may  be ;  and  yet  I  doubt  the  correctness 
of  your  conjecture/'  answered  Mr.  Broderick. 

"  Then  what  can  it  be  ? — for  it  is  all  over 
now  ?" 

"  I  doubt  that  too,  as  Mr*  Adnam  has  re- 
cited no  epilogue.'* 

"  But  what  can  you  make  out  except  Mat 
Crook?'' 

"  It  may  be  wry,  instead  of  crook— ^money 
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instead  of  miser — ^thus  mat-ri-mony ;  nay  it 
must  be  so^  for  here  comes  the  closing  scene/' 
replied  Mr.  Broderick,  as  Miss  Bailey  entered 
the  room  with  all  the  airs  of  a  pert  abigail^ 
nrhich  suited  her  well,  bearing  a  cushion  and 
shawl^  which  she  arranged  on  the  sofa,  intima- 
ting, whilst  she  did  so,  that  her  mistress  was 
rather  given  to  fashion  and  fancies^  The 
couch  w*as  scarcely  arranged  when  Rosalind 
appeared  with  a  languid  step,  arrayed  in  a 
handsome  cape  and  cap,  belonging  to  Mrs. 
Weston,  and  carrying  in  her  arms  Mrs.  Den« 
ham's  old  fat  spaniel,  dressed  up  with  ribbons 
round  his  neck  and  feet,  according  to  the 
newest  fashion  among  ladies'  lapdogs.  Ranger, 
who  for  the  nonce,  was  christened  Fidelle, 
being  great  friends  with  Rosalind,  as  all  dogs 
were,  allowed  himself  to  be  carried  and  caressed 
with  good  tempered  submission  ;  but  his  flam- 
ing redbows  and  unlapdog  size  made  him  a 
fitting  subject  for  mirth,  whilst  Rosalind's  affect- 
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ed  petting  formed  an  admirable  caricature  of 
foolish  favoritism. 

'^That  will  do^  Kitson;  now  give  me  the 
last  fashionable  novel,  where  there  is  no  charac- 
ter under  an  honourable,  and  they  always  dine 
off  plate/'  said  Rosalind,  settling  herself  and 
Fidelle  among  the  cushions  with  a  die  away 
air.  "  And  Kitson." 
"  Yes,  ma'am.** 

"  Mind  they  don*t  let  in  any  of  Mr.  Glan- 
ville's  horrid  friends  from  the  country,  they  are 
so  boisterous,  and  have  such  high  colours. 
They  may  admit  Colonel  Lorimcr  of  the  Guards ; 
and  if  Mr.  Glanville  should  come  home,  say  I 
have  a  headach,  and  must  not  be  disturbed  ; 
my  husband  always  talks  so  loud — ^and  his  boots 
always  creak — and  he  uses  such  horrid  scents." 
«  Yes,  ma*am." 

^'  And  be  sure  tell  my  page  to  invite  the 
lapdogs  as  I  told  him,  to  dine  here  on  tuesday. 
It  is  an   age  since  Fidelle  has  had  a  dinner 
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party ;  and  desire  the  housekeeper  to  provide  a 
proper  table :  there  must  be  chicken,  and 
sweet  breads  and  cream.  And  mind^  Fidelle 
must  have  fresh  ribbons,  and  wear  his  chain  ; 
and  be  sure  Adelbert  does  not  invite  Mrs* 
Tilney's  poodle — the  animal  eats  liver — a  horrid 
creature !  Fidelle  must  drop  the  acquaint- 
ance; he  is  too  delicate  to  associate  with  such 
coarse  feeders*  They  must  have  clean  table 
cloths  and  napkins— they  were  not  clean  at 
Mrs.  Tihiey's  when  he  dined  there — and  the 
best  china;  and  the  butler  and  footman  must 
both  attend.'^ 

**  Yes,  ma'am.    Any  thing  more  ?" 

**  No,  Kitson ;  but  I  hate  the  trouble  of  giving 
orders  twice,  so  be  very  particular.  I  shall 
wear  the  silver  gauze  at  Lady  Dalrymple's 
to-night." 

**  Yes  ma'am,"  and  away  went  the  airified 
abigail,  leaving  her  mistress  engaged  with  the 
fashionable  novel. 

But  she  had  not  glanced  over  three  lines,  ere 
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her  studies  were  disturbed  by  the  approach  of 
Edred  Cottrell^  as  her  husband,  who  entered 
the  room  with  considerable  brusqueness,  a 
paper  in  his  hand,  and  a  frown  upon  his  brow. 

'^  I  wish,  my  dear,  you  would  leam  to.  modu*' 
late  your  movements-- you  have  startled  poor 
dear  Fidelle,  who  is  sadly  nervous ;  I  think  I 
must  take  him  to  Brighton  for  sea  air/' 

'^  I  wish  you  would  think  less  of  your  lapdog 
and  more  of  your  husband,  my  love." 

"  Think  for  you  my  dear  ?  I  thought  you 
said  the  other  day  that  1  had  no  right  to  think 
for  you/' 

•'  Think  of  me — I  can  think  for  myself;  and 
I  wish  you  would  be  a  little  more  civil  to  my 
friends.  I  hear  you  said->— not  at  home — to  the 
Dobsons/' 

"  Yes,  my  dear;  I  have  not  nerves  for  your 
country  friends— they  are  so  cordial — so  bois^ 
terous/' 

"  They  are  very  worthy  people." 
I  daresay,  my  dear^— your  country  persons 
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always  are ;  but  I  hate  worthy  people — they 
are  sure  to  be  so  tiresome/' 

'^  Yes ;  you  prefer  popinjays  and  scented 
puppies — Lorimers  and  Courtney s  ;  but  I  warn 
you,  the  time  may  come  when  you  will  be  glad 
of  the  friendly  notice  of  my  worthy  country 
neighbours/^ 

'^  Are  you  going  to  stand  for  the  county,  my 
dear?  If  so,  I  will  try  and  play  civil,  and  shake 
hands  as  they  do.  It  would  be  so  nice  to  have 
all  my  letters  franked/' 

^  Ho,  madam ;  at  your  present  rate  of  extra- 
vagance I  shall  soon  cease  to  have  sufficient 
land  for  a  qualification.  Here  is  a  bill  from 
Madame  Maradan  Carson/' 

^*  Is  there,  my  dear  ?  I  thought  she  only 
sent  in  her  bills  at  Christmas ;  but  I  suppose 
she  stands  in  need  of  money/' 

^'  And  so  do  I,  madam/' 

^'Ah,  you  are  always  wanting  money,  my 
dear ;  and  never  have  sixpence  to  give  me/' 
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'*  How  can  I^  madam^  when  you  run  up  sucb 
biUs." 

''  If  you  gave  me  money  I  could  pay  my  bilk 
myself." 

'^  Qive  yeu  money,  madaox;  where  dQ  you^ 
suppose  I  am  to  get  it?'' 

^'  Where  you  got  the  three  hundred  pounds 
for  your  new  hunter,  and  the  fifty  for  your  hack, 
and  the  seventy  for  your  cab  horse.'' 

^^  Nonsense,  madam !  they  were  all  baiigains; 
but  here  is  four  hundred  pounds  for  dresses  and 
millinexy  in  one  year." 

^<  Dear  me,  how  cheap  !  What  a  delight  of  a 
woman  not  to  charge  more." 

'^  Chai^  more,  madam  !  What  moderate 
fortune  can  stand  such  lavish  expenditure?** 

^'  Lavish  expenditure,  my  dear !  Surely  you 
would  spend  as  much  on  your  wife  as  on  your 
stable." 

'^  Is  that  all  you  can  say  in  your  defence, 
madam  ?" 
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^  Defence,  my  dear !  I  need  no  defence," 

^'  No  defence,  madam  1  do  you  mean  to  out* 
face  me  then  ?*' 

**  No,  my  dear,  I  have  no  hope  of  doing 
that'* 

^  Do  you  admit  the  correctness  of  this  bill  y* 
questioned  the  gentleman  angrily,  throwing 
the  paper  towards  his  lady. 

^'I  never  admit  any  thing,  or  any  body 
likely  to  prove  troublesome,  my  dear,  I  dare 
say  it  is  all  right,  but  you  can  ask  Kitson 
before  you  pay  it.'* 

^'  Pay  it  I  if  1  do,  madam,  this  is  the  last 
bill  of  the  sort  I  ever  will  pay.'* 

^  Then  am  I  to  stay  at  home,  my  dear,  and 
let  the  world  know  that  it  is  because  you  deny 
me  the  dresses  fitting  my  station  ?' 

^  It  might  be  as  well  for  all  if  I  did,  madam. 
As  it  is,  you  are  out  every  evening— gadding 
here — ^and  gadding  there — never  in  your  own 
house." 
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'^  I  go  to  look  after  you^  my  dear ; — at  home, 
I  rarely  see  you." 

"  A  plausible  excuse,  madam ;  but  it  won't 
do.     I  insist  on  your  staying  more  at  home.'* 

"  Insist,  my  dear?" 

^  Yes,  insist,  madam.  Don't  call  me,  my 
dear,  whilst  you  are  doing  all  you  can  to  pro- 
voke me.  Write  an  excuse  to  Lady  Dalrymple 
for  to«iiight — I  dislike  that  woman." 

^'  Certainly,  since  you  wish  it.  I  will  tell  my 
page  to  write  directly,  and  say,  disliking  her 
ladyship,  you  do  not  choose  me  to  attend  her 
party;  and  have  decided  on  supplying  me 
with  no  more  millinery,  as  you  require  all  your 
money  for  horses  and  French  wines,  racing  and 
betting." 

'^  Beware,  madam,  how  you  provoke  me ! 
Here  is  scented  paper — here  a  gold  pen — write 
a  proper  note  ;->-^  woman  is  never  at  a  loss  for 
a  good  excuse.^' 

Pardon  me,  but  there,  you  are  wrong ;  for 
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"vre  have  no  legitimate  excuse^  and  that  I  con- 
sider one  of  the  greatest  hardships  of  our  sex. 
We  cannot  plead  business — or  a  call  of  the 
house — or  say  that  we  have  been  at  our  club. 
1  wish  they  would  establish  clubs  for  ladies^ 
they  would  be  so  vexy  convenient ;  and  then 
we  should  live  so  economically  too^  for  you 
maintain  that  it  is  much  cheaper  to  dine  at 
your  club  than  your  hom6.'' 

"  It  is  well,  madam !  I  understand  your 
taunt,  and  admire  your  calmness." 

"  Then  I  wish  you  would  copy  it,  my  dear ; 
for  you  shake  my  nerves^  playing  the  devil's 
tattoo,  and  looking  so  grim." 

*'  Grim !  Is  it  not  enough  to  make  one  look 
grim?*' 

^  Pray  do  not  halloo  do,  my  dear,  it  goes 
through  my  head ;  and  see — you  have  distur- 
bed poor  Fidelle ;  and  he  had  scarcely  any 
sleep  last  night :  I  really  must  call  in  Sir  Henry 
Halford." 

'^  Do  not  provoke  me,  madam.     Remember 
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you  have  vowed  to  love^  honor^  and  obey.'' 

^'  And  you^  to  love  and  cherish  me,  and  with 
all  your  worldly  goods  to  endow.  If  we  come 
to  vows — 'let  us  keep  them  alike/' 

''  This  is  too  much,  madam  1  to  be  ruined, 
and  taunted  too  by  my  wife." 

*'  Ruined  ?' 

^'  Yes ;  mined,  madam !  I  do  not  know 
where  to  turn  for  a  shilling." 

'^  You  should  lay  that  on  your  horses  and 
racing,  and  perhaps  gambling,  and  not  on  your 
wife,  on  whom  you  have  expended  Kttle.  That 
bill  is  for  two  years  and  a  half,  as  you  might 
see  if  not  blinded  by  passion." 

'^  Pftssion,  madam  !  I  am  as  calm  as  a  mill 
pond.  Still  harping  on  my  horses.  Is  your 
husband  to  have  nothing  like  other  men  of  his 
station  ?" 

"  Is  your  wife  to  have  nothing  like  other 
women  of  her  station?" 

'^  There  was  a  time  when  my  wife  found  her 
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happiness  in  her  husband,  instead  of  in  extra* 
vagance  and  dissipation." 

^  There  was  a  time^  when  my  hasband  found 
his  happiness  in  his  wife,  instead  of  in  horses 
and  clubs/' 

^  Tou  admit  the  truth  of  my  charge,  madanr, 
bjr  that  remark;  you  no  longer  love  your 
husband/' 

^  My  husband  no  longer  loves  mie.  When 
the  lamp  is  not  sappKed  with  oil  the  flame  goes 
out/' 

^'  Then  if  that  is  the  6ase,  mad&m,  we  had 
better  part/'  exclaimed  the  husband  furiously. 

^  Just  as  you  please,  my  dear,  I  never  con- 
tradict you/'  replied  the  lady  calmly. 

^  I  will,  speak  to  your  brother  on  the 
subject." 

"  Tou  had  better  speak  to  my  uncles,  who 
were  trustees  to  the  settlement/' 

''  I  comprehend  your  meaning,  madam ;  you 
would  say  that  you  brought  me  a  fortune. 
Tou  shall  have  it  back,  madam — every  far- 
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thing/'  cried  the  incensed  husband^  stamping 
with  passion.    ^^  Only  let  us  part,  madam." 

"  Certainly,  sir !" 

"  Directly,  madam  !*' 

«  This  instant,  sir." 

'^  And  mind,  madam ;   I  shall  not  be  moved 
by  tears  or  entreaties." 

"  Nor  I  by  prayers  and  vows,"  answered  the 
lady,  sweeping  past  him  in  a  stately  flurry. 

'^  Madam,  you  are  enough  to  put  a  aaint  in 
a  passion." 

^^  But  you,  being  only  a  sinner,  have  no 
right  to  be  in  a  rage." 

^'  R^e,  madam  !  I  am  as  cool  as  a  cucumber, 
and  only  desire  your  instant  departure^" 

^'  Is  that  it?  Here  I  go — you  will  be  coaxing 
me  to  be  friends  again  within  the  week/'  said 
the  lady,  with  a  bewitching  smile,  turning 
round  as  she  reached  the  door.  '^  But  it  won't 
do,"  she  added  with  a  look  half  playful,  half 
spiteful,  shaking  her  head,  and  patting  her 
pretty  little  foot  on  the  ground.    <'  X  am  not 
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to  be  moved  by  tears  or  entreaties/'  she  con- 
cluded as  she  quitted  the  room^  leaving  poor 
Ranger  to  waddle  to  his  mistress  and  exhibit 
his  finery. 

**  She  takes  me  at  my  word !  Heartless 
woman ! — provoking  creature ! — ^not  a  tear — so 
ready  to  go !  Ha !  she  is  in  hysterics — her 
coldness  was  only  assumed  to  torment  me — I 
must  fly  to  soothe  her !"  cried  the  relenting 
gentleman,  following  the  tormenting  lady,  and 
thus  closing  the  charade. 

Rosidind  was  laughing  not  crying,  and  the 
audience  heard  her  say  in  re[dy,  as  it  appeared, 
to  some  observation  of  ^  The  Provoked  Hus- 
band's :* — 

'^  Lavish  expenditure  !  heartless  woman  !  &c. 
&c.  Thank  goodness  !  cousin  Edred,  that  I  am 
not  really  your  wife/' 

**  You  may  go  further  and  fare  worse," 
replied  her  cousin  with  a  laugh  that  sounded 
forced  and  unnatural. 

"  In  spite  of  you  and  Father  (yLeary,  I  will 
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not  submit  to  purgatory,  for  fear  of  enduring 
a  <  worser  pain/  answered  Rosalind  gaily. 

*^  That  is  if  you  can  avoid  it,  fair  coz«" 

"  Yes,  yes,  Mr.  Broderick,  you  are  right  5 
that  is  matrimony  sure  enough.  That  is  always 
the  way  with  the  women,  provoking  men  with 
their  taunting  and  extravagance,  and  grudging 
a  poor  fellow  a  quiet  comer  at  his  club  out  of 
the  reach  of  their  tongues,'*  observed  Mr* 
Bailey. 

'^  La !  my  dear,  I  am  sure  I  am  not  extrava- 
gant and  taunting  ;  and  as  for  your  club,  you 
may  be  at  that  as  much  as  you  like ;  I  shall 
never  say  a  word  against  it,"  replied  his  good- 
natured  wife. 

^^  No,  my  dear ;  as  long  as  you  have  your 
own  way,  and  plenty  of  money,  you  do  not 
care  what  becomes  of  me." 

^^The  charade  is  concluded — we  must  not 
have  two  last  scenes,"  said  Mr.  Broderick  with 
a  smile,  dreading  a  matrimonial  dispute,  ^^  and 
here  comes  Mr.  Adnam.^' 
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'' Ladies  and  gentlemen,"  began  Mr.  Adnam, 
assuming  a  theatrical,  managerial  air,  '^  I  beg 
to  thank  you  in  the  names  of  myself  and  com- 
pany for  the  favor  and  approbation  with  which 
you  have  deigned  to  honor  our  poor  perfor- 
mances ;  and  to  annonnce  that  some  new  and 
liighly  interesting  pieces  are  in  preparation  for 
the  next  ensuing  wet  day,  when  we  hope  again 
to  be  honored  by  your  applause.  And  so  ladies 
and  gentlemen  wishing  you  all  health  and 
happiness,  I  take  my  leave,"  concluded 
Mr.  Adnam,  sweeping  the  floor  with  his  hat, 
according  to  the  most  approved  fashion. 

'^  Come,  Bailey,  let  us  give  the  manager  a  clap 
or  two,'*  cried  Mr.  Broderick,  suiting  the  act 
to  the  word,  till  the  ladies  put  their  hands 
to  their  ears;  Mr.  Adnam  bowing,  smiling,  and 
rubbing  his  hands  all  the  time,  to  the  great 
amusement  of  the  performers,  who  crowded 
into  the  room  to  witness  the  fun. 

"  A  capital  company  you  have,  Adnam,"  said 
G  3 
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Mr.  Brodeiick ;  ^<  no  better  out  of  London— 
scarcely  in." 

^^  Whj,  yea ;  I  think  I  have  cause  to  be 
proud  of  my  company.  Not  but  yKhai  they 
were  a  little  obstreperous^  insisting  on  having 
their  own  way  in  some  things." 

^^  Indeed !  Who  was  the  instigator  of  this 
rebeUion  ?'* 

'^  I  think  Miss  Trevor  was  the  most  turbu- 
lent." 

''  Yes,  Rosalind  was  a  rank  rebel.  Would 
you  believe  it^  Mrs.  Denham,  she  wanted  to 
have  no  love  in  the  first  charade^  as  if  any  tale 
could  go  down  without  a  little  of  La  beBe 
ptxssion ;  and  then  when  we  overruled  her  in 
this,  she  stood  out  that  I  should  be  her  lover. 
As  if  I  was  going  to  make  pretty  speeches  to 
my  sister/'  said  Michael  laughing,  and  laugh- 
ing the  more  at  Rosalind's  blushes. 

"The  charade  would  have  gone  off  just  as 
well,  if  not  better,  with  only  hatred  and  avarice 
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as  the  moving  passions/'  observed  Rosalind  in 
reply. 

'^I  thought  hatred  had  been  one  of  the 
moving  passions  as  it  was/'  remarked  Mrs. 
Denham. 

'^  Love^  hatred,  and  jealousy,  all  combined/' 
said  MichaeL 

"  But  that  was  not  Miss  Trevor's  only  act  o( 
rebellion/'  cried  Mr.  Adnam,  who  maintained 
his  character  of  manager  by  complaining  of  the 
disputes  and  opposition  among  his  corp  dramas 
tique.  "1  wanted  her  to  borrow  money  of 
Saveallfor  herself,  or  her  brother,  or  somebody; 
but  this  she  positively  refused  to  do,  persisting 
that  it  would  make  the  scene  too  long.  Then 
I  wished  her  to  take  Wyvill  for  her  husband, 
thinking  as  they  were  always  sparring,  what  a 
capital  pair  they  would  make;  but  no — she 
offered  a  thousand  objections ;  and  as  he  did 
not  seem  to  fancy  quarrelling  with  her  any 
more  than  she  did  with  him,  I  was  obliged  to 
give  her  to  Cottrell,  for  fear  she  should  play 
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sentimental  out  of  spite,  and  spoil  the  keeping 
of  the  piece,  which  was  to  be  aU  merry." 

'*  You  need  not  have  feared  Rosalind's  play- 
ing sentimental,  particularly  with  Mr.  WyviU ; 
she  is  not  given  to  that,"  said  Mrs.  Bailey. 

'^  I  do  not  know  what  she  is  given  to,  for  I 
cannot  make  her  out ;  only  this  I  know — she  is 
a  capital  actress.  I  could  scarcely  believe  her 
emotion  feigned  when  Cottrell  threatened  her 
brother,'^  answered  Mr.  Adnam. 

^'  It  was  the  perfection  of  acting — I  too  could 
scarcely  believe  it  fiction,"  observed  Mr.  Bro- 
derick.  '^  But  what  is  most  astonishing  to  me, 
is,  that  your  best  performers  have  excelled  in 
the  representation  of  characters  so  different 
firom  their  own.'* 

'^  Ah !  there  is  no  knowing  any  body's  real 
character,  my  dear  sir.  Now  there  is  Wyvill — 
I  thought  I  knew  him  formerly,  but  there  is  no 
making  head  or  tail  of  him  now." 

^'  No  scandal  of  me,  if  you  please,  Mr. 
Adnam,*'  said  Rupert,  who  was  assisting  Rosa- 
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lind  in  unadoming  poor  Banger^  who  showed 
no  taste  for  fineryi^ 

'^  Ah !  well  it  is  of  no  use  to  say  anything 
about  it,  for  if  you  take  a  crotchet  into  your 
head  you  will  carry  it  out;  and  I  believe  your 
present  crotchet  is  to  be  a  fusty^  musty^  old 
bachelor ;  for  you  will  not  fall  ia  lave,  all  I  can 
do ;  and  as  for  Miss  Trevor  she  ia. — *' 

'^A  very  lively^  good*tempered,  agreeable 
girV  said  Mrs.  Bailey  interrupting  him. 

'*  Which  said  resolution  is  carried  nem  con ; 
and  thus  closes  the  session/'  cried  Edred 
gaily^  the  dressing  b^U  pnging  at  the  moment* 

^  Stop  a  minute  $  in  justice  to  Miss  Trevor^ 
I  mast  have  it  understood  that  I  insisted  on 
her  playing  the  tormenting  wife^  and  saying, 
my  dea;*,  which  is  always  so  provoking  when 
you  are  in  a  passion/'  said  Mr.  Adnam.  ^^  I 
say  this,  lest  her  admirable  acting  should  injure 
her  future  prospects,  by  inducing  a  fear  that 
she  would  not  make  a  good  wife,  which  I  am 
sure  she  would.'' 
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^  Thank  you,  Mr.  Adnam,  for  your  good 
word^  and  care  for  my  future  prospects,^'  replied 
Rosalind  with  a  smile*  '^  But  who  takes  me, 
must  take  me  at  his  peril,''  she  added,  turn- 
ing aside,  by  which  her  playful  glance  encoun- 
tered Rupert's. 

A  richer  bloom  came  on  the  cheek  of  each« 

The  continued  rain  prevented  an  evening 
stroll,  but  Edred  made  himself  so  agreeable 
and  amusing,  though  he  never  quitted  Miss 
Trevor's  side,  that  time  hung  heavy  with  few. 

Mr.  Adnam  engaged  Wyvill,  whether  he 
would  or  no,  in  drawing  out  a  plan  for  the 
aew  house,  which  he  had  talked  of  building  for 
the  last  twenty  years,  sometimes  appealing  to 
Rosalind,  who  aided  Mrs.  Sewell  in  finishing 
the  Mameluke  to  whom  she  had  already 
given  the  black  eyes,  which  might  account  for 
an  occasional  short  answer  and  impatient  look 
whilst  her  cousin  rattled  on.  The  rest  of  the 
party  were  variously  employed* 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


'*  Thank  you,  Mr.  Wy vill,  for  bringing  my 
German  wool  from  C.  it  was  so  kind  of 
you/'  said  Miss  Bailey  on  the  following  day 
after  the  removal  of  the  cloth,  glad  of  an  oppoiv 
tunity  of  informing  those  assembled  that  he 
had  been  employed  as  her  carrier; 

"  You  at  C. — WyviH !  I  would  have  sworn 
to  having  seen  you  and  your  horse  at  Drink- 
bourne/'  exclaimed  Edred  Cottrell  in  amaze- 
ments **  It  must  have  been  your  fetch  then,  so 
make  your  will  at  once.'* 
5  o 
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"  I  saw  Wyvill  returning  by  the  Drink- 
iwume  rond,"  chimed  in  Richard  Weston. 

"  Yet  I  can  answer  for  his  having  heen  at  C. 
Tor  he  brought  me  a  letter  from  the  bank,"  said 
Mr.  Bailey. 

"  You  never  could  have  thongfat  Drinkhourne 
the  nearest  way  home  from  C,  for  it  lies  in  the 
contrary  direction ; — there — just  as  those  two 
glasses.  This  is  C. — and  that  is  Drinkbourne — 
and  that  plate  is  Denham.  It  is  six  miles  at 
least  out  of  your  road,"  said  Mr.  Adnam,  who 
had  Patterson  and  Gary  by  heart.  "  Perhaps 
you  struck  into  the  road  at  the  three  elms, 
that  you  might  go  and  see  the  horse  ve  were 
talking  of  the  other  day." 

"  I  should  say  that  1  saw  Wyvill's  steed 
standing  at  the  gate  of  a  pretty  cottage  in  the 
outskirts  of  Drinkbourae,"  observed  Edred. 

"  Is  this  true?"  asked  Mr.  Adnam. 

"Posubly.  Having  business  at  DrinkbouTDe, 
I  came  round  that  way,"  repUed  Rupert  briefly, 
and,  as  some  fancied^  unwillingly. 
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'^  Round  indeed  T  said  Mr.  Adnam ;  ^'  but 
you  never  think  of  distances.^ 

^  What  business  could  you  have  at  such  a 
stupid  place  as  Drinkboume  ?'^  enquired 
Richard  Weston  in  an  impertinent  tone^  asking 
the  question  merely  because  he  thought  it 
vould  annoy  Wyvill,  whom^  he  disliked^  and 
thwarted  when  he  could. 

'^Come,  come^  Richard^  no  troublesome 
questions.  Do  as  you  would  be  done  by/' 
said  Edred  with  an  appearance  of  friendly  good 
humour. 

"  Ho  !  ho !  so  there  is  mischief  in  the  wind/' 
cried  Richard  triumphantly. 

^^  I  did  not  say  that,  but  you  should  show 
more  delicacy  than  to  ask  questions;-* it  is  not 
always  prudent  to  be  communicative^"  answered' 
Cottrelly  winking  to  Richard^  as  if  to  keep  him 
quiet,  an  act  which  only  inflamed  his  curiosity 
and  determined  him  to  gratify  that  and  his 
malice  towards  Wyvill,  who,   in   spite  of  all 
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ideavoun  at  aelt-comiiMnd,  showed  conuder- 
ile  annojuice. 

"  Oh  1  a  deHcftte  aflair  is  it.  A  pretty  girl 
the  case  I  suppose — I  begin  to  smell  a  rat," 
ntittued  Richard  in  a  tone  of  Tulgar  banter. 
Come,  (ell  tw  all  about  it,  Wyvill." 
"  Hold  your  tongue,  Richard — cannot  you  }" 
ied  Edred  sharply.  "  Wyvill  is  not  one  to 
Bs  and  tell." 

"  Kiss!     Wheugh! — so  there  is  ki^^ng  in 
le  case." 

"  I  did  not  say — that  is  I  did  not  mean  to 
y  so,  merely  using  an  old  adage.  Hold  your 
msense,  Richard.  See,  how  red  and  coofu- 
d  you  have  made  Wyvill  already." 
**  Merely  an  old  adage  ?  Ko,  no,  Cottrell, 
lat  won't  do :  you  let  the  cat  out  of  the  bag 
ithout  intending  it.  Come,  Wyvill,  don't 
ok  so  silly,  but  own  to  the  kiss,  man.  There 
no  such  great  harm  in  saluting  a  pretty  girl ; 
least  I  should  not  think  so,  though  I  do  not 
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know  what  Rosalind  may  say  to  it,  for  she  is 
looking  as  grave  as  a  judge,  and  nearly  as  red 
as  yourself." 

"  I  may  well  look  grave  at  your  vulgar  jest- 
ing,'^ answered  Rosalind  reprovingly. 

''And  you  blush  from  the  same  cause  I 
conclude,  my  decorous  coz.  I  shall  not  stay 
my  jesting  for  your  rebuke,  but  will  ferret  out 
the  truth,  which  WyviU  seems  so  reluctant  to 
teU/' 

''  Disiuclined  to  encourage  your  impertinent 
curiosity  you  should  rather  say,''  observed 
Rupert  haughtily.  ''  I  am  master  of  my  own 
movements,  and  not  accountable  for  them  to 
Mr.  Richard  WestoiL  I  had  business  at 
Drinkbourne,  and  the  weather  being  fine  pre- 
ferred riding  round  to  execute  it  to  day,  instead 
of  waiting  till  to-morrow.'^ 

"  You  are  getting  angry,  Mr.  Sobriety,  and 
hopmg  to  stop  me  by  high  sounding  words ; 
but  that  won't  do,  for  I  am  resolved  to  get  at 
the  bottom  of  the  whole  affair,  so  you  may  as 
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t  with  it  Rt  once.  Rosalind  cannot  look 
than  she  does  already,  and  1  daresay 
<n  get  over  it,  as  she  thinks  all  that  you 
?ht." 

esshe?"  exclaimed  Rupert  involunta- 
ith  a  lightning  glance  at  Rosalind  who 
de  him :  but  she  was  looking  down,  and 
es  did  not  meet. 

it  ha!  ha!'  What  mor«  mischief !  — 
Jigs  to  your  bow,"  cried  Richard,  re- 
in the  confusion  of  Wyvill  and  Rosa- 
'  If  you  do  not  explain  we  shall  alt 
!  worse  than  the  truth." 
1  may  imagine  what  you  please— I  have 
to  explain,"  replied  Rupert  loftily. 
:n  I  Bhall  ima^ne  kneeling,  and  kiss- 
I  love  making." 

:n  you  will  imagine  a  falsehood ;  there 
such  thing,"  answered  Rupert  quickly, 
.trell  said  there  was.     Which  am  I  to 

trell  did  not  say  that  there  was  either." 
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^^  But  he  insinuated  all.  Did  not  you 
CottreU? 

*'  I  would  rather  not  say  any  thing  more 
about  it^  and  am  sorry^  since  Wyvill  is  so 
much  annoyed,  that  I  noticed  his  being  at 
Drmkbourne/' 

«  There  Wyvill,  he  cannot  deny  having  seen 
(he  kissing,  and  kneeling  and  love-making/' 
persisted  Richard. 

'^  No  one  understands  better  than  Mr.  Cot- 
treU the  advantage  of  a  judicious  silence,  con- 
veying impressions  which  a  full  statement 
would  overthrow,*'  observed  Rupert,  provoked 
beyond  prudence. 

'*  Nay,  Wyvill,  if  it  comes  to  that,  I  must 
out  with  the  truth  to  clear  my  character ;  and 
you  must  bear  the  blame  of  my  speaking,'* 
cried  Edred,  kindling  into  anger,  '^  I  saw  you 
sitting  on  a  sofa  beside  a  very  pretty  girl,  one 
arm  round  her  waist,  and  her  head  resting  on 
your  shoulder : — deny  that  if  you  can.'* 
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"Goon!  What  did  you  see  next?"  ques- 
oned  Rupert  sternly,  his  very  lips  turning 
hite  with  his  strong  emotion. 

"  1  saw  DO  more.  I  am  no  spy,  and  con- 
luding  that  my  presence  would  be  unwelcome 
jlired." 

"  As  you  came,  1  conclude,  with  a  stealthy 
ep  that  could  startle  none.  Why  were  yoii 
lere?" 

"  That  is  soon,  and,  to  a  reasonable  man, 
itisfactorily  answered.  Seeing  your  horse  at 
le  gate,  I  entered  to  propose  our  riding  home 
igether,  und  the  door  being  open  there  was  no 
:ed  that  I  should  knock.  You  would  not  have 
esired  my  stay  I  apprehend,"  added  Edred 
ith  a  smile  peculiarly  irritating  to  the  person 
Idressed,  though  he  made  no  comment  on  it. 

"  Did  you  not  hear  as  well  as  see  ?"  asked 
upert  with  a  look  of  keen  anxiety. 

"  I  heard  the  lady  murmur — best  and  dear- 
t." 

"  And  no  more  ?"  questioned  Rupert  eagerly. 
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'^  No  more.  As  I  told  you  before,  I  retii*ed 
on  the  instant,  so  your  secret  is  safe." 

Iliere  was  a  dead  silence  most  of  those 
present  feeling  and  looking  awkward ;  but  no 
one  so  much  so  as  Rupert  himself,  who  read 
nothing  flattering  in  the  countenances  of  those 
around  him. 

"  The  lady  had  fainted/'  he  said  proudly. 

^'  I  do  not  pretend  to  give  an  opinion  on 
that  point/'  answered  Edred  to  whom  the 
remark  appeared  addressed,  a  lurking  sneer 
belying  his  words. 

''  Tou  do  not  intend  to  deny  it  I  conclude. 
If  so  near  as  to  hear  her  words,  you  must  have 
remarked  her  faintness  and  pallid  cheeks.'* 

"  Of  course  it  was  so,  since  you  say  it :  but 
I  must  again  decline  giving  any  opinion  on  the 
subject,  my  observation  having  been  so  cur- 
sory." 

"  Your  looks  assert  what  your  words  dare 
not  avow,"  observed  Rupert  sternly. 

*^  I  hope  we  are  not   all  to  be   called  to 


8  WHO    SHALL    BB    HEIR? 

count  for  our  looks>  if  so  there  are  few  here 
suBpect,  who  would  escape  your  censurej" 
id  Richard  sneeriagly. 

It  was  true — Rupert  read  Buspicioa  oa  the 
OWB  of  all,  awakened  more  by  his  own  con- 
sion  than  the  hints  of  hia  enemiea.  The 
DSt  charitable  believed  him  guilty  of  some- 
ing  which  he  was  ashamed  to  acknowledge, 
ough  what  that  something  was  varied  accord- 
f  to  the  minds  and  moods  of  the  guests, 
iipert  saw  this  and  was  wounded.  Mrs.  Den- 
JD  looked  severe — Rosalind  pained  and  fliiah- 
— Mr.  Adnam  fidgety — whilst  Richard  Wes- 
Q  showed  his  malioious  triumph  in  a  mode 
gall  the  most  patient  into  fury. 
"  Quilty  !  guilty  !  no  innocent  man  ever 
ire  such  a  hang-dog  look.  Make  a  full  con- 
ision,  or  we  shall  imagine  something  more 
inous  than  a  successful  wooing.  Who  is 
e  peerless  damsel  i" 

"Afler  what  has  passed  I  must  in  delicacy 
cUne  giving  her  namcj"  said  Rupert  with 
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lestrainmg  dignity.  '<  In  supporting  a  fainting 
female  I  only  did  what  common  humanity  re- 
quired, and  had  Mr.  Cottrell  seen  and  heard 
more  I  should  have  stood  acquitted  in  his  eyes, 
at  least :  but  the  limits  to  his  sight  and  hear^ 
ing  are  ever  fixed  by  prudence." 

''  Did  you  wish  me  to  see  and  hear  more  ?'' 
questioned  Edred  emphatically. 

'^  That  very  question  convinces  me  that  you 
did ;  but  1  neither  ask  nor  expect  justice  at 
your  hands.'^ 

**  This  is  all  nonsense,  Wyvill.  Why  don't 
you  own  to  kissing  a  pretty  girl,  if  you  did  it, 
aud  there  is  an  end  ?  Many  a  man  has  done 
the  like  before,  and  I  don't  see  who  has  a  right 
to  make  a  fuss  about  it,''  said  Mr.  Adnam 
after  fidgeting  for  some  time,  unable  to  decide 
what  course  to  follow. 

'^  Heaven  defend  me  from  my  firiends !  I  can 
defend  myself  from  my  enemies,''  thought 
Rupert  as  he  saw  more  than  one  smile  caused 
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by  his  champion's  odd  method  of  getting  him 
out  of  a  scrape. 

"I  have  nothing  further  to  own,  Mr.  Adnam. 
A  lady  fainted,  and  I  supported  her.  Here  is 
the  head  and  front  of  my  offending,  for  I  sec 
that  it  is  considered  an  offence." 

"  Ay,  but  the  words^^earest  and  best- 
how  do  you  acconnt  for  those  ?*'  asked  Richard 
impertinently. 

"  By  saying  that  I  bad  just  rendered  the 
lady  an  essential  service." 

"  Ha  !  a  service  ! — We  shall  come  at  the 
whole  truth  presently.  What  service  ?  What 
lady?" 

"  There  has  been  more  than  enough  of  thisj 
Weston ;  you  have  tried  my  patience  suffi- 
ciently," said  WyWll  with  a  dignity  that  awed 
his  petty  tormentor.  "  Could  I  in  delicacy  to 
another  explain,  malice  would  find  no  food  to 
feed  on,"  he  added  with  a  lofty  air,  glancing 
defyingly  at  Edred,  and  with  a  softened  gaze  at 
Kosalind. 
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'*  I  agree  with  you,  Mr.  Wyvill.  There  has 
been  more  than  enough  of  this,  and  I  join  in 
your  desire  that  nothing  more  may  be  said  on 
the  subject/'  remarked  Mrs.  Denham  with 
formal  severity. 

'^  I  at  least,  my  dear  mlidam,  will  never  cross 
your  wishes,  and  regret  that  my  first  indiscreet 
remark  brought  on  such  a  painful  discussion. 
1  should  not  have  been  provoked  into  revealing 
what  1  saw/'  said  Edr^d  with  a  frankness  that 
von  him  the  praise  of  many. 

^'  Mrs.  Denham's  wishes  are  laws  to  me,*' 
observed  Richard  Weston  fawningly. 

"  Then  help  Mrs.  Sewell  to  some  of  those 
strawberries  next  you.'' 

"With  great  pleasure,  my  dear  madam. 
Will  you  allow  me  to  help  you  also?"  he  added. 

This  she  declined,  but  others  accepted,  and 
praise  of  the  fruit,  the  garden,  the  shrubberies, 
and  all  belonging  to  Mrs.  Denham,  of  which 
praises  she  seemed  to  take  no  heed,  succeeded 
to  the  discussion  on   Rupert  Wyvill's  actions  ; 
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but  anything  worthy  of  being  called  conversa- 
tion there  was  not,  for  most  of  the  guests  felt 
awkward  and  constrained,  inclnding  Wyvill 
himself,  the  cause  of  this  constndnt  m  others. 
For  some  minutes  he  seemed  lost  in  thought, 
painful  thought,  as  might  be  guessed  from  the 
contraction  of  his  brow ;  then,  rousing  himself, 
he  endeaToured  to  convene  with  Rosalind  as 
he  had  conversed  with  her  a  short  time  before 
— as  he  had  conversed  with  her  at  the  Pearsons, 
bringing  into  play  the  full  force  of  his  poweifiil, 
yet  iroaf^native  mind,  thus  tendering  to  Rosa- 
lind the  most  intoxicating  flattery  that  a  talent- 
ed man  can  tender  to  a  sensible  woman,  namely 
B  proof  that  he  deems  her  capable  ofunderstatKl- 
ing  and  appreciating  the  bursts  of  genius,  and 
the  arguments  of  reason ;  but  his  efibrts  were 
only  crowned  with  a  partial  success. 

He  tried  to  talk,  and  Rosalind  tried  to  listen 
and  reply  as  before ;  but  neither  succeeded  as 
they  wished  ;  so  the  conversation  languished, 
and  at  last  died  awny ;  and  there  was  silence 
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between  them  when  Mrs.  Denham  moved  an 
adjournment  to  the  drawing  room. 

All  that  evening  was  Edred  Cottrell  at  Rosa- 
lind's side— *now  jesting  and  laughing — ^now 
tsaching  her  the  art  of  a  new  puzzle. 

She  had  declined  singings  thongh  pressed  to 
join  in  a  duet  with  her  brother,  and  afterwards 
to  aocompan J  him  and  Wyviil  in  the  birth-day 
strain,  that  Mr  Broderick  might  judge  of  its 
merits* 

^^  She  was  hoarse/^  she  said ;  and  her  voice 
c^ainlj  did  sound  harsh  and  husky,  owing, 
Mrs.  Sewell  protested,  to  her  having  fingered 
late  in  the  evening  air,  though  her  walk  had 
been  solitary. 

Was  it  her  wish  or  Edred's  that  made 
them  so  inseparable  ?  Miss  Bailey,  who  would 
have  liked  nothingl)etter  than  a  flirtation  with 
her  lively  cousin,  affirmed  the  former — whilst 
Michael  and  Mrs.  Sewell  as  loudly  affirmed  the 
latter. 

**  Who  Bh&ll  decide  when  doctors  diragree  7" 
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V^'y  vill  retired  to  a  quiet  fiomer  with  a  book 
he  had  often  done  before,  but  there  was  i 
ud  on  his  brow,  and  the  proud  look  of  one 

0  deemed  himself  hardly  judged. 

'  Going  to  market,  ladiea,"  said  Rupert  on 

1  succeeding  morning,  meeting  Rosalind, 
iria>  and  Miss  Bailey,  as  they  were  going, 
mediately  after  breakfast,  to  gather  flowen 

Mrs.  Denham,  who  piqued  herself  on  theii 
angement  in  her  very  beautiful  china  vases. 
'  You  arc  of  the  opinion  of  the  Italians,   I 
iclude  from  the  question,  who  hold  that  — 
re  donne  ed  un  occajimun  mercato,'"  an- 
;red  Rosalind  with  a  show  of  gaiety. 
They  were  the  Brst  words  she  had  addressed 
iim  since  they  had  been  neighbours  at  the 
ner  table  the  day  before. 
'  I   thank  you   for  the   compliment,   Miss 
ivor,"  he  replied  reddening  at  her  words. 
'  1  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  Wyvill ;  I  did  not 
he  moment  consider  the  interpretation  that 
;ht  be  put  on  my  proverb,  but  no  one  can 
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doubt  your  sense/'  she  replied  with  a  slight 
emphasis  on  the  word  sense^  ^^  or  liken  you  to  a 
goose ;  and  I  merely  meant  that  as  one  swal- 
low does  not  make  a  summer;^  so  three  ladies 
with  baskets  cannot  constitute  a  market/' 

^^  Dp  not  trouble  yourself  to  give  an  expla- 
nation^ Miss  Trevor,  I  require  no  apology/' 
observed  Rupert  proudly.  "  It  is  not  the  first 
severe  thing  you  have  said,  and  probably  will 
not  be  the  last.*' 

<^  Possibly  not,  as  I  cannot  weigh  and  mea- 
sure my  words/'  answered  Rosalind  as  proudly, 
in  her  turn  hurt  at  his  lofty  demeanour. 

'^  Let  me  assist  you  in  mastering  that  rose 
bush,"  said  Wy vill,  turning  to  Miss  Bailey. 

He  had  addressed  Miss  Trevor  with  the  em- 
pressement,  which  had  distinguished  his  man- 
ner towards  her  since  the  evening  at  the 
Pearsons — he  had  been  met  with  sarcasm  and 
pride :  he  was  now  as  proud  and  lofty  as  herself, 
and  ready  for  an  encounter  of  wits  as  of  old. 

As  Miss  Bailey  was  delighted  to  have  an  atten- 

VOL.    II.  H 
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taot  be«i>  and  moieover  not  i  little  proud  thai 
he  distinguuhed  looking  Rupert  Wyvill,  irhi 
rm  reported  to  be  inBensible  to  the  powor  ol 
emale  channa,  diould  be  that  beau,  and  aaaiat 
ler  in  preference  to  Maria  and  Roaalind,  two 
oknovledged  beauties,  ahe  took  care  to  need 
is  aid  at  every  roae-buah,  to  say  nothing  ol 
onaulting  his  taste  as  to  other  flowen^  thui 
etaining  him  by  her  aide  with  or  against  hii 
ill — the  former  as  it  seemed,  since  he  chatted 
wij  wiA  his  fair  detainer,  showing  no  inclina- 
on  to  escape  Jrom  the  bondage  in  frhich  she 
lught  to  retain  him. 

Rosalind's  basket  was  filled  the  first.  Maris 
nng  always  slow,  and  leaving  her  companions 
I  conclude  their  robbery  of  the  bees  without 
!r,  she  tripped  lightly  into  the  house  to 
^ver  up  her  fragrant  treasures. 

From  some  accident,  the  poatman  had  beea 
tlayed  that  m<niung,  and  the  bag  had  only 
St  Brrived  when  she  entered  Mrs.  Denham'a 
iidy,  who,  in  return  for  the  Sowers,  placed  a 
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letter  ia  herhaadi^^hidiBoaaUnd  immediately 
letii^ed  to  hep  room  to  read^  at  leaatiso.  she 
said ;;  but  the  letter  lay  long  unopened  befove 
hei;  aa  ahe  sat  at  the  taUe»  ber  head  ceating  on 
her  hand^  aad.her  eyes,  fixed  aa.  the  eyea  of  one 
who  thinka  and  ftels  but  doea  not  aee*.    She 
koasr  by  the  dircccioa  that  this  letter  came 
from  a  young  friend  about,  her  own  age^  who 
had  beepi  ber  playfellow  in  childhood  and  to 
whom  she  waa  muoh  attached ;  and  yet,.for  a 
time)  the  seal  remained  unbioh^  though  she 
was  genenilly>.  aceording  to  Edred,  eager  for 
lettens,  dev<mriug  their   contents  like  a  half 
starved  gourmand.     In  truth  Rosalind  was  in  a 
reyerie«  and  a  painful  one  too^  for  the    lips 
quivered  fearfully ;   but  as  reveries  cannot  last 
for  ever,  so  at  length  was  Rosalindas  broken  by 
the  unsentimental  circumstance  of  Mrs.  Sewell's 
maid  entering  to  speak  about   some  needful 
hemming  and  sewing,  to  which  Miss  Trevor 
applied  herself  with  a  self-command  tliat  showed 
no  symptom  of  her  late  preroccupation* 
H  3 
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A  romantic  reverie  once  broken  by  a  comm< 
tee  incidect  is  rarely  resumed  at  once- 
rtainly  not  in  the  same  spirit.  The  threi 
ly  break  in  the  spinner's  hand,  and  be  joint 
skilfully  that  none  shall  discover  the  niptm 
t  it  is  not  so  in  the  threads  spun  by  tl 
ind.  The  thread  of  thotight  once  brokt 
anot  be  joined  again  on  the  instant,  or, 
st,  will  show  the  join  ;  so  when  the  maid  hi 
t  the  room  instead  of  sinking  into  a  ne 
rerie,  or  continuing  the  old  one,  Rosalii 
)k  up  the  letter,  her  heart  reproaching  h 
i  while  for  her  selfish  carelessness  as  to  hi 
end's  welfare.  The  seal  was  broken  with 
tless  air,  but '  ere  the  first  ten  lines  were  rei 
U  listless  air  was  replaced  by  the  hurry 
^r  interest.  The  letter  was  short — it  begt 
ruptly,  and  ended  the  same — and  the  po 
irk  was  Orinkboume. 

'*  I  have  been  near  you,  dear  Rosalind 
^hin  a  few  miles,  and  yet  tbcy  would  not  1 


WHO    SHALL   BE    HEIR?  149 

me  see  you  lest  the  meetiDg  should  agitate  me, 
for  I  have  been  ill — dangerouslj  ill,  and  even 
now  have  scarcely  strength  to  guide  my  pen : 
it  is  hoped  that  the  sea  to  which  I  am  going 
will  restore  me.  If  my  nurses  thought  Jthat  by 
preventing  my  visit  to  Denham  they  should 
also  prevent  my  seeing  one  now  staying  there 
they  were  mistaken,  for  I  saw  him  to*day, 
though  they  do  not  know  it.  Need  I  tell  you 
who  this  one  is  ?  Who  can  it  be  but  Rupert 
Wyvill?  My  father  will  not  hear  of  our 
attachment,  unless  Rupert  become  the  owner  of 
Denham.  Oh,  this  love  of  gold !  I  would  wed 
him  were  we  obliged  to  toil  for  our  daily  bread. 
I  know  you  did  not  like  him,  dear  Rose ;  he 
piqued  and  offended  you — but  for  my  sake, 
you  must  forget  this,  and  do  all  you  can  to 
advance  his  interest  with  Mrs.  Denham.  Think 
that  my  happiness  depends  on  this,  and  then  I 
know  I  may  count  on  your  zeal.  He  too  has 
b^en  ill,  apd  looks  worn  and  harrassed  instead 
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joyoiu  u  of  <4d ;  soothe  him — comfi3tt  him 
voose  him  tVom despondency  ! — fiw  mysake, 
Mveet,  do  aUlhiB,  but  nerer,  nerer  name  me 
»him.  I  rely  on  your  fifiectton  and  dclicBCj 
r  this..  He  'must  not  evea  guess  that  you 
now  my  secret.  How  happy  must  you  be  to 
«  him,  hear  him  wery  hour.  I  envy  you  and 
Mmld  be  jealoosj  dreading  you  for  my  rival, 
id  I  not  know  that  your  heart  was  Edred 
kittrell's.  Ye^  vere  it  not  so,  you  are  toe 
menms  to  snppknt  your  friend. — ^Hej 
Beaton  to  take  sway  my  peo — they  wiD  not 
t'Bie  tnite  mwe. 

Yours  ever,  dearest  Rosa, 

Susan  Way." 

"Write  directly— teU  me  all  freely — no  one 
ies  my  Utters." 

Bosalind's  ohcdc  ftoriied  at  the  first  leading, 
aledat  the  aeoood;  and  as  abelaidit  down 


WHO   SHALL   BE   HEIB?  151 

after  a  third  perusal  her  quivering  lips  gvew  of 
a  livid  hue,  and  she  gasped  for  breath  as  if 
choking. 

^<  Then  it  was  Susan  he  met  at  Drinkboume, 
He  loves  her— *I  am  rightly  punished  for  my 
pique  and  pride/'  murmured  the  self  aocusing 
girl.  ^^  And  yet^^^she  added— then  paused 
abra^tly,  as  a  flood  of  contending  feelings  and 
agitating  cecoUections  rushed  upon  her.  ^^  No, 
no ;  there  con  be  no,  yet — I  was  mistaken.— 
There  must  be  no.more  of  this/'  she  said  after 
a  vehile,  speaking  in  a  resolute  tone.  -^'.No 
more  of  this,'^  abe  repeated  with  a  sigh.  ^^  Ah  1 
wlio  can  say  to  the  throbbing  heart  he. still? 
to  the  rebellious  thoughts  obey?  I  viU— J 
will  do  it/'^-^she  eontinued  with  sudden  energy, 
dashing  back  the  long  curls  that  ,had  fallen 
over  her  face,  and  then  hastily  drinking  a  glass 
of  water  as  she  felt  a  faintness  coming  over 
her.  ^'  Envy  me  !  How  little  do  we  .know 
whom  we  have  cause  to  envy/'  was  her  thought, 
letting  the  paper  fall  from  her  hand  with  a 
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give  her  pleasure  to  hear/*  she  added  with  a 
slight  shiver.  ^'  Yes  write  directly — promise 
all  she  desires — do  all  I  can  to  promote  his 
interest  with  Mrs.  Denham ;  but  Michael — my 
brother  must  come  first ;—  should  he  fail^  then 
every  energy  shall  be  devoted  to  promote  his — 
her— their  happiness/' 

As  she  concluded  the  sentence,  her  sudden 
energy  died  away,  she  again  wore  the  white^ 
cold  look  of  a  statue ;  and  the  baud  was  again 

m 

extended  towards  the  water.  ''  I  would  be 
strong,  and  yet  am  weak/'  she  murmured,  let- 
ting her  head  sink  on  her  crossed  arms  as  they 
rested  on  the  table.  A  low  and  choking  sob 
was  heard,  and  the  table  shook  beneath  the 
weight  of  her  who  leant  upon  it ;  but  when  she 
looked  up,  some  half  hour  after,  there  was  no 
trace  of  weeping,  and  her  eye  was  bright — too 
bright — it  had  a  burning,  painful  light ;  and 
there  was  a  crimson  spot  on  either  cheek, 
though  the  rest  of  the  face  was  deadly  pale. 
She  rose  with  a  lofty  air  and  crossed  the  room 
H  5 


[  WHO   SHALL   BS    HBIft? 

ber  miting  desk.  There  iraa  no  faltering 
lier  tread — the  step  was  firm ;  ^e  had 
"gg'ed — she  had  conquered. 
rhe  world  talked  of  her  high  aptrita,  counted 
'  volatile,  and  called  her  the  taeny  Rosalind. 
w  guessed  what  lay  beneath  that  gay  exte- 
r.  A  heart  to  feel,  even  to  agony :— a  mind 
will  and  do,  even  to  Bclf-sacrifice. 
Ere  the  letter  could  be  b^un  she  was  inter- 
}ted  by  Mrs.  Bailey,  who  claimed  her  pro- 
led  assistance  in  discussing  an  intricate 
i«m.  Poor  Rosalind !  Of  all  minor  trials 
ire  are  none  so  trying  as  to  be  called  on  by 
onunonplace  person,  to  discuss  commonplace 
^ects,  when  the  miad  is  torn  by  contending 
oUons ;  or  worse,  when  it  has  struggled  and 
ned  a  victory  with  hard  fighting,  and  is  fiill 
a  lofty  resolution  that  beam  it  above  the 
;ty  topics  of  this  work-a-day  world.  The 
lel  torment  to  be  compelled  to  discourae  on 
»lles  and  pins,  knitting  and  netting,  collars 
1  capes,  German  wool  and  floss  silk,  wbea 
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the  heart  is  wrung  with  bitter  pangs-'-'toni  by 

a  thrilliog  grief !  Yet  Rosalind  acquitted  herself 

well    She  measured  and  counted — compared 

shades  and  sizes  so  judiciously^  and  patiently^ 

that  good-natured  Mrs.  Bailey  was  in  captures 

with  her  skill  and  attention^  and  prepared  to 

uphold  her  as  a  model  for  all  young  persons 

ever  after.    Had  she  seen  Rosalind's  look  of 

di^ust  and  weariness  as  the  door  closed  behind 

her,  and  heard  her  muttered  exclamation^  '^  I 

Irish  needles  had  never  been  invented!"  she 

would  have  been  utterly  astounded,  probably 

effended,  and  scarcely  appeased  by  Rosalind's 

succeeding  self-reproach  at  her  own  impatience, 

and  conviction  of  selfishness  in  thinking  her 

joys  and  woes  of  greater  conseq^uence  than 

those  of  others. 

If  Mrs.  Bailey  found  pleasure  in  hem>stitch, 
and  cross-stitch,  and  tent-stitch,  and  satin- 
stitch^  what  right  had  she  to  blame  her  ?  she 
who  found  pleasure  in  lively  sallies,  and  dreamy 
reveries  that  did  no  more  good  to  her  fellow 
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ires,  and  could  not  even  serve  for  foot- 
le capes,  or  ottomans.    Mrs.  Bailey  neither 
lor  heard  aught  of  this,  bo  she  rang  Ross- 
praise  in  the  drawing-room  in  double 

time,  and  bobmajor,  Bring  the  bells  at 
aughter,  who  hinted  a  dislike  to  her  very 

cousin  as  she  called  her  in  derision  ;  aod 

Aliss  Trevor  appeared  at  luncheon  imme- 
ly  after,  but  for  the  most  resolute  self- 
il  she  would  infallibly  have  been  crammed 
I  surfeit  by  the  grateful  Mn.  Bailey,  who 
nly  offered  but  pressed  her  to  partake  of 

dish  on  the  table,  little  suspecting  bow 
y  her  kindness  vji&  appreciated. 
id  Rosalind  bore  all  this  torturing  atten- 

and  all  her  commonplace  questions  ant) 
rks  without  a  sharp  word,  or  impatient 
e ;  and  when  she  retired  to  her  own  room 
he  conclusion  of  the  meal  to  write  tb( 
,  which  she  had  been  prevented  writing  ir 
noraiog,  Mrs.  Bailey  obser^'ed  on  hei 
t  colour,  her  brighter  eye,  and  her  nevei 
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failing  flow  of  spiritR.  Alas !  alas !  is  it  for 
our  weal  or  woe  that  we  cannot  see  into  the 
hearts  of  others  ?  If  we  could^  what  tales  of 
untold,  unguessed  suffering  we  should  read  I 

The  letter  was  written,  folded,  sealed,  and 
directed,  as  Susan  Way  had  requested,  and 
then,  and  not  till  then,  did  Rosalind  pause  and 
tremble,  pushing  aw*ay  the  missive  with  a  con- 
vulsive shudder.  But  she  dared  not  think — 
she  dared  not  allow  herself  to  dwell  on  the  past 
—or  the  future  ;  to  be  victor  over  herself  she 
must  for  the  present  be  only  of  the  present, 
gliding  along  with  the  current,  catching  for 
distraction  and  amusement  at  every  trifle  that 
came  in  her  way ; — for  a  time,  she  must  be  all 
action  and  no  thought.  She  had  filled  her 
letter  with  praises  of  Rupert  Wyvill — she  had 
told  of  his  kindness  to  Hester  Darley  and  her 
grandchild — of  his  admirable  acting^of  all  that 
could  please  one  who  loved  as  dotingly  as 
Susan  Way ;  and  her  pen  had  not  paused, 
seeming  to  gather  inspiration  from  her  subject 
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t  had  not  even  stopped  nben  she  pledged 
self  to  do  all  she  could  to  fiinher  hU  inte- 
ts,  when  they  did  not  interfere  with  her 
ther's,  ending  with  the  wannest  wishes  far 

happiness,  and  an  intimation  that  she  knew 
their  meeting  on  the  previous  day.  She 
L  resolved — she  had  taken  the  first  step. 
IS  she  to  shame  her  late  strength  by  present 
ikness  ?  Was  she  to  draw  back  when  her 
id  was  in  the  work  ?     She  put  iter  letter  in 

bag — she  went  and  sat  by  the  sick  bed  of 
T  Anne,  who  had  scarcely  left  her  room  for 

last  fortnight;  and  then  she  joined  the 
ieys  and  Maria  on  the  lawn,  saying  a  thou- 
d  merry  things  to  them  and  the  gentlemea 
jnd  them,  causing  Mr.  Adnam  to  rub  bis 
ds  with  remarkable  glee  as  she  insisted  on 
talking  sense  to  her,  she  being  tired  of  the 
ipliments  of  Edred  and  Terry  Weston,  the 
:r  of  whom  was  more  than  usually  dull 
1  the  temporary  absence  of  Miss  High  worth. 
vill  was  not  there — he  had  not  been  seea 
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tiince  the  mornings  when  he  had  set  off  towards 
Drinkbourne,  as  Richard  asserted,  winking  with 
his  accustomed  vulgarity,  and  glancing  as  he 
did  so  at  Rosalind,  who  to  his  surprise  showed 
no  annoyance  at  the  insinuation. 


SHALL    BE    HEIR? 


CHAPTER  V. 


the  Ridgeways  and  Pearsons  are  to  dint 
O'diy,  and  some  near  neighbours  to  joir 
arty  ia  the  evening,"  thought  Rosalin<: 
I  sigh  as  she  sat  in  her  room,  arrangin| 
nglets  after  a  walk.  "  Perhaps  it  is  bet- 
lat  it  should  be  so ;  Individuals  evei 
t  less  attention  in  a  crowd,  and  the  bustle 
iety  disturbs  the  brooding  over  misery." 
i.  Denham  was  generally  accounted  ar 
lable  person,  but  if  sociability  consisti  ii: 
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cramming  house  and  table  with  guests  Mrs. 
Denham  was  not  unsociable^  at  least  at  the 
present  time^  for  her  large  mansion  and  large 
dioiog-room  were  filled  to  overflowing. 
Perhaps  she  had  as  great  an  objection  to  family 
parties  as  some  persons  of  my  acquaintance^  and 
therefore  threw  in  a  large  proportion  of  strangers 
to  neutralise  or  enliven  the  stupidity  of  the  one 
assembled  at  her  house ;  or  perhaps^  consider- 
ing herself  compelled  from  her  wealth  and 
station  to  visit  and  be  visited^  she  hoped  by 
having  the  whole  neighbourhood  at  once  to 
secure  an  aRer  period  of  repose,  instead  of 
spreading  her  duties  as  hostess  over  a  larger 
space,  and  thus  prolonging  her  pains  ;  or  per- 
haps, and  this  seems  the  most  reasonable  sup- 
position, she  fully  understood  that  whilst  a  host 
or  hostess  must,  or  should  entertain  a  few,  a 
crowd  can  entertain  itself;  and  the  giver  of  the 
banquet,  provided  all  the  dining  and  drawing- 
room  arrangements  are  judicious,  may  be  as 
silent  and  stupid  as  she  pleases. 


162  WHO    SHALL   BB    UBIB^ 

Mrs.  Denham  could  not  or  would  not  talk, 
BO  ebe  waa  glad,  if  compelled  to  invite  one 
visitor^  to  have  twenty,  who  could  chatter  away 
to  each  other.  She  did  not  like  family  parties, 
and  this  in  the  eyes  of  aome  proved  her  to  be 
unsociable,  for  unsociable  people  always  vote 
family  parties  to  be  &mily  bor«s;  so  aa  we 
have  already  said  her  house  and  table  were  ou 
this  day  filled  to  overflowing,  and  Michael  was 
again  aniious  that  his  sister  should  look  her 
very  best;  and  in  his  estimation  not  only  her 
beauty  but  her  conversation  also  was  remarkaUy 
brilliant. 

She  had  wronged  Rupert  in  the  matter  of 
the  diunsel  at  Drinkbourne,  suspecting  him  of 
wooing  more  than  one  at  a  time,  for  his  present 
pleasure,  or  having  in  the  words  of  the  song — 

"  Bent  liii  Itnee  it  everj  ihrino, 
Aod  left  hu  heart  U  nano  ;" 

and  she  was  bound  to  repair  this  wrong;  for 

which  purpose,  and   in  conformity  with  her 

promise  to  Susan,  she  resolved  on  being  pecu- 
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Ikrly  friendly  and  pleasant  when  next  they  met^ 
but  her  plans  were  frustrated  for  the  time 
being  by  his  only  joining  the  party  in  their 
passage  to  the  dining-room ;  ^and  by  her  being 
secured  as  a  neighbour  by  Captain  Ridgeway 
and  Edred  Cottrell^  who  vied  during  the  whole 
of  dinner^  a  P^mvie  Pun  de  Pautre^  in  their  atten- 
tions ;  not  only  endeavouring  to  cram  her  like 
Mra.  Bailey  with  roast  meats^  and  boiled  meats^ 
sweets  and  sours ;  but  also  with  honied  words 
and  ^idmiring  looks^  till  she  was  led  to  think  on 
the  sentence  in  her  morning's  letter — *'  I  know 
your  heart  is  already  Edred  Cottvell's/'  and  to 
speculate  upon  its  truth. 

Was  her  heart  Edred  CottrelFs?  And  what 
was  more  important  was  his  heart  hers  ?  There 
were  those  at  table  who  judging  from  his  petiU 
9oin$,  and  her  manner  of  receiving  them  would 
have  answered  both  questions  in  the  affirmative^ 
and  of  this  number  were  her  brother,  Mrs. 
Sewell^  and  perhaps  Wyvill,  who  sitting  exactly 
opposite  occasionally  glanced  at  bis  fairvii-d-m 
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augh  his  general  devotion  to  bis  next  neigh- 
ur,  a  pretty  sensible  girl,  was  exemplary. 
"  Now  that  the  sun  departs  there  will  be 
rkness  all  aroun4,"  said  Captain  Ridgeway, 
lUntiy,  as  Rosalind  rose  to  follow  the  ladies 
im  the  room. 

f'  Do  you  mean  to  compare  me  to  a  huge 
11  of  fire,  that  dazzles  and  tans  us,  and  was 
ily  created  to  bring  Rowland's  Kalydor  into 
ihion  ?"  she  answered  gaily,  feeling  no  vexa- 
in  at  the  compliment  as  she  had  done  before 
Wyvilt's  case.  What  mattered  it  to  her 
lether  Captain  Ridgeway  thought  her  fri- 
lous  or  not  ? 

*  I  will  submit  to  the  tanning  and  dazzling—- 
ily  let  me  bask  in  the  warmth  of  its  ray,"  was 
e  reply  of  the  young  soldier;  and  true  to  his 
>rdB  he  sought  her  immediately  on  entering 
e  drawing-room  and  secured  her  hand  for  the 
st  dance,  when  Mrs.  Denham  proposed  a 
adrille,  having  procured  the  attendance  of 
e  village  band. 
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"  How  brilliant  your  sister  is  this  evening — 
so  lively^  so  fascinating  V'  remarked  Captain 
Ridgeway  to  Michael,  a  little  annoyed,  as 
young  Trevor  thought,  at  her  receiving  Edred's 
attentions  so  graciously,  and  appearing  so 
absorbed  in  his  conversation  as  to  forget  the 
mysteries  of  Finale.  He  could  not  catch  the 
subject  of  their  discourse^  which  wa^  Ivy  Cot* 
tage  and  her  parents,  of  whom  Edred  had  that 
day  heard  satisfactory  accounts  from  a  friend. 

^  Yes,  Rose  is  in  her  brightest  mood  to- 
night— hier  buoyant  spirits  mill  bear  her 
triumphantly  through  every  ill.'' 

^'^  I  wish  I  had  a  fortune/'  observed  Captain 
Ridgeway  abruptly,  after  gazing  for  some 
moments  upon  Rosalind. 

'^  I  wish  you  had,''  replied  Michael,  laugh- 
ing at  the  sudden  exclamation.  '^  And  my 
pretty  Rose  too :  she  will  have  next  to  noth- 
ingy"  he  added  more  gravely.  '^  But  then  she 
Gs  a  fortune  in  herself;  and  so  Cottrell  se^ms 
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think.     He  is  a  fine  geoennw  feHow  an^ 
serves  her,  that  I  must  eaj." 
"  Then  I  am  to  undo-staod  that  they  an 
jaged,"    observed  Captain  Ridj^way  «iU 
oething  like  a  sigh. 

*  Or  will  be,  I  conclude,  one  of  theae  daji 
1  nuy  tnist  Cottrell  himself.  They  in!1 
ke  a  handsome  couple,  won't  they  y  bi 
led,  appealing  to  Wyrill,  whom  he  jtiat  tba 
ned  at  his  elbow. 
'  Very  handsome,"  answered  Rupert,  cross 

the  room  to  join  Mr.  Adnam,  who  greetec 
1  with  the  exclamation — 
'  Cottrell  will  certainly  win  that  girL     Whj 
not  you  enter  the  hsts  againnt  him  P 
'  I  will  be  second  to  none." 
'  But  you  might  be  first  if  you  chose  to  pul 
h  all  your  energies." 


You  are  worse  than  a  Goth  to  say  so.  Do 
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ttot  aMttme  sucIl  a  lofty  air^  or  I  shall  suspect 
tbat  the  grapes  are  sour/* 

^  Does  Misft  Trevor  then  proclaim  me  her 
slave/'  eDquired  Rupert^  &  crimson  flush  spread-^ 
iog  over  hi»  whole  face* 

'^  You  the  slave  of  any  woman  ?  Why  you 
ue  a  statue — formed  out  of  a  block  of  polar  ice^ 
sad  fashioned  on  the  morning  of  the  shortest 
<%•    I  do  not  believe  that  you  can  love.^^ 

^' Don't  you  P'  said  Wyvill^  leaving  Mn 
Adnam  as  abruptly  as  he  had  left  Michael,  and 
chaOenging  an  elderly  lady  in  a  discordant 
voice  to  a  game  at  ecarti. 

'^That  was  an.  odd  tone/'  thought  Mn 
Adnam,  but  something  else  attracting  his  atten* 
tion  at  the  moment,  his  mind  turned  to  other 
things. 

Rosalind's  hand  w  as  sought  by  many,  the 
marked  attentious  of  Edred  and  Captain  Ridge- 
way  having  m^de  hc^r  the  fashion,  so  that  she 
found  no  opportimity  of  shewing  a  friendly 
feeling  towards  Rupert  as  she  had  int^ided 
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for  a  considerable  time;  but  at  length,  per^ 
ceiving  him  almost  alone^  she  approached  and 
addressed  him,  if  not  without  some  slight  con- 
fusion, notwithstanding  her  efforts^  yet  with 
what  she  considered  a  manner  marking  her 
wish  to  be  friends^  and  atone  for  any  former 
coldness.  Whether  he  interpreted  her  manner 
as  she  intended  was  another  thing.  Each  one 
looks  through  a  glass  of  his  own,  so  one  sees 
the  landscape  as  toukur  de  rose^  another  as 
yellow.  '^  You  bespoke  me  as  a  partner  three 
days  since — shall  I  be  very  bold  and  offer  you 
my  hand  for  the  next  quadrille  ?'' 

^^  I  must  feel  flattered  by  the  offer;  but  it 
comes  too  late. — I  am  engaged/'  he  answered 
moodily,  startled  by  her  words,  for  he  was  not 
aware  that  she  was  beside  him,  so  light,  so 
timid  had  been  her  tread. 

The  next  instant  he  was  was  joined  by  Mr. 
Broderick,  and  obliged  to  listen  and  reply  to 
his  uninteresting  remarks  on  the  music  and 
the  company. 
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A  burning  blush  spread  over  Rosalind's  face> 
and  neck^  and  brow.  '*  It  is  well !  I  can  do  no 
more^  even  for  Susan's  sake/'  was  her  thought 
as  she  turned  away. 

The  clock  struck  eleven.  She  started,  and 
by  a  strong  effort  resumed  her  self-command ; 
but  the  still  burning  blush  would  not  depart  at 
ber  bidding.  Her  cheeks  were  glowing — her 
brain  seemed  all  on  fire. 

^^  Are  you  afraid  of  a  metamorphosis  d  la 
dnderelUiy  that  you  start  and  hurry  from  the 
room  at  the  striking  of  the  fatal  hour  ?''  asked 
Michael  of  his  sister  as  she  was  passing  him 
with  a  hasty  step.    « 

*^  Exactly  so ;  but  as  a  loving  brother  con- 
ceal my  misfortune,  and  tell  the  world,  should 
it  deign  to  enquire  after  me,  that  I  am  gone 
to  report  its  proceedings  to  Anne.'' 

^  Nonsense,  Rose,  stay  here ;  Anne  is  asleep, 
or  ought  to  be,  and  your  admiring  beaux  will 
hang  themselves  in  despair  at  your  absence.'' 

VOL.   II.  I 
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'^  Like  a  string  of  onions.  How  well  they 
will  look  suspended  from  the  kitchen 
rafters." 

^'  You  will  sufier  for  this  impertinence^  Rose. 
Cupid  will  take  his  revenge^  and  I  shall  see  you 
sighing  and  pining  beneath  his  iron  rule.^ 

^'  Will  you  ?''  answered  his  sister  in  a  tone 
that  struck  his  hearer. 

^^  Yes  that  I  shall^  proud  railer,  despite  your 
lofty  defiance.    But  do  not  run  away.'' 

and  it  is  now  a  minute  later.  Do  not  detain 
me ;  I  shall  be  back  immediately .'' 

"  I  shall  watch  for  your  return/*  whis- 
pered Edred  as  he  opened  the  door  for  her 
egress. 

^  All  will  be  dull  in  your  absence^"  looked 
Captain  Ridgeway,  but  Rosalind  answered 
neither — ^she  saw  not — ^heard  not. 

*'  1  hope»  dear^  you  have  not  been  expecting 
me/'  said  Rosalind  gliding  gently  towards  the 


I  promised  Anne  to  be  with  her  at  eleven^ 


i 
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bed  of  the  invalid^  and  taking  the  feverish  hand 
that  lay  extended  on  the  coverlet  in  hers. 

''  Oh,  no,  dear  cousin ;  it  is  only  five  mmutes 
after  the  time  by  the  great  clock,  and  I  thought 
perhaps  yt>u  were  engaged  in  a  quadrille/' 

^  You  did  not  doubt  my  coming  ?" 

^No  indeed;  I  never  doubt  anything  you 
say:  I  knew  you  would  give  up*your  own  plea- 
sure to  please  another.  It  is  so  kind  of  you  to 
come  and  talk  to  me,  when  you  are  so  much  ad- 
mired, and  sought  after,  and  I  am  sorry  now  that 
I  said  the  medicine  was  less  nauseous  when 
you  gave  it ;  it  was  selfish  of  me/' 

'^  Not  at  all  selfish,  dear  Anne,  and  believe 
me  I  would  much  rather  be  here  with  you  than 
in  the  dancing-room*  So  now  let  me  play 
nurse,  and  do  you  be  a  very  patient  patient,'' 
answered  Rosalind  sweetly,  giving  th«  medicine 
to  the  sufierer  with  a  look  of  afiectionate  sym- 
pathy, that  might  almost  have  won  the  dying 
back  to  life. 

^'  I  wish  you  were  my  sister,  dear  Rose ;  and 
I  3 
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then  I  should  be  always  with  you/'  said  Aane, 
kissing  the  hand  that  had  again  taken  hers. 

^^  You  have  a  more  beautiful^  and  better 
tempered  sister." 

<^  No,  no ;  neither  in  my  eyes.  Maria  is  veiy 
beautiful,  and  I  like  to  look  at  her ;  and  she  is 
not  cross,  but  she  is  not  like  you,  dear  Rose ; 
she  wants  your — ^your — your  heart>  ah  !  that 
is  it.  I  wish  I  were  not  so  ugly,"  she  added 
with  a  sigh. 

**  Ugly,  dear  Anne !  you  are  not  ugly.  What 
a  fancy! 

^'  Mamma  says  so  :  I  wish  I  was  as  beautiful 
as  Maria,  and  then  mamma  would  love  me  as 
she  does  her,''  said  Anne  with  touching  sadness. 

^'  She  does  love  you,  my  dear  Anne.  Do  not 
take  such  a  fancy  as  that  into  your  head.'' 

^^  Yes,  love  me  perhaps  as  all  mothers  must — 
a  little — a  very  little.  I  wish  I  were  a  beauty 
like  you,  Rosalind,"  she  added  passionately. 

'^  Do  not  wish  to  be  like  me,  Anne ;  beauty 
does  not  bring  happiness." 
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"  Are  not  you  happy  then  ?*'  questioned  the 
eager  girl^  starting  up  to  look  into  Rosalind's 
face,  struck  as  Michael  had  been  with  her  tone. 

^'  Lie  down  !  Lie  down  !  this  will  never  do. 
I  did  not  say  that  I  was  unhappy ;  but  you  re- 
member the  fate  of  poor  Mrs.  Drummond; 
rich,  beautiful;  and  talented — yet  miserable  !" 
answered  Rosalind  evasively. 

^  Yes,  miserable  !*'  repeated  the  invalid  in  a 
hollow  voice  that  made  Rosalind  shudder ;  and 
yet  it  was  scarcely  more  hollow  than  her  own 
had  been.  ^'But  she  died  young/'  added 
Anne,  after  a  brief  pause. 

**  There  was  consumption  in  the  family/* 
observed  Rosalind  understanding  the  sufferer's 
train  of  thought,  and  framing  her  answer 
accordingly. 

*'  I  shall  die  young  to  o,"  said  Anne  in  a  voice 
scarcely  above  a  whisper. 

^^  I  will  have  no  such  gloomy  fancies  Anne/' 
replied  Rosalind  cheerfully  :*'  your  pulse    is 
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better,  and  I  insist  on  a  speedy  recoyerj  to  do 
honor  to  my  nursing/' 

^  Do  you  think  it  such  a  sad  thing  to  die 
young  then?''  questioned  Anne,  gazing  ear- 
nestly into  her  face.  ''  It  would  be  sad  for  you 
whom  every  body  loves ;  but  for  me — ^no  one 
loves  me  ?' 

'^  Do  not  tell  fibs,  Anne,  I  love  you  for  one  ; 
and  your  mother  and  sister  love  you,  and  many 
more,  so  away  with  these  idle  forebodings," 
cried  Rosalind,  pressing  her  lips  to  the  parched 
ones  of  the  invaHd*  who  clung  round  her  neck 
with  a  convulsive  grasp. 

As  this  emotion  could  not  be  beneficial,  and 
might  prove  highly  injurious,  instead  of  allowing 
the  sufferer  to  proceed  in  the  same  melancholy 
strain  Rosalind  sought  to  cheer  and  amuse  her, 
and  soon  succeeded  even  beyond  her  hopes. 

Anne  not  only  smiled  but  absolutely  laughed 
at  her  kind  cousin*s  sallies,  and  Rosalind  on 
her  part  went  on  chatting  and  cheering  till  the 
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dance  and  the  dancers  were  quite  forgotten ; 
and  she  thought  only  of  the  pleasure  she  was 
giving  the  poor  neglected  girl^  who^  in  spite  of 
her  gentle  disposition^  was  little  noticed  by  any 
of  her  family. 

^  Here  comes  Turner  to  scold  me  for  talking 
80  much  I  suppose/'  said  Rosalind^  as  the 
door  opened  and  a  person  approached  the  bed. 
^  Do  not  be  cross^  nurse,''  she  added  play- 
fiilly^  peeping  round  the  curtain.  *^  I  have 
done  Anne  more  good  than  Doctor  Jackson^ 
and  all  the  ptisans  and  salines,  and  shall  claim 
an  enormous  fee.'^ 

It  was  not  the  nurse^  but  Mrs.  Denham^  who 
showed  some  surprise  at  the  sight  of  Rosalind. 

**You  here.  Miss  Trevor!  I  thought  you 
were  in  the  saloon  surrounded  with  beaux  and 
inundated  with  compliments.'^ 

'^  Tou  were  mistaken  then,  madam,''  answer- 
ed Rosalind  coldly,  hurt  at  Mrs.  Denham's  re-» 
mark,  which  appeared  to  her  as  meant  for  a 
rebuke. 
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^^  So  it  seems ;  but  the  saloon  is  a  more  fit- 
ting place  for  you  at  this  time.'' 

^*  I  prefer  amusing  Anne.'' 

''  Your  partners  will  lament  your  absence 
'   — you  had  better  return/'  said  Mrs.  Denham, 
with  her  usual  formality,  showing  no  displeasure 
at  the  brusqueness  of  Rosalind's  answers. 

*^  Yes^  you  had  better  go,  dear  Rose ;  it  was 
very  selfish  of  me  to  ask  you  to  come  and  give 
me  my  medicine." 

^^Not  at  all  selfish,  dear  Anne,  as  I  told 
you  before ;  I  am  much  happier  here  than  I 
should  be  in  the  saloon." 

Mrs.  Denham  looked  at  her  steadily,  Rosa- 
lind fancied  searchingly,  and  beyond  this 
imagined  that  she  could  perceive  a  slight  shake 
of  the  head,  and  a  rather  softer  intonation  of 
voice  when  she  next  addressed  her. 

"  You  had  better  return  to  the  saloon.  Miss 
Trevor;  unless  indeed  you  would  prefer  retir- 
ing to  rest  for  you  look  flushed,  yet  worn." 
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'^  Do  you  think  so^  madam ;  I  have  been 
complimented  on  looking  especially  brilliant." 

^  Very  likely,  Miss  Trevor  5  but  I  am  no 
flatterer.  However  since  you  will  not  admit  of 
indisposition,  return  to  the  dancers;  by  remain- 
ing  here  you  prevent  Anne's  obtaining  the 
sleep  she  heeds.  I  will  arrange  her  pillows^- 
your  gay  remarks  will  only  excite  her/^ 

As  this  was  said  in  a  peremptory  tone  that 
allowed  of  no  opposition,  Rosalind,  after  kis^ 
sing  her  young  cousin,  quitted  the  room,  leaving 
that  young  cousin  to  a  tSte-d-t^te  with  the  cold, 
the  formal,  the  dreaded  Mrs.  Denham. 

Poor  Anne  was  in  dismay,  but  her  terror  soon 
subsided.  Mrs.  Denham  smoothed  the  counter- 
pane and  arranged  the  pillows,  not  only  with 
care,  but  kindness;  nay,  she  even  listened 
graciously  to  her  affectionate  praises  of  Rosa* 
lind  in  answer  to  an  enquiry  of  how  long  she 
had  been  there,  then,  feeling  her  pulse  and 
and  predicting  speedy  amendment,  she  left  her 
I  5 


178  WHO   SHALL   BB    HEIR? 

with  a  friendly  good  night,  after  placing  some 
fruit  heside  her — ^the  purpose  of  her  viut. 

''  This  is  just  right ;  I  was  looking  for  a  vis- 
a^viSf  and  Cottreli  for  a  partner;  you  will  fill 
both  offices  admirably/'  cried  Michael  seizing 
on  his  sister  immediately  on  her  return  to  the 
saloon,  and  whisking  her  oflF  towards  the 
quadriUe,  beckoning  Edred  to  follow. 

^^  I  am  to  have  no  choice  in  the  matter  it 
seems,'*  said  Rosalind. 

^^  None  whatever :  you  must  be  sacrificed 
for  my  advantage,  so  submit  to  martyrdom 
with  a  good  grace,*'  answered  her  brother,  his 
arch  look  telling  how  little  like  martyrdom  he 
supposed  she  would  consider  the  dandng  with 
CottreU. 

"  Then  you  must  make  yourself  moat 
exceedingly  agreeable,  cousin  Edred,''  said 
Rosalind,  striving  to  shake  o£f  the  painful 
impression  left  by  Michael's  assertion,  that  she 
must  be  sacrificed  for  his  advantage,  an  asser-* 
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tion  which  had  strudc  her  with  the  force  of  a 
prophecy. 

''What  would  I  not  do  to  obtain  your 
hand  }^  whispered  Edred^  just  not  so  low  but 
that  he  was  oyerheard  by  Wy  vill>  who  waa 
standing  near. 

"  You  are  a  most  wonderful  creature^  cousin 
Ecbred !  you  are  a  mint.  You  can  coin  compli* 
ments  as  her  majesty's  servants  coin  farthings^ 
with  this  superiority^  that  what  they  coin 
has  cost  them  something  in  the  raw  material,, 
and  they  work  only  by  day,  whereas  you  coin 
also  by  night/'  answered  Rosalind ;  but  Wyvili 
did  not  hear  her,  for  he  had  been  called  away 
by  Mr.  Adnam. 

''Mine  are  no.  coined  compliments^  fair 
Rosalind ;  but  theoutpouring  of  truth/* 

The  figure  of  the  dance  prevented  a  reply. 

Rosalind's  call  on  Edred  to  make  himself 
especially  agreeable  was  fully  answered.  Hia 
whole  powers  of  conversation,  and  they  were 
considerable,  were  put  in  requisition  to  attract 
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and  rivet  her  attention,  and  so  well  did  he  suc- 
ceed, that  Captain  Ridgeway  admitted  that  had 
a  longer  acquaintance  allowed  him  to  form 
hopes,  those  hopes  would  have  been  vain.  To 
conceal  her  feelings  from  all,  even  from  herself, 
if  she  could,  Rosalind  rushed  as  it  were  into 
gaiety  and  excitement,  never  considering  what 
constructions  might  be  put  on  her  conduct  by 
others.  As  long  as  the  truth  was  not  guessed, 
she  thought  of  little  else. 

Though  Wyvill  had  listened  quietly  to  Mr. 
Broderick's  remarks,  and  answered  them  with 
wonderful  propriety,  conddering  that  he  did 
not  comprehend  more  than  a  quarter  of  what 
was  said,  his  thoughts  were  with  Miss  Trevor. 
Scarcely  had  his  brief  reply  been  made,  ere  he 
felt  that  it  had  been  abrupt,  unkind,  nay,  even 
rude,  and  was  anxious  to  apologise  for  his 
brusquerie ;  but  when  he  looked  for  Rosalind 
she  was  no  where  to  be  found,  and  as  Edred 
was  absent  also,  he  set  it  down  as  a  fact  that 
they  must  be  together.    Who  has  not  suffered 
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from  setting  down  a  supposition  as  a  fact? 
Yet  who  learns  wisdom  as  he  should  from 
experience  ? 

When  next  he  saw  her  Edred  was  beside  her, 
and  his  looks  and  tones  were  the  looks  and  tones 
of  a  lover;  such  at  least  was  Rupert's  interpre- 
tation of  his  soft  whisper.  After  getting  rid  of 
Mr.  Adnam  he  continued  to  watch  the  cousins. 
He  saw  her  attention — he  met  Edred's  trium- 
phant glance,  and  determined  that  his  conduct 
must  be  a  matter  of  indifference  to  Rosalind, 
and  that  to  interrupt  her  conversation  with 
Cottrell  would  be  counted  uocourteous  and 
unwelcome.  He  would  have  joined  her  when 
Cottrell  left  her,  but  she  was  claimed  by 
another  partner,  and  again  hurried  off  to  take 
her  place  in  the  closing  quadrille,  in  which  he 
was  himself  compelled  to  perform. 

Then  to  this  last  quadrille  succeeded  leave 
takings — such  warm  leave  takings  on  the  part 
^  the  Ridgeways,  who  were  delighted  with 
Rosalind,  that  he   could  not  interrupt  them 
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without  another  breach  of  politeness;  and 
when  he  returned  to  the  saloon  after  escorting 
Miss  Pearson  to  the  carriage,  at  Mrs*.  Denham's 
request.  Miss  Trevor  was  gone.  He  lingered, 
but  she  did  not  return ;  so  he  too  was  obliged 
to  retire  without  having  apologised  for  his  cold 
rejection  of  her  hand,  and  with  the  feeling  that 
to  name  the  subject  on  the  morrow  would 
appear  ridiculous,  as  she  had  probably  already 
forgotten  a  circumstance  so  trinal  in  her  eyes* 
His  prior  engagement  was  no  fabricated  plea ; 
but  it  should  have  been  urged  more  gently,  and 
her  friendly  advances  met  in  the  same  spirit* 
If  she  had  piqued  and  wounded  him  in  the 
morning,  she  was  iqclined  to  make  amends  in 
the  evening — ^but  he  had  repulsed  her  attempt 
at  reconciliation,  and  she  was  never  likely  to 
renew  it.  That  whilst  seeking  for  Rosalind 
he  had  forgotten  to  fulfil  his  pleaded  engage- 
ment till  sought  by  the  lady^s  brother,  was  only 
a  second  act  of  incivility,  and  no  excuse  for  the 
first.    They  were  both  high-spirited  and  proud 
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—too  high*spiiited  and  proud ;  and  the  proba- 
bility was  that  if  not  open  foes  they  would  still 
never  be  friends. 

^'  It  matters  not;— «8he  will  be  Cottrell's  bride, 
and  I  enter  no  house  of  his  as  a  guest/'  was 
Ruperfs  closing  thought,  as  after  tossing  about 
this  side  and  that,  he  settled  himself  in  a  proper 
sleeping  position  with  the  resolution  to  remain 
awake  no  longer. 

How  such  resolutions  are  generally  kept 
there  are  few  who  cannot  tell. 
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CHAPTER.  VI. 


'^  Raking  does  not  agree  with  you,  my  dear/' 
remarked  Mrs.  Bailey  abruptly  the  folloiring 
morning,  raising  her  eyes  from  her  own  emptied 
plate  to  Rosalind's  face.  ''  Tou  are  as  pale  as 
a  ghost,  and  your  cye*lids  look  as  if  they  were 
held  down  by  a  weight,  and  could  not  be 
lifted  up." 

"  No  libel  on  my  good  looks  if  you  please, 
Mrs.  Bailey,''  answered  Rosalind,  a  crimson 
flush  belying  the  accusation  of  paleness,  as  she 
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felt  that  the  eyes  of  all  assembled  at  the  break-, 
fast  table  were  fixed  upon  her^''  I  consider  my-i 
self  as  robust  as  a  milkmaid." 

^' You  may  consider  yourself  to  be  what  you 
please,  my  dear,  but  every  one  else  will  agree 
with  me  that  you  are  looking  wretchedly  ill, 
though  you  have  coloured  scarlet  now,  because 
we  are  all  staring  at  you.  There  is  a  red  line 
round  your  eyes,  and — ^'^ 

''  How  rude  Mrs.  Bailey,  to  accuse  me  of 
having  ferret's  eyes,''  exclaimed  poor  Rosalind, 
interrupting  her ;  hoping  by  an  assumption  of 
gaiety  to  silence  all  further  comment  on  her 
appearance. 

^^  You  may  laugh  if  you  please,  and  call  me 
rude  too,  my  dear ;  but  I  still  maintain  that 
you  are  looking  very  ill,  just  as  if  you  had  not 
had  a  wink  of  sleep  all  night.  Don't  you  agree 
with  me,  my  dear  Mrs.  Denham  ?' 

''  Miss  Trevor  danced  a  great  deal ;  and 
may  well  feel  fatigued  this  morning,''  answered 
that  lady  as  quietly,  asjf  the  good  or  ill  looks 


186  WHO   SHALL.   BE   HEIR? 

of  her  guest  were  a  matter  of  perfect  indiffer- 
ence. 

^'  I  am  sure  I  danced  quite  as  much^  and  so 
did  Elizabeth  }  and  yet.  we  are  not  tired^**  re- 
marked Jemima  BaUey^  who  did  not  like  to 
have  it  supposed  that  Rosalind  had  danced 
more  than  herself  and  sister. 

^^  But  you  were  not  up  at  six  this  mornings 
and  seated  by  Anne's  bed  side/'  remarked 
Mrs.  Sewell^  firing  up  in  defence  of  Rosalind, 
without  clearly  comprehending  fi-om  what  accu- 
sation she  meant  to  defend  her.  '^  I  told  her 
she  would  get  a  headache^  and  now  it  has  come 
I  am  sure  from  her  heavy  eyes  and  purple  lids.'' 

'^  You  could  have  had  no  sleep^  Rose.  How 
could  you  think  (^ doing  this,  imprudent  girl  ?" 
said  Michael,  looking  at  his  sister  with  afiec- 
tionate  reproach. 

''  You  spoil  Anne,  humouring  her  whims 
in  this  way,"  observed  Mrs.  Weston,  colouring 
and  using  a  tone  of  reproof  to  hide  from  others 
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and  herself  the  neglect  of  the  poor  patient 
invalid. 

^  You  really  should  be  more  careful  of  your- 
self/' sud  Edred  in  tender  accents, 

'^  If  I  am  to  be  scolded  all  round,  I  shall 
take  flight/'  cried  Rosalind,  forcing  a  laugh 
though  her  head  was  aching  with  a  dull, 
heavy  ache  that  weighed  down  her  eye-lids  as 
Mrs.  Bailey  had  remarked,  and  pressed  upon 
her  spirits  heavier  still. 

'^  No,  no :  instead  of  flying  off  let  me  give 
you  anqther  cup  of  coffee.  Here  is  the  letter 
bag,  so  the  good  folks  will  be  better  employed 
than  in  making  you  uncomfortable  by  staring 
at  you,''  said  Edred  kindly,  pouring  out  the 
co&e  as  he  spoke. 

He  was  right — ^for  some  moments  all  were 
too  much  engaged  with  letters  or  papers  to 
observe  whether  Rosalind's  cheek  grew  pale 
firom  exhaustion,  or  flushed  with  fever. 

^'What  is  the  matter,  Trevor?  You  are 
making  wry  faces  at  your  news,"  remarked 
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Richard  Weston^  delighted  at  the  opportunity 
of  saying  something  annoying. 

''  Cause  enough  to  make  wry  faces,''  ex- 
claimed Michael  firetfaliy,  taking  no  pains  to 
conceal  his  vexation.  '^Had  it  arrived  but 
yesterday,  I  might  have  made  some  arrange- 
ments with  Colonel  Ridgeway,  but  unluckily 
he  was  to  leave  the  Pearsons  this  morning  at 
eight,  and  I  do  not  know  his  direction." 

"  But  what  is  the  mischief,  man  ?  for  this 
grumbling  tells  us  nothing.^' 

*'  The  mischief  is  this: — Chalmers,  who  took 
my  duty,  is  called  away  to  a  dying  father,  and 
as  some  timid  manufacturers  are  talking  non- 
sense about  apprehended  riots,  my  presence  is 
required  at  head  quarters,  which  is  most  pro- 
voking when  I  am  so  happy  here,  and  so 
much  enjoy  my  holydays.  Perhaps  I  can 
manage  it  though  by  a  little  activity.  I  will 
be  off  to  the  Pearsons  at  once : — the  ColonePs 
journey  may  have  been  delayed,  or  I  may  over- 
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take  him^  and  obtain  permission  to  remain  here 

awhile." 

''  When  we  receive  pay  for  the  performieince 
of  duties^  those  duties  should  be  conscienti- 
ously performed.  I  should  think  yoxi  had 
better  obey  the  mandate  without  any  demur — 
a  soldier  should  be  at  his  post  in  time  of 
danger/^  observed  Mrs.  Denham  pointedly. 

Such  words^  and  such  a  manner  could  not 
be  disputed :  Michael  saw  at  once  that  he  must 
leave  Denham^  and  the  malicious  smiles  ex- 
changed between  Richard  and  the  Misses 
Bailey,  showed  that  they  considered  him  a 
banished  man.  He  glanced  across  at  Rosalind^ 
whose  cheek  had  again  become  deadly  pale, 
and  read  in  her  look  a  confirmation  of  his 
fears. 

'^  Such  being  your  opinion^  my  dear  Mrs. 
Denham,  of  course  I  submit  vith  what  pati- 
ence I  may,''  said  Michael,  after  a  little  hesita- 
tion. 
"I  think  you  will  do  right;. few  have  the 
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power  of  following  their  own  inclinations/ 
observed  Mrs.  Denham^  a  little  softened^  some 
imagined  by  his  ready  submission.  **  When 
must  you  go  ?'' 

'^  I  should  leave  this  at  six  to  meet  the 
mail/' 

*'  Then  we  will  dine  at  five  to-day/'  said 
Mrs.  Denham  as  she  left  the  room. 

^'  How  provoking !''  said  Rosalind  with  tears 
in  her  eyes^  as  she  strolled  out  on  the  lawn 
with  her  brother. 

''  Maria  will  be  in  despair  at  having  no  one 
to  flirt  with^  since  Rosalind  monopolises  Cot- 
trell  and  Wyvill/'  observed  Richard  malici- 
ously. 

The  brother  and  sister  made  no  reply^  but 
walked  on  arm  in  arm  till  they  were  alone. 
Michael  grumbled  and  fretted  at  his  recall^ 
whilst  Rosalind  soothed  and  cheered  him, 
though  her  own  heart  was  heavy  at  his  depar- 
ture>  and  tears  rolled  down  her  cheeks  as  she 
strove  to  reconcile  him  to  his  fate. 
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^  If  I  could  but  tell  whether  the  old  woman 
spoke  only  from  her  formal  ideas  of  duty,  or 
from  a  wish  to  get  rid  of  me^  I  should  be 
better  satisfied/^  exclaimed  the  young  soldier 
impatiendy,  as  he  was  leaving  his  sister  in  the 
ball  to  give  the  needful  orders  to  his  servant. 

His  wish  was  soon  accomplished.  Mrs. 
Denham's  feelings  were  to  be  made  sufficiently 
clear. 

"If  you  will  come  into  my  study.  Miss 
Trevor,  I  will  show  you  the  old  book  of  which 
I  was  speaking  yesterday/'  said  Mrs.  Denham 
encountering  Rosalind  upon  the  stairs. 

Had  she  followed  her  own  inclinations,  Rosa- 
lind would  have  pleaded  a  head-ache  as  an 
excuse  for  deferring  the  inspection  of  the  book 
till  some  future  time,  but  for  Michael's  sake 
she  accompanied  her  hostess  with  thanks  for 
the  offer. 

"Take  a  seat,  Miss  Trevor,"  said  Mrs. 
Denham  after  showing  the  old  tome.  "As  you 
liave  doubtless  guessed,  I  did  not  seek  this  in- 
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terview  for  the  sole  purpose  of  displaying  mj 
book-^-I  would  ask  you  a  few  questions/* 

Rosalind  trembled^  and  turned  red  and  white 
ill  a  minute.  What  could  her  cold  and  formal 
hostess  wish  to  ask  her  ?  Not  knowing  how 
to  reply^  she  merely  bowed^  whilst  Mrs*  Den- 
ham  took  a  seat  directly  opposite^  so  that  she 
could  notice  every  change  of  countenance.  I 
wish  to  ask  a  few  questions  is  an  awful  com- 
mencement at  any  time^  but  when  made  by  a 
cold^  and  as  Rosalind  believed^  unfeeling  person, 
it  was  absolutely  terrific  to  one  of  high  spirits, 
and  a  warm  heart. 

^^  I  am  not  given  to  long  prefaces,  and  there- 
fore. Miss  Trevor,  I  must  beg  you  to  excuse 
me  if  my  questions  should  seem  abrupt/* 
began  Mrs.  Denham  after  a  short,  but  to  Ro- 
salind, awful  pause. 

It  might  be  only  the  effect  of  imagination, 
but  Rosalind  fancied  that  the  speaker's  eye 
was  keener  than  usual. 

^<  Does  your  brother  owe  the  Messrs.  Tan- 
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ner  and  Co.  two  hundred  pounds  for  the  hire  of 
homes,  caniages^  and  other  things  ?'' 

^  No,  madam ;''  answered  RosaUnd  resolute- 
Ijy  though  undecided  whether  to  grieve  or 
rejoice  that  the  dreaded  questions  referred  to  her 
brother  instead  of  herself. 

''You  speak  very  positively  on  this  point. 
Does  Lieutenant  Trevor  make  you  acquainted 
with  aU  his  debts  ?'' 

''It  should  seem  that  you  thought  so, 
madam,  from  applying  to  me  on  the  subject/' 
answered  Rosalind,  vexed  at  what  she  con- 
ndered  an  implied  doubt  of  her  veracity,  and 
afraid  of  committing  her  brother  by  a  more 
open  reply. 

"You  are  not  speaking  with  your  usual 
frankness.  Miss  Trevor,''  remarked  Mrs.  Den- 
ham  severely. 

"  Frankness,  madam,  should  extend  only  to 


our  own  concerns." 


"  Are  you  quite  sure  that  if  I  questioned  you 
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as  to  your  own  concerns  I  should  meet  irith 
that  frankne%s  of  which  you  boast.'' 

^  I  am  ever  frank^  madam^  to  those  who  from 
affection  or  relationship  have  the  right  to  daiin 
my  confidence/' 

"  This  is  another  evasion^  Miss  Trevor  ;— 
but  let  it  pass — I  see  you  do  not  consider  me 
entitled  by  relationship  or  affection  to  daim 
your  confidence,  and  must  frame  my  questions 
differently.  Had  not  your  brother  such  a  debt 
a  short  time  since  ?^ 

^^  He  had/'  answered  Rosalind  frankly, 
though  surprised  at  Mrs.  Denham's  knowledge 
of  the  circumstance. 

'^  You  say  that  he  has  none  such  now — ^Am 
I  to  understand  that  it  is  paid?" 

*'  Yes,  madam." 

^  And  how  long  since  ?" 

Rosalind  hesitated.  She  knew  Mrs.  Den- 
ham's  strong  opinions  concerning  debt,  and 
feared  lest  an  inadvertent  admission  might  pre- 
judice Michael  in  her  eyes ;  yet  an  answer  must 
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be  given^  so  she  had  nothing  left  but  to  tell  the 
»mple  truth.  To  falsehood  she  never  stooped, 
and  silence^  or^  an  evasive  reply^  might  do  her 
brother  more  harm  than  good. 

^'  It  was  paid  some  days  back  I  believe/'  said 
Rosalind. 

^*  How  did  your  brother  procure  the  money  ?*' 

'^  Not  having  the  sum  by  him  at  the  moment^ 
he  accepted  a  loan  from  a  friend/' 

^' Was  the  debt  of  long  standing  or  this  the 
first  application  for  payment  ?' 

^  I  do  not  know  the  standing  of  the  debt.^ 

''  Nor  the  items  1**  asked  Mrs.  Denham  as 
Rosalind  thought  incredulously. 

^'  Nor  the  items,  exactly ;  I  understood  th^ 
were  for  horses,  saddlery,  and  needful  military 
accoutrements — things  that  I  could  know  no- 
thing about.'* 

^  And  you  believed  this  ?' 

^  Of  course,'^  answered  Rosalind  a  little  indig- 
nantly. 

'^  Did  you  not  see  the  bill  ?" 

3  K 
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'^  No  madam^  I  did  not.'' 

^'  Wliat  was  the  name  of  the  generous  friend, 
who  lent  the  mon^  ?" 

^^  Is  it  kind^  my  dear  madam^  to  question  a 
sister  of  her  brother's  concerns^  of  which  she 
knows  next  to  nothing,  when  an  inadvertent 
word  may  do  him  serious  injury  in  the  opinion 
of  one,  whose  esteem  he  is  most  anxious  to 
obtain  ?"  said  Rosalind  after  a  moment's  pause. 
^^  Would  it  not  be  indelicate  in  me  to  name  that 
friend  ?  Is  it  not  cruel  in  you  to  ask  me  ?" 

If  the  words  were  bold  the  manner  was  re- 
spectful, even  sad ;  and  Mrs.  Denham,  instead 
of  being  offended  by  her  remonstrance,  was 
touched  by  it,  and  spoke  in  a  softer  tone. 

'^  It  is  not  cruel,  Rosalind  Trevor.  I  ask  in 
kindness,  and  question  you  in  preference  to 
your  brother  from  a  friendly  feeling  to  both. 
You  must  know  that  this  brother  would  not 
dare,  if  I  may  use  the  word,  decline  to  answer 
my  questions,  and  you  may  guess  that  I  shall 
feel  more  interest  in  his  welfare  from  conversing 
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with  you  than  with  him^  I  mean^''  she  added 
quickly^  catching  Rosalind*s  look  of  surprise 
at  this  last  assertion,  '^  that  a  sister  can  plead 
more  warmly  and  effectually  for  a  brother,  than 
that  brother  can  plead  for  himself.  We  feel 
drawn  towards  one,  who  has  had  the  power  of 
exciting  strong  affection  in  another.  After 
saying  this,  I  leave  the  decision  to  your- 
self —  Shall  I  question  you  or  Lieutenant 
Trevor  ?^ 

^^Me,  madam,  if  you  please,  since  you  pur- 
pose only  kindness." 

Rosalind  saw  at  once  that  she  might  with 
truth  plead  ignorance  on  many  points,  which 
he  could  not. 

^^  You  have  chosen  wisely.  I  will  not  exhort 
you  to  answer  truly,  for  I  believe  you  incapa- 
ble of  falsehood,  even  to  serve  your  brother." 

'*  Thank  you  for  this  belief,**  said  Rosalind 
with  warmth. 

^•To  return  then  to  my  former  question. 
Who  lent  the  money  ?*' 
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'*  Edred  Cottrell^'*  answered  Rosalind,  blush- 
ing in  spite  of  herself. 

^*  It  was  kind  of  him — ^very  kind." 
Rosalind  looked  down  without  speaking,  and 
Mrs.  Denham  continned. 

^^  This  loan  may  be  converted  into  a  gift 
from  your  brother^s  inability  to  repay  it.'^ 

*'  No,  madam,  it  dull  be  repaid,^  answered 
Rosalind  resolutely. 

*^Tou  speak  boldly  on  this  point.    How 
shall  it  be  repaid  ?  It  wotdd  inconvenience  your 
father,  I  imagine,  to  repay  the  sum.^ 
**  It  would — ^I  will  repay  it.'* 
^  How  ?  With  your  hand  and  heart  ?^ 
'*  No,  madam,  with  my  purse,''  exclaimed 
Rosalind  proudly,  reddening  as  she  spoke. 
'^  I  was  not  aware  of  your  being  so  rich.'' 
*f  My    godmother  left   me  three   hundred 
pounds." 

'^  And  this  you  have  lent  your  brother." 
^'  This  I  will  lend,  or  give  him,  as  soon  as  I 
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come  of  age;  till  then  it  is  not  at  my 
disposal/' 

^^  Till  that  time  then^  your  brother  must  re- 
main Edred  Cottrell's  debtor." 

'*  Not  if  he  can  borrow  money  on  my  security, 
which  he  has  promised  me  to  attempt.'' 

'^  Did  you  recommend  his  applying  to  Edred 
Cottrell?'' 

*'  No,  madam;  I  knew  nothing  of  the  circum- 
stance till  the  o£fer  had  been  accepted,  when 
interference  would  have  come  too  late/' 

'^  Then  you  did  not  approve  of  his  applying 
to  him.** 

^  It  could  not  be  called  an  application ;  Edred 
guessed  the  cause  fiom  Michael^s  vexatimi^  and 
offered  to  lend  the  money  after  learning  the 
truth  by  adroit  questioning/' 

"  This  was  a  very  firiendly  act,  and  I  am 
glad  Edred  has  money  to  lend  his  friends, 
since  he  makes  such  a  kind  use  of  it/' 

Rosalind  said  nothing,  though  aware  that 
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Mrs.  Denham  was  watching  her  and  wdting 
for  a  reply. 

^  Tou  appear  to  have  a  great  objection  to 
being  his  debtor." 

« I  have.'* 

*' That  is  a  brief^  but  decided  answer^,  yet 
some  might  doubt  and  disbelieve.'' 

^'  Some  mighty  but  you  expressed  conviction 
of  my  being  incapable  of  falsehood.'' 

"  I  didy  and  would  do  so  again.  Shall  I 
establish  the  justice  of  my  conviction  by  further 
questions  on  this  subject?'' 

'^  There  can  be  no  need^"  said  Rosalind 
quickly.  '^  Tou^  madam^  can  understand  my 
repugnance  to  be  indebted  to  any." 

*^  And  to  one  in  particular/'  added  Mrs. 
Denham  with  the  only  attempt  at  playfulness 
that  her  young  guest  had  ever  seen ;  but  her 
playfulness  vanished  as  she  concluded.  ''I 
wish  this  horror  of  being  in  debt  ran  in  the 
family.  When  did  you  first  hear  of  this 
account  ?" 
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^^  On  the  day  of  our  meeting  at  Hester 
Darle3r*8  cottage/' 

"  And  jet^  knowing  tlus  and  professing  a 
horror  of  debt  as  you  do^  you  could  be  all 
smiles,  and  joy  and  fascination  at  the  Pearsons: 
nay,  if  I  remember  right,  appeared  ia  a  new  and 
expensive  dresa  for  the  first  time.'' 

^  What  could  I  do  ?''  said  Rosalind  humbly 
and  earnestly,  wounded  by  the  reproachful  tone 
of  her  hostess.  ^'  Had  I  looked  as  sad  as  I 
felt  the  truth  might  have  been  guessed,  imd 
Colonel  Ridgeway,  from  whose  interest  Michael 
hopes  for  advancement  in  his  profession,  is  as 
particular  on  the  subject  of  debt  as  yourself. 
At  my  brother^s  entreaty  therefore,  and  to  serve 
him,  there  were  smiles  on  my  lip  when  my 
heart  was  very  sorrowful.  There  are  many 
occasions  when  all,  and  more  especially  women, 
most  hide  the  vulture  that  eats  atray  their  very 
life." 

"  There  are  some  such  occasions  in  the  life 
of  all,''  answered  Mrs,  Denham  with  sympathy, 
K  5 
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touched  by  the  passionate  look  and  tone  of  the 
speaker.  '^Tet  it  is  very  grievous  when  the 
necessity  fiiUs  cm  one  so  young/' 

^'  It  is  grievous :  and  hard-^-very  hard  to  be 
borne/'  said  Rosalind  in  a  voice  scarcely  above  a 
whisper^  whilst  for  a  moment  she  looked  like  one 
struck  down  by  some  deep  woe ;  but  rallying 
on  the  instant  she  continued  in  a  firmer  tone. 
"  I  was  not  joyous  when  we  met  in  that  poor 
cottage/' 

^'  No^  that  I  admit ;  but  I  heard  of  your 
being  the  life  of  the  Pearson's  party,  delighting 
all  with  your  animation.'^ 

'^  Michael's  pressing  difficulties  were  remo- 
ved by  the  loan,  and  it  was  his  wish  that  I 
should  please  the  Ridgeways,  and  show  them 
marked  attention  ;-*-nor  will  I  deny/'  she 
added,  after  a  moment's  hesitation  and  with  a 
slight  blush,  ^'  that  the  gaiety  at  first  an  efibrt, 
became  ere  the  close  of  the  evening  an  impulse. 
It  was  a  gay  scene,  and  all  vied  in  their  en- 
deavours to  please  me/' 
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""  And  flatter  you^  Rosalind  ?" 

"  I  fear  ao/^  she  answered^  and  not  without 
a  touch  of  bitterness. 

^*  And  the  new  dress  ?" 

^'  Qh,  that  horrid  dress  I  you  cannot  think 
how  I  hate  it,  though  Michael's  present.  I 
would  have  worn  an  older,  plainer  one^  but  in 
his  affection  my  brother  wished  me  to  look  my 
best^  and  I  could  not  confute  his  argument 
that  my  wearing  it  would  entail  no  fresh 
expence.  It  was  mine — it  was  paid  for — I 
should  please  him  by  appearing  in  it : — and  I 
could  not  well  sell  it  to  a  jew/'  she  added 
with  a  faint  smile.  '''  I  felt  fiur  more  ashamed 
than  proud  when  you  praised  it.'*^ 

^  I  saw  you  did.  But  why  pennit  him  to 
purchase  it  at  C.  a&  I  understand  he  did  V^ 

**  Permit !  he  did  it  without  my  knowledge 
— contrary  to  my  iiemonstrance.  I  did  not 
then  know  of  this.  debt>  or  nothing  should  have 
induced  me  to  wear  this  present/' 

^  Not  his  entreaties  and  caresses  ?'' 
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^^  I  think  not ;  but  it  is  hard  to  refuse  the 
entreaties  of  those  we  love — to  remain  unmoved 
by  their  caresses.  I  have  no  sister,  Mrs.  Den- 
ham,  and  only  this  one  brother.  We  were 
always  together  from  our  birth — he  grew  the 
softer  to  be  a  fitting  companion  for  me,  and  I 
—perhaps  I  learnt  to  play  the  romp  to  be  a 
fitter  playfellow  for  him/'  she  added  with  one 
of  those  half  arch,  half  timid  smiles  that  were 
so  fiill  of  fascination.  ^  There  were  no  childish 
quarrels  to  disturb  our  love,  and  owing  to  my 
father's  limited  income,  it  was  late  ere  Michael 
went  to  school.  Tou  may  smile  at  my  simpli- 
city — I  see  you  do — but  a  brother's  affection 
would  compensate  to  me  for  the  jesting  of  the 
whole  world.  Tou  never  had  a  brother,  and 
therefore  cannot  tell  how  precious  is  a  brother's 
love." 

'^  I  will  not  dispute  this^  Rosalind ;  but 
affection  should  not  degenerate  into  weakness. 
Your  brother  knew  of  this  debt  when  he  made 
you  the  present.     There  is  an  old  proverb 
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which  he  would  do  well  to  study — ^We  should 
be  just  before  we  are  generous." 

''  I  cannot  deny  the  truth  of  this^  Mrs. 
Denham — I  would  not  gainsay  it  if  1  could ; 
but  dear  Michael  is  young — his  means  scanty 
^his  disposition  open  and  generous.  There 
are  many  temptations  to  expense  in  the  army ; 
it  is  hard  to  say — no —  when  asked  to  assist  a 
friend,  or  join  in  a  pleasant  excursion.  And  do 
not  blame  him  for  the  gown — rather  blame  me. 
He  thought  me  poorly  dressed—he  heard  others 
say  so— and  his  affection  made  him  wish  to  see 
me  admired.'' 

^^  Does  this  excuse  in  your  eyes  his  giving 
before  paying." 

*  "  I  would  have  it  excuse  him  in    yours, 
madam/'  answered  Rosalind  pleadingly. 

**  You  are  blinded  by  your  affection — you 
will  see  no  &ult  in  this  only  brother.'^ 

"  He  may  be  too  good-natured — too  easily 
led— 4oo  willing  to  please  and  oblige,  but  to  me 
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he  has  ever  been  kinder  than  kind — and  shall 
I  judge  him  harshly  ?^ 

''  Not  harshly^  but  justly^  Rosalind*  Are  you 
sure  that  should  your  interests  ever  clash  he 
will  not  call  on  you  to  do  in  earnest  what  he 
called  on  you^  I  understand^  last  night  to  do  in 
jest — ^namely  sacrifice  yourself  for  your  brother's 
good  ?'' 

^*  Quite  sure  1  quite  certain  V*  cried  Rosa- 
lind warmly. 

'*  Time  will  show/'  said  Mrs.  Denham  with 
a  grave  shake  of  the  head.  ^'  He  who  spends 
beyond  his  means^  will  require  beyond  his 
rights.'' 

"  Do  not  say  so,  my  dear  madam ;  he  is 
generous  and  careless  of  money>  but  will  never 
be  selfish.  And  it  is  but  two  hundred  pounds," 
she  added  excusingly. 

^^  But  two  himdred  poundft — I  did  not  ex- 
pect to  hear  you  say  this.  It  is  more  than  he 
has  to  pay,  and  there  is  the  crime — ^yes  crime !'' 
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repeated  Mn.  Denham  severely.  ^'  The  gen- 
tleman who  bujs  what  he  cannot  pay  for^ 
would  steal  what  he  could  not  otherwise  obtain 
were  be  more  lowly  bom^  or  feared  not  the  law. 
I  hoped  you  thought  more  seriously  of  incurring 
debts^  and  thus  defrauding  the  honest  trades- 
man.** 

^^  It  is  not  what  I  thinks  my  dear  madam ; 
but  young  men — and  youxig  men  in  the  army^ 
mixing  in  the  worlds  should  not  be  judged  as  a 
simple  country  girl^  who  has  nothing  to  tempt 
her  but  a  satin  dress^  or  a  golden  brooch^  for 
which  in  truth  I  care  but  little." 

'^  You  learnt  this  from  your  brother  I  con- 
clude." 

Rosalind  coloured^  and  looked  down^  for  just 
such  had  been  his  arguments. 

^*  You  say  but  two  hundred  pounds !  Are 
you  quite  certain  that  he  owes  no  more  ?  Will 
you  pledge  your  word  to  me  that^  excepting 
this,  he  is  fi^e  from  debt  ?  You  are  silent — you 
turn  away — I  am  answered." 
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"  Do  not  misconstrue  my  silence—  do  not 
misjudge  MichaeP — exclaimed  Rosalind  eager- 
ly.  • "  On  my  honor,  I  know  of  no  other  debts." 

*'  You  may  not  know^  but  do  you  suspect  no 
other  ?'* 

"  This  is  cruel  Mrs.  Denham — ^very  cruel 
— ^to  make  a  sister's  anxious  doubts  an  evidence 
against  her  only  brother/'  answered  Rosalind 
with  faltering  voice  and  tearful  eyes. 

"Neither  he  nor  you  shall  fare  the  worse 
for  it^''  replied  Mrs.  Denham  with  a  manner 
which  if  not  affectionate^  was  no  longer  formal. 
"  Suppose  he  has  other  debts — I  put  it  only  as 
a  supposition — how  is  he  ever  to  find  the  means 
of  discharging  them?  You  have  no  relative 
likely  to  leave  you  another  legacy •'' 

"  None.  I  do  not  know  how  it  would  be 
accomplished ;  but  doubtless  he  would  find  a 
way^  They  say  we  women  cannot  understand 
how  all  these  things  are  done." 

'^  Quite  as  well  perhaps  that  we  should  not^ 
if  we  are  to  retain  anv  reverence  for  our  lords 
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and  maaters ;  but  your  own  sense  will  tell  you 
that  it  must  be  attended  with  great  loss^  or  a 
little  dishonotir.     He  will  gamble/' 

^  Oh,  no !  no  !''  cried  Rosalind ;  then  stop-, 
ped  abruptly  in  her  disclaimer,  remembering 
with  grief  and  shame  that  Michael  had  spoken 
of  gambling  as  a  means  of  making  money. 

^  Let  us  hope  that  he  will  not  gamble,  since 
it  distresses  you ; — but  what  other  means  has  he 
left  ?  He  has  no  land  to  mortgage,  and  Cap< 
tain  Trevor's  pension  dies  with  him,  or  the  son 
might  count  on  his  father's  death  and  issue 
biUs  accordingly." 

^  Oh,  no !  that  is  too  horrible  I'*  cried  Rosa- 
lind with  a  shudder. 

'^  Then  he  must  rob  his  parents  in  their  de- 
clining years  of  the  few  comforts  that  their 
limited  means  allow ;  or,  as  I  said  before,  sacri- 
fice his  sister,  disposing  yfith  a  despot's  grasp* 
ing  spirit  of  her  poor  pittance — or  her  hand/' 

^  No,  madam,  no;  Michael  is  not  selfish — ^he 
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will  never  do  either/'  said^  Bosaliad  but  not 
quite  aa  resolu;tely  aa  before. 

'^  Then  he  must  persuade  a  young  heiress  to 
give  him  hjersel^or  an  old  one  her  fortune :— he 
may  find  neither  practicable/' 

^  You  assured  me^  Mrs.  Denham^  that  you 
purposed,  only  kindness/'  exclaimed  Rosalind 
colouriPS  ^h,  wounded  feeling. 

^  And  I  do  purpose  kindness,  Rosalind  Tre> 
vor,  however  singuliur  you  may  think  my  method 
of  showing  it.  I  would  warn  you  for  your 
good — I  would  urge  you  for  his  sake  and  your 
own  to  impress  on  his  mind  the  necessity  of  a 
strict  economy,  aa  he  would  save  himself  from 
future  remorse.  He  has  many  pleasing  and 
amiable  qualitiesji  but  his  self-indulgence  will 
d^eueirate  into  sel^shness,  and  he  may  seek  to 
rule  you  to  your  misery^^  working  by  your  afiec- 
tions.  Forgive  me  for  having  wounded  your 
sisterly  regard-rt^forgive  me  for  having  com- 
pelled you  to  enter  on  a  painful  discu8sion>  and 
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that  too  when  so  ill  able  to  endure  k,  for  Mrs. 
Bailey  said  no  more  than  the  truth ;— *you  are 
looking^  and  I  fear  feelings  wretched.  It  m^y 
however  repay  you  in  some  mieasure  to  know 
that  oar  conference  hias  served^  not  injured 
your  brother^  though.  I  dp  not  wish  him  to  pro* 
long  his  visit  now,  or  renew  it  shortly.'^ 

"  I  entreat  you  to  consider — !*  begaa  Rosar. 
lind. 

'^  I  will  consider  all  that  should  be  considered^ 
bat  I  will  listen  to  no  more  excuses  or  entrea- 
ties. Let  it  content  you  that  your  affectionate 
pleading  has  not  been  in  vain — to  that  he  must 
hold  himself  indebted  for  any  efforts  that  I  may 
make  to  serve  him«f' 

^  May  I  ask  from  whom  you  heard*  of  this 
hateful  debt/'said  Rosalind  timidly^  as  Mrs.  Den<* 
ham^  placing  herself  at  her  desk,  began  to  write.. 

^Through  his  own  carelessness  I  acquired 
my  knowledge; — ^he  must  have  dropped  the 
letter,  which  I  found  in  the  shrubbery.    The 
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half  having  the  direction  being  torn  away,  I 
could  not  tell  to  whom  to  restore  it  till  after 
perusal.  Run  your  eye  over  it,  and  you  will 
see  that  it  is  neither  the  first  nor  the  second 
application ;  and  you  will  likewise  learn  what 
young  men  tell  their  sisters  are  needful  military 
accoutrements/' 

'^  If  you  will  permit  me,  madam^  I  woald 
rather  return  it  to  him  unready  since  a  perusal 
would  be  contrary  to  his  wishes,  and  could  give 
me  no  pleasure.'^ 

'^  You  may  do  as  you  please^  but  the  perusal 
might  be  serviceable — though  painful." 

'^  I  would  rather  not  hear  evil  of  those  I 
love« 

^'  My  warnings  have  been  thrown  away,  and 
it  would  be  waste  of  time  to  utter  more ;  you 
will  only  learn  from  experience.  Give  this  to 
your  brother,  and  let  the  thought  that  it  is 
more  than  I  intended  to  bestow  on  your  first 
entrance  console  you  for  becoming  an  unwilling 


WHO   SHALL   BE   HEIR?  213 

witness  against  him — ^he  owes  much  to  your 
sisterly  eloquence.'^ 

Rosalind  took  the  pi^r— it  was  a  draft  for 
three  hundred  pounds* 

^'How  shall  I  thank  you>"  she  said  in  a 
broken  voice>  her  eyes  filling  with  tears  of 
gratitude. 

^^  By  heeding  my  Words,  and  believing  that 
kindness  may  be  found  beneath  a  cold  exterior. 
Tou  have  wronged  me,  Rosalind  Trevor ;  like 
Heater  Darley  you  have  said — she  will  keep  her 
word,  but  she  is  a  hard  woman." 

"  I  have  wronged  you,  and  deeply  regret  it,'* 
said  Rosalind  frankly. 

**  And  worse — ^you  will  wrong  me  again ; — 
but  let  that  pass.  The  young  are  rarely  wise 
in  their  judgment,  and  I  court  no  one's  good 
opinion.  Let  your  brother's  first  act  be  to  dis- 
charge his  debt  to  Edred— on  this  I  insist ; 
and  advise  him  to  employ  the  remainder  in 
paying  his  other  creditors.  Tell  him  that  I 
desire,  and  will  receive  no  thanks ;  and  let  him 
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clearly  understand  that  he  has  nothing  further 
to  expect  from  me.  I  say  this  because,  though 
1  thought  myself  a  hale  and  hearty  woman 
likeTy  to  live  for  years,  many  can  read  death  so 
legibly  written  on  my  brow,  that  they  require 
me  to  choose  an  heir  immediately.  With  this 
understanding,  we  nray  still  part  on  firiendly 
terms,  for  he  has  always  been  genUemanly  and 
lattenti^-e — Ixom  what  motives  I  will  not  enquire. 
Kdw  go  ; — you  have  been  sadly  harassed  and 
kiced  rest.*' 

''  Let  me  first  thankyou,'*said  Rosalind  rising. 

'^  No ;  I  will  have  no  thanks  from  you,  or 
him^-mind  that.  If  you  would  show  gra- 
titude be    silent — ^that  is  all  I  require.'' 

^^  If  you  so  wiU  it,  so  it  must  be,'*  answered 
Kosalind,  checked  and  chilled  by  Mrs.  Denham's 
manner. 

^'  If  she  would  but  show  a  little  warmth  and 
^mpathy  that  I  might  love  her!"  thought 
Rosalind  as  she  sought  her  brodier.  It  was 
the  first  wish  of  the  aort  she  had  formed  since 
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their  introduction^  and  seemed  likely  to  remain 
unfulfilled. 

^'  So  I  must  hope  for  nothing  further — 
then  adieu  to  my  vision  of  becoming  owner  of 
Denham  Paiic.  And  to  lose  my  chance  for  a 
paltry  debt  of  two  hundred  pounds !— -comin  g 
to  her  knowledge  too  through  my  own  careless- 
ness. I  wish  Tanner  axld  Company  were  tramp- 
led to  death  by  their  owii  horses  1  There  dd 
not  look  so  grave,  my  pretty  Rose ;  I  do  not 
wish  so  in  earnest^  but  I  am  vexed— fretful — 
and  spiteful,  and  could  say  anything,  or  do  any 
thing  just  at  this  moment;  It  is  very  odd 
about  the  letter.  I  cannot  at  all  remember 
tearing  off  thie  direction,  and  would  almost 
take  my  davy  that  I  had  put  it  away  safe  in  my 
desk,  when  CSottrell  called  me  to  ride  with  him; 
To  be  sure  thtte  being  no  money  in  the  desk 
it  is  never  locked,  bat  Gunter  is  as  honest  as  a 
knave  towards  himself.  Besides,  who  would 
think  of  stealing  a  dunning  letter  ?^' 
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"  Only  a  rival  and  foe/'  - 

''  Rival  and  foe  !  What  do  you  mean^  Rosa- 
lind^ speaking  in  that  prophetic  tone?  Tou 
are  looking  quite  Delphic/' 

'^  It  is  a  very  unlucky  accident,  and  I  am 
almost  as  Vexed  and  spiteful  as  yourself/'  an- 
swered Rosalind. 

''  Tes  a  most  unlucky  accident  indeed^^  re- 
peated Michael  without  noticing  his  sister^s 
emphasis  upon  the  word^  '^  I  suppose  I  did  not 
put  it  in  the  desk,  but  left  it  in  my  pockety  and 
pulled  it  out  with  my  handkerchief.  But  there 
what  must  be — must  be; — and  what  can't  be 
cured  must  be  endured*  It  is  odd  if  two  musty 
old  proverbs  cannot  console  one  for  losing  the 
prospect  of  a  handsome  inheritance.  Three 
hundred  pounds  is  better  than  nothing ;  but  it 
seems  almost  a  waste  to  pay  two  thirds  directly 
to  Cottrell,  who  does  not  need  it.'' 

^  Mrs.  Denham  is  peremptory  on  that  point, 
and  insists  on  its  being  done  immediately/'  said 
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Rosalind  gravely^  beginning  to  understand  the 
wisdom  of  her  hostess's  warning. 

'^Then  it  must  be  done.  Lucky  feUow! 
I  suppose  he  will  supplant  me  and  become  her 
heir^  for  the  Westons  are  poor  honies,  and 
Wyvin  too  fitful  in  his  moods^  and  too  inatten- 
tive to  stand  a  chance.  I  hope  he  may  have  it 
unce  I  cannot.  Mind^  Rose^  I  shall  be  at  yoiur 
wedding,  though  all  the  manufacturers  in  all 
the  towns  should  be  fainting  with  fright.'' 

'^  Wedding  or  funeral  of  mine  you  shall 
certainly  attend.'' 

^'  Funeral !  don't  talk  of  such  a  things  giri ; 
I  feel  the  worms  creeping  over  me  at  the  bare 
thought.  But  you  are  looking  very  corpse  like 
— what  is  the  matter  ?" 

*^  I  have  a  horrid  head  ache,  and  that  long 
talk  with  Mrs.  Denham,  and — " 

"  And  my  departure ; — yes  I  see  dear.  Rose ; 
and  you  were  tired  last  night.  There  go  to 
your  own  room  for  an  hour,  whilst  I  look  at  a 
horse  sent  for  my  inspection,  and  then  we  will 
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have  a  nice  quiet  chat.     And  do  coax  Maria  to 
join  the  party,  for  her  mother  has  kept  bee  out 
of  my  si^t  all  the  morning.    So  much  for 
being  a  discarded  heir.'' 
"  Suppose  ahe  should  be  diosen  as  heiress?'' 
^'  Then  I  would  nm  off  with  her,  let  who 
would  say  me  nay." 
^  And  suppose  she  should  not." 
^'  Then  I  have  had  a  pleasant  flirtation  with 
a  very  beautiful  girl ;  but  in  a  wife — 1  must 
look  for  fortune." 

<^  You  will  not  break  your  heart/  said  Rosa« 
find,  dismissing  all  anxiety  upon  this  point,  a 
sligfat  degree  of  contempt  at  his  levity  mingliDg 
tmoottsciously  with  her  (deastu^  at  his  being 
saved  from  the  pangs  of  a  hopeless  attachment. 
"  No,  I  am  not  one  of  that  sort — ^nor  you 
either,  I  suspect;  but  Cottrell  is  not  ov&c  sen- 
timental, so  it  is  all  as  it  should  be.    Now  be 
off  to  your  room,  sweet  sister,  whilst  I  adjoam 
to  the  stable." 
Midiael  was  light*— Mrs.  Westmi  kept  her 
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^yfftn^ifiil  ^«night^^  €ttt  of  his  wqr^  to  that  bean* 
ttfiil  daugkler'a  anco  janoe.  She  waa  not  going 
to  give  her  dariisg  Maria  to  m  marching  Lieiir 
tenai^  with  Ktde  beadea  hia  pay.  Whiiat 
thoK  was  a  ohanoe  of  hia  becomiiig  Ae 
posaeaaor  of  Denhani'— it  waa  different ; — be* 
sides  she  did  net  like  cousins  iatermanyiog. 

fihe  need  nothaiFe  been  aa  cautious;  Mi- 
chael was  net  sufficiently  smitteB  to  try  love  in 
a  cottage  with  Maria  to  cut  his  bread  and  but- 
ter;  and  as  for  Maria— she  eoiddnot  feel  areal, 
lasting  affisetien,  and  preftrred  a  laige  house 
with  plenty  of  servants. 

In  obedienee  to  her  commands,  Midiael 
made  no  atte^mpt  ia  thank  BIrs.  Denham  fat 
her  handaame  present,  but  his  manner  when 
taking  leave  showed  that,  if  disappmnted  in  his 
high  hopes,  he  was  attU  gntefid  te  her  Ipndi' 
ness;  and  her  manner  in  return  waa  less 
fimnal,  and  moie  fidendly  than  aome  of  the 
party  had  expected. 

Boaalind  had  borne  «p  against  a  diatracdag 
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headache  and  contending  feelings  till  Michael's 
departure ;  but  the  effi>rt  was  too  muchfor  her, 
and  as  she  saw  him  drive  from  the  door,  her 
head  grew  dizzy,  and  she  would  have  fiedlen  to 
the  ground  had  not  Wyvill,  who  had  been  some 
time  watching  her,  caught  her  in  his  arms. 

'^  Give  her  to  me !  Look  up  toy  life !  mj 
love !"  cried  Edred,  springing  forward ;  and 
Rupert  yielded  ha*  at  once  without  a  WYxrd, 
thinking  he  read  in  her  bewildered  glance>  as 
she  again  half  opened  her  eyes,  an  anxiety  to 
be  freed  from  his  support ;  and  watched  over 
by  Cottrell. 

By  Mrs.  Denham's  orders  Rosalind  was  im- 
mediately taken  to  her  own  room,  where  Mrs. 
Sewell  established  herself  as  head  nurse  ;  but 
in  spite  of  all  her  affectionate  care,  and  the 
skill  of  her  medical  attendant  it  was  some  days 
ere  she  could  mingle  as  before  with  the  other 
guests  at  Denham  Park.  Over  exertion  of 
mind  and  body  was  assigned  by  her  doctor  as 
the  cause  of  her  indisposition ;  but  the  Westons 
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and  some  others  attributed  it  to  disappoint- 
ment at  the  destruction  of  her  brother's  hopes^ 
Mrs.  Bailey  and  Mrs.  Sewell  to  vexation  at 
Michael^s  sudden  departure,  and  over  fatigue 
from  dancing  and  sitting  up  with  Anne,  whilst 
Mrs.  Denham  assigned  no  reason  for  the  illness 
of  her  young  relative,  oonten  tingherself  with  pro- 
viding for  all  her  wants,  and  even  forestalling 
her  wishes^  as  far  at  least  as  concerned  all  deli- 
cacies to  tempt  the  appetite,  or  cool  the  fevered 
lips ;  and  in  addition  to  this  care  she  paid  her 
daOy  visits  of  enquiry,  brief  indeed,  but  not 
rudely  brief,  and  quite  as  long  as  the  invalid 
desired. 

Grateful  for  her  handsome  gift  to  Michael> 
and  grateful  for  her  sympathy,  slight  as  it  was, 
during  their  interview,  as  well  as  for  her  atten- 
tion during  her  illness,  as  soon  as  her  returning 
strength  would  permit  Rosalind  was  anxious  to 
express  her  gratitude  to  Mrs.  Denham,  but 
checked  by  the  cold  reception  of  her  first  few 
faltered  thanks,  the  words  died  on  her  lips,  and 
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Mn.  Sewell  catermg  at  the  moment  she  cooh 
tinaed  silent  and  embarfiB8sed# 

^  She  doea  not  desire  my  tbanks — sBe  does 
not  prize  my  gratitude — she  wishes  me  to  un- 
derstand that  like  Michael  1  have  nothing  to 
expect.  She  wiU  be  the  attentiTc  bostess>  but 
never  the  confiding  friend — she  is  what  she 
bade  me  not  believe  her^  a  cold-hearted  woman, 
though  ever  upright,  and  on  some  occasiens 
munificent/*  was  Rosalind's  thought  after  one 
of  Mrs.  Denhun's  duly  visits.  ^'  She  cannot 
love^-she  does  not  wish  to  be  loved; — she 
suspects  all  around  her  of  interested  motives 
and  would  mock  at  the  outpourings  of  a  grate- 
ful heart ; — she  shall  not  hear  them/'  was  her 
concluding  resolution^  aond  with  sucb  thoughts, 
and  such  a  closing  determination  it  may  well 
be  imagined  that  her  gratitude  grew  colder  and 
colder,  not  only  in  appearance,  but  in  reaKtyj 
till  alternately  chilled  and  irritated  by  her 
hostess's  unvarying  formality,  she  felt  her  pre* 
sence  a  constraint — her  absence  a  relief.      Her 
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gratitude,  such  as  it  was,  and  never  expressed, 
was  cherished  as  a  duty — ^not  enjoyed  as  an 
impulse ; — she  felt  that  she  ought  to  be  grate- 
ful, and  tried  to  be  sa  Who  has  not  felt  the 
pain  of  such  a  trial  ?  Who  has  not  suffered 
from  the  remorse  that  fills  a  generous  heart  on 
feeUng  that  it  does  not  love  as  it  is  loved,  and 
that  it  has  to  compel  itself  to  gratitude  ? 

As  to  Mrs.  Sewell,  she  was  the  most  kind 
and  indefatigable  of  nurses,  and  it  would  have 
been  a  great  comfort  to  the  invalid  had  she 
been  as  judicious  as  kind.  In  spite  of  Rosa* 
lind*8  remonstrances,  she  would  sit  beside  her 
bed  day  after  day,  never  leaving  her  but  to 
take  her  meals^  talking  just  when  Rosalind 
might  have  slept,  or  was  desirous  of  silence<«- 
condoling  with  her  on  Michael's  departures- 
urging  her  continually  to  be  more  attentive  to 
her  hostess,  whom  she  teased  when  present  to 
give  her  opinion  of  the  invalid's  looks-^^specu- 
latittg  on  the  future  heir*-*pronouncing  the 
odds,  as  matters  stood,  to  be  highly  in  Edred's 
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favour^  and  reporting  the  sayings  and  doings  of 
the  guests  with  that  peculiar  talent,  which  some 
people  possess  of  reporting  just  what  their 
hearers  would  wish  not  reported,  and  keeping 
that  back  which  would  be  most  agreeable* 

Alarmed  for  her  young  favorite,  and  think- 
ing it  a  good  opportunity  to  endeavour  to  bring 
about  a  meeting,  and  from  that  she  doubted 
not  a  reconciliation  between  the  friends  of 
former  days,  Mrs.  Sewell  not  only  suggested, 
she  even  pressed  the  propriety  of  sending  for 
Mrs.  Trevor  to  nurse  her  daughter ;  but  Mrs. 
Denham's  displeasure  at  the  proposition  was 
too  openly  shown  by  words  and  manner  for  the 
proposer  to  venture  on  a  recurrence  to  the 
subject.  This  proposal  and  its  rejection  form- 
ed the  matter  of  one  of  Mrs«  Sewell's  reports 
to  Rosalind,  and  as  that  good  lady  felt  consi- 
derable vexation  at  the  failure  of  a  project  from 
which  she  had  expected  so  much^  her  report 
was  not  at  all  favourable  to  her  hostess,  whose 
decided  tone  and  contracted  brow  as  she 
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marked — ^^  that  if  Miss  Trevor  required  her 
mother's  nursing,  she  had  better  return  home 
at  once  to  ensure  it;"  were,  thanks  to  Mrs. 
Sewell'a  dia^pointment,  most  graphically  de* 
picted,  and  highly  coloured^ 

*^  I  cannot  think  what  is  come  to  Mrs.  Den- 
ham:  I  used  to  consider  her  a  kind  hearted 
woman^  notwithstanding  her  formal  manner, 
but  I  really  believe  she  would  not  invite  Mrs. 
Trevor  here  if  you  were  on  your  death  bed,'^ 
concluded  Mrs.  Sewell  in  high  dudgeon*.  '^  She 
should  remember  that  she  is  getting  older 
herself  every  day,  and  that  it  is  an  unchris- 
tiaa  thing  to  die  with  malice  in  your  heart/' 

"  Malice  in  her  heart  \  and  against  my  gen- 
tle mother,  who  stiQ  loves  her  so  well/^  thought 
Rosalind  indignantly,  though  she  made  no  re- 
pfy  in  words^  '*  And  so  if  I  were  dying  I 
must  not  have  that  mother  beside  my  bed-^ 
must  not  hold  her  trembling  hand — I  must  not 
hear  her  cheering  tones,  nor  look  into  her  tear- 
ful eyes  ;  or  if  I  would—  not  here  at  Denham — 
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not  under  the  roof  of  the  friend  of  her  yooth. 
I  mutt  be  tended  by,  and  die  among  compara* 
tiye  8tranger%  or  I  most  be  turned  out  trhh  an 
aching  head  and  feeble  frame  to  aeek  another 
home.  And  yet  must  she  make  a  parade  of  a 
daily  visit,  and  the  finest  fruit  in  her  garden. 
Pah !  I  will  have  none  of  her  fruits— it  will  set 
my  teeth  on  edge.  Let  her  keep  it  for  her 
sycophants — I  cannot  stoop  to  bend  and  flatter. 
But  the  money  to  Michael  P' — she  continued^ 
pursuing  the  same  train  of  thought^  her  cheek 
flushings  and  her  hand  raised  with  an  involun- 
tary gesture  of  irritation  at  the  remembrance^ 
^  that  money ! — I  wish  she  had  never  given  it— 
I  feel  humiliiEited  at  the  bare  recollection— I 
ought  to  be  grateful  wad  I  cannot.  Would 
that  I  had  never  come  here!  then — ^^he  sentence 
was  broken  off;  she  feared  to  dose  it  even  to 
her  own  heart— she  feared  to  be  fooked  at  by 
mortal  eye^  and  buried  her  glowing  ftce  in  the 
cushion  of  the  sofa  on  which  she  was 
ing. 
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'^Did  Mrs.  Denbam  ever  love  any  one?" 
she  asked  abruptly  after  a  long  silence^  her 
voice  sounding  bollow^  possibly  from  her  posi* 
tion,  as  her  face  was  still  bowed  on  the 
cushion. 

*^  Ofa  yes !  she  loved  your  mother  very  much 
at  one  time/^ 

'^  No  ;  that  could  not  be  Mrs.  Sewell/'  ex* 
claimed  Rosalind  impatiently^  ''  If  we  once 
truly  lovo^^we  love  for  ever.  There  is  no  time 
m  real  affection^  as  far  as  this  life  is  concerned 
-*-it  has  no  ezistence^^-^or  it  is  an  eternity. 
Nothing  save  the  proved  worthlessness  of  the 
object  of  our  regard  can  rend  the  boiiids  of  af- 
fection. She  never  knew  my  mother's  worth'*-^ 
she  never  loved  her^  or  she  would  love  her  still. 
Ay,  and  not  only  her^^but  her  husband  and  her 
ehiIdren<^H;he  veriest  trifle  that  was  hers.'' 

'^  Oh !  but  she  did  love  her^  Bk>se,  for  she 
used  to  give  her  magnificent  presents.'^ 

''  Magnificent  presents  1''  repei^ed  Rosalind 
eontemptttoasly.    ^  What  are  gcdd  and  jewelsj^ 
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but  tinselled  nothings  ? — worthless  copper, 
gilded  with  the  show  of  affection  ?  Did  she 
give  her  her  heart  ?" 

*'  To  be  sure  she  did.  Why  she  was  jealous 
of  her;  as  jealous  as  if  she  had  been  her 
lover  J* 

''  Oh  I  that  is  what  I  mean.  Was  Mrs. 
Denham  ever — ever— -ever  in  love,  as  people 
call  it  ?" 

"  As  people  call  it — why  what  else  would 
you  call  iU'' 

"  Oh  I  of  course  what  other  people  call  it — I 
am  not  going  to  correct  the  language  of  the 
multitude/^answered  Rosalind  hurriedly.  *^  But 
tell  me — was  Mrs.  Denham  ever  in  love?'^ 

**  I  do  not  know  what  to  say  to  that  exact- 
ly : — perhaps  not  what  you  would  call  in  love, 
but  you  have  such  romantic  notions  on  these 
subjects,  that  there  is  no  knowing  what  to 
make  of  you  sometimes,  when  you  are  flying^ 
away  on  some  wild  fancy ;  and  then  again  you 
seem  too  merry,  high  spirited  aad  volatile  ever 
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to  submit  to  the  bondage  of  love,  as    Mr. 
Wjrvill  said  one  day." 

"  Did  Mr.  Wy vill  say  that  ?*'  demanded  Ro- 
salind quickly,  looking  up  for  an  instant. 

'^  To  be  sure  he  did,  or  I  could  not  have 
repeated  it.  But  bless  me,  my  dear  ! — what  a 
fever  you  are  in  !  your  face  is  as  red  as  scarlet,* 
and  your  eyes  like  burning  coals.  And  not  a 
fever  draught  left  t  I  will  send  off  to  Dr. 
Jackson  directly.  It  is  a  singular  coincidence, 
that  you  had  just  such>an  increase  of  fever  the 
other  day,  when  I  was  telling  you  that  Mr. 
Wyvill  never  asked  alter  you  as  the  others 
did.'^ 

^  Nonsense,  my  dear  Mrs.  Sewell ;  I  am  in 
no  fever  at  all,  only  vexed  about  my  mother ; 
80  do  sit  down  again,''  cried  Rosalind  impati- 
ently, catching  hold  of  her  old  friend's  dress 
as  she  was  hurrying  off  to  send  a  messenger  to 
Doctor  Jackson. 

Rosalind  never  could  stand   Mrs.   Seweli's 
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singular  coinddences^  and  this  seemed  to  pro- 
voke her  more  than  usuaL 

'*  Vexing  about  your  mother.  Thei^  now  I 
ought  not  to  h&ye  told  you ;  but  I  was  vexed 
myself/'  said  Mrs.  Sewell^  allowing  herself  to 
be  detained. 

*^  Don't  fret  about  that,  Minny  dear ;  but 
answer  my  question,^  said  Rosalind  coaxinglyi 
seeing  that  her  old  friend  was  much  annoyed 
at  her  own  imprudence.  *'  And  do  please  to 
tell  me  directly^  for  you  know  waiting  always 
puts  me  in  a  fever.'' 

^'  Ah,  Rose,  Rose !  you  make  me  do  just  as 
you  like/'  cried  the  old  lady,  shaking  her  head 
reproachfully.  ^^  And  really  as  I  told  you 
before,  I  do  not  know  what  to  say.  Perhaps 
it  was  more  yes,  than  no<-*perhi^s  more  no, 
than  yes.  With  her  fortune  and  beauty,  for 
she  really  was  pretty  when  young,  as  you  may 
suppose,  she  had  many  wooers,  and  many 
offers;  but  she  was  always  rather  silent  and 
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reterved)  though  not  as  she  is  now^  and  never 
seemed  to  favour  anj,  unless  it  was  a  Mr. 
Hulbert,  a  very  fine^  lively  young  man ;  but 
just  as  the  world  was  beginning  to  put  it  down 
as  a  settled  things  lo  and  behold !  he  went  and 
mairied  another  young  lady.  And  there  could 
not  have  been  anything  in  it ;  for  Mrs.  Den- 
ham  not  only  attended  the  wedding,  but  made 
the  bride  and  bridegroom  splendid  presents. 
And  some  even  go  so  far  as  to  say,  that  she 
persuaded  the  young  lady*8  father,  who  objected 
on  account  of  Mr.  Hulbert's  scanty  means,  to 
give  his  consent  to  the  match.  So  you  see 
there  could  not  have  been  anything  in  it.'' 

^*  I  don't  know  that/'  said  Rosalind  with  a 
deep  sigh. 

*^  Nonsense,  Rose ;  no  woman  would  further 
her  lover's  union  with  a  rival." 

"  You  wrong  your  sex  by  saying  so,"  an- 
swered Rosalind  loftily,  raising  her  head  as  she 
spoke,  and  showing  a  face  from  which  the  flush 
of  fever  had  fled,  and  in  which  a  flashing  eye 
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contrasted  fearfully  with  an  ashy  check.  *^  A 
true,  highrminded  woman  seeks  the  happiness 
of  him  she  loves  before  her  own --she  cannot 
smile  if  he  be  sad— nor  scarcely  weep,  if  he  be 

gay-'* 
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"  Not  if  he  be  gay  with  another?^ 

^No;  her  being  is  bound  up  in  his;  and 
till  a  duly  break  the  bonds,  she  has  no  separate 
interests.^' 

^Rosalind!  Rosalind!  I  do  believe  you 
are  mad/'  exclaimed  poor  Mrs.  Sewell,  staring 
at  her  in  amazement.  ''  Here  you  are  flying 
away." 

"  On  a  broomstick/'  added  Rosalind* 

<<  Just  exactly  so/'  assented  Mrs  SeweU,haIf 
vexed,  and  half  amused. 

"  You  are  always  thinking  that  every  body 
else  is  as  romantic  as  yourself.  Mrs.  Denham 
is  not  a  person  of  that  sorf 

**  No,  you  are  right  thera ;  Mrs.  Denham  is 
not  a  person  of  that  sort,"  answered  Rosalind 
with  some  bitterness. 
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'^  Well ;  and  all  the  better  too ;  I  see  no 
good  in  flying  through  the  air  on  a  bropmstiQk  ; 
— much  better  remain  and  sweep  the  pavements 
on  earth — it  is  much  more  useful/'  cried  Mrs. 
Sewell  pettishly* 

"  Much  more  useful/'  said  Rosalind^  as  her 
old  friend  thought  contemptuously. 

*^  Yes^  much  more  useful — I  repeat  it.    As 
for  you.  Rose,  I  don't  know  what  is  come  to 
you  of  late.    There  is  somethixig  about  you 
that  I  do  not  understand.    £ven  your  gaiety 
that  used  to  be  always  the  same  is  now  like  a 
bonfire  on  the  fifth  of  November-^all  in  a  blaze 
one  moment — and  all  in  a  smother  the  next. 
Not  a  minute  ago  you  were  as  red    as   my 
grandmother's  scarlet  petticoat  with  the  gold 
fringe  that  she  used  to  wear  in  the  winter ;  and 
now  you  are  just  like  one  of  the  marble  statues 
in  the  gallery,  Diana,  or  Cupid,  or  some  of  them, 
looking  so  white  and    stony,   only  with  two 
burning  coals  in  your  head  by  way  of  eyes.     I 
do  believe  you  are  mad,  Rosalind." 
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^  You  haye  guessed  it,  Minny ;  and  so  de- 
part if  you  wculd  not  be  bitten^  for  I  am  in  a 
very  snappish  mood^  and  the  fit  is  increasing  in 
violence." 

*^  I  cannot  tell  whether  you  are  in  jest  or  in 
earnest  with  that  strange  smile^  that  is  not  a 
smile/'  said  Mrs.  Sewell  looking  bewildered. 

'^  Quite  in  earnest,  Minny ;  but  I  shall  not 
bite  you — that  is  if  you  keep  out  of  niy  way> 
so,  as  snapping  is  not  ladylike,  please  to  vanish, 
and  1  will  try  to  sleep^** 

^'  But  I  don't  like  to  leave  you  whOst  in  this 
way,  my  dear.** 

^  Then  I  must  turn  you  out  Minny; — there 
is  no  altemattye.  I  shall  be  veiy  good  and 
tractable  when  you  come  back,''cried  Rosalind, 
and  throwing  her  arms  round  Mrs.  Sewell, 
before  that  lady  guessed  her  purpose,  she  fairiy 
gallopaded  her  out  of  the  room,  then  beating 
the  door  sank  exhausted  on  the  sofa,  burying 
her  &ce  in  the  cushion  as  before. 

Mrs.  Sewell  listened  for  some  time  in  the 
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corridor,  then  hearing  nothing  to  alarm  her 
joined  the  party  in  the  drawing-room^  cheering 
herself  with  the  idea  that  Rosalind's  returning 
spirits  were  a  proof  of  returning  health,  not- 
withstanding her  fitful  humour.  On  re-entering 
her  charge's  room  some  three  hours  after,  she 
found  Rosalind  as  good  and  tractable  as  she 
had  promised  to  be^  and  doubly  affectionate  to 
atone,  as  she  said,  for  her  late  wayward  mood. 
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CHAPTER.  VII. 


"Winter  is  gone — spring  has  returned — and 
earth  is  again  all  loveliness,"  exclaimed  Edred 
Cottrell^  advancing  eagerly  towards  Rosalind 
as  she  entered  the  breakfast  room  at  Denham 
for  the  first  time  since  her  illness. 

^*A  very  poetical  greetings  cousin  mine/ 
replied  Rosalind  jestingly^  but  aa  he  took  both 
her  hands^  and  looked  into  her  face  to  mark 
what  ravages  suffering  had  made^  a  &int  blush 
came  into  her  pallid  cheek,  and  her  jesting 
smile  departed. 
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^  There  is  a  poetry  of  tbe  heart  as  well  as  of  the 
lips,"  said  Edred  earnestly^  a  little  hurt  as  it 
seemed  at  her  gay  rejoinder. 

^  Oh !  yes,  there  are  a  thousand  sorts  of 
poetry,  but  I  hiive  made  up  my  mind  that  it  is 
much  safer  to  keep  to  plain  prose.  Mrs.  Sewcll 
has  been  lecturing  me  on  riding  through  the 
sir  on  a  broomstick,  and  recommends  my 
ftweteping  the  pavements,  so  I  intend  to  be  very 
earthly,  and  useful,  and  unpoetical  for  the 
future.^ 

"  Will  you  not  hear  toe  tell  you  how  I  have 
longed  for  your  return  among  us?"  asked  Eklred 
bending  towards  her,  so  that  his  earnest  whis- 
per might  be  heard  by  her,  and  her  alone. 

"  No  indeed,  cousin  Edred ;  I  have  not 
patience  for  that,^'  replied  Rosalind  gaily,  re- 
leasing her  hand  and  speaking  aloud.  '^  You 
know  I  never  could  abide  a  twice  told  tale,  and 
cousin  Terry  has  just  been  telling  me  how 
deeply  my  absence  has  been  deplored  by  all, 
settling  the  folds  of  his  stock  the  while,  that  he 
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might  thus  do  gretter  honor  to  ngr  reappear- 
ance.*' 

^  To  be  sure ;  as  if  we  had  not  all  longed  for 
yotur  presence  as  much  as  Ciottrell^'*  said  Mr. 
AdnaiDj  shaking  hands  with  his  lively  young 
friend^  as  he  called  her.  ^  There  is  WyviU  has 
been  as  dull  as  a  dormouse  in  the  winter  ever 
since  your  illness.*' 

^'That  is,  contented  and  happy— dosnog 
away  his  peaceful  hours.'* 

"  No  such  thing,  Miss  Trevor.  Not  at  all 
peaceful,  and  not  at  all  happy,  but  restless, 
fidgety,  or  gloomy." 

^*  Very  like  a  dormouse  in  the  winter  in- 
deed," observed  Rosalind  archly.  '^  A  just  and 
exquisite  simile." 

*^  Ah  !  there  now,  you  always  quareel  with 
my  similes,  and  never  beUeve  me  when  I  Repeat 
any  of  Wyvill's  pretty  sayings^"  said  Mr. 
Adnam  rather  petulantly.  ^'  Come^  WyviU,  do 
leave  oft  picking  that  poor  rose  to  pioces,  and  tell 
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MJss  Trevor  how  much  you  have  mourned  her 
ilhiess.'' 

'^  Miss  Trevor  has  not  patience  to  listen  to 
a  twice  told  tale^  and  I  should  be  sorry  to  bore 
her  with  the  history  of  my  feelmgs/'  answered 
Rupert  coldlj>  resisting  Mr.  Adnam's  endea- 
vour to  drag  him  forward. 

^'  Ton  are  enough  to  vex  a  duck  pond  into  a 
passion^  WyviUj  answering  in  that  cold  studied 
manner^  when  called  on  to  pay  a  lady  a  com- 
pliment; and  it  is  more  provoking  when  I 
know  how  eloquent  you  can  be  on  all  subjects 
when  the  fit  is  on  you ;  but  I  will  have  my 
revenge^  and  disturb  that  dignified  demeanour. 
Tou  know  I  caught  you  twice  lingering  in  the 
corridor  near  Miss  Trevor's  door  to  catch  the 
first  intelligence  of  her  amendment^''  cried  the 
dd  gentleman  triumphantly.  ^^  I  won^t  spare 
you^  I  can  tell  youj  though  you  are  blushing 
now  like  a  girl  of  sixteen.  What  were  you  in 
the  corridor  for  ?" 

'^Taking  a  sketch  of  SirMwmadukeDenhamt 
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who  accompanied  Eklward  the  First  to  the  holj 
wars.  Tou  may  see  the  sketch  in  my  portfolio 
up  stairs.*' 

*^  Pooh !  Pooh !  that  is  only  an  excuse," 
muttered  Mr.  Adnam^  vexed  at  the  geoeral 
laugh  which  succeeded  Rupert's  quiet  and 
satisfactory  reply.  ^'  And  I  suppose  it  was  for 
Sir  Marmaduke  that  you  galloped  all  oTer 
the  country  in  search  of  finer  grapes  than 
Denham  could  produce/'  he  added^  hoping  to 
retrieve  his  cause. 

'^  I  sought  those  grapes  at  Mrs.  Denham's 
request^  as  y6u  may  ascertain  by  enquny/' 
answered  Rupert  in  the  same  steady  tone. 

'^  You  are  done^  Mr.  Adnam !  done  up ! 
done  brown  !''  cried  Richard  Weston^  enjoying 
that  gentleman's  annoyance. 

'  If  these  were  your  real  motives^  youBhould 
not  have  been  so  rude  as  to  avow  them/'  ob- 
served Mr.  Adnam  in  a  pet.  ^'  If  I  were  you, 
Miss  Trevor^  I  would  quarrel  with  him  for  hia 
want  of  gallantry." 
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*  I  neither  wish  nor  expect  gallantry  from 
Mr.  Wyvill/'  answered  Rosalitid  as  coldly  as 
Rupert  himself. 

''  Foiled  again,  Mr.  Adnam ;  cannot  get  up 
a  match-^or  a  fight/'  cried  Richard  tauntingly, 
'^  Who  told  3^ou  that  I  wanted  to  ^et  up 
either?  I  would  only  bring  Miss  Trevor  and 
Wyvill  into  contact  like  flint  and  steel,  in  the 
hope  of  eliciting  fire.** 

^^  In  the  hopes  of  creating  a  flame— I  said 
so/'  cried  Richard. 

*'  I  do  not  know  whether  you  mean  me  for 
the  flint  or  the  steel,  but  I  do  not  feel  very 
much  gratified  by  either  comparison,"  remarked 
RosaUnd  colouring. 

"  I  too  must  protest  against  the  comparison, 
since,  notwithstanding  your  exclamation  against 
my  want  of  gallantry,  I  neither  wish  to  strike, 
nor  come  into  collision  with  Miss  Trevor,''  said 
Rupert* 

^^  Capital !  now  you  have  got  into  a  scrape 
with  both*    Tou  had  better  hold  your  tongue 
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— ^you  only  get  deeper  into  the  mire/'  cried 
Richard  Weston. 

*^  So  it  seems;  there  is  no  pleasing  Miss 
Trevor  or  WyvilL  They  are  neither  satisfied  with 
me  nor  themselves,  I  suspect ;  so  they  must  go 
their  own  way  and  keep  up  a  guerilla  warfiEffe, 
instead  of—*' 

'^  Having  a  pitched  battle  as  you  desire/' 
added  Richard  interrupting  him. 

^'  Well,  that  might  be  better,  and  then  the 
conquered  one  must  submit/' 

'^  I  am  to  be  conquered  by  none  but  myself; 
and  am  resolved  to  keep  that  self  under  a  stem 
rule/*  observed  Rosalind  proudly. 

^'  Is  it  always  possible  to  keep  such  a  resolu- 
tion ?''  asked  Rupert  in  a  tone  which  Rosalind 
considered  an  intimation  that  she  could  not— an 
insinuation  which  she  considered  impertinent." 

''  I  will  try  to  do  so  at  least,"  she  answered 
haughtily. 

^'  Tou  take  a  lofty  flight,  and  would  strike  at 
a  noble  quarry.  Miss  Trevor." 
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'^  Such  18  my  custom,  Mr.  WyvilL" 

**  I  shall  be  contented  to  strike  at  that 
chicken  on  the  side-table,  being  neither  hawk 
nor  heron  to  indulge  in  lofty  flights/'  cried 
Richard  Weston. 

'^  And  I  will  be  your  'squire  in  the  attack," 
said  Edred,  who  had  been  a  silent,  but  not  inat- 
tentive listener  to  all  that  had  passed.  ''  Break- 
fast is  ready,  I  see,  so  let  us  take  our  places. 
Do  not  sit  there  Rosalind,  you  will  be  in  a 
draught ;  come  round  here." 

^  Nonsense ;  there  is  no  draught  at  all ; — 
stay  by  me.  Miss  Trevor,"  said  Mr.  Adnam, 
who  had  contrived  to  place  her  between  him- 
self and  Wyvill ;  but  Mrs.  Sewell  joining  in  a 
decUration  agidnst  the  draught,  Rosalind  went 
roond  to  the  other  side  in  compliance  with. 
Edred's  suggestion,  who  thus  secured  her  for 
his  neighbour,  whilst  as  if  to  repay  this  atten- 
tion to  his  wishes,  he  devoted  himself  to  helping 
and  amusing  her,  in  both  of  which  occupations 
Richard  showed  a  great  inclination  to  assist 
M  3 


244  WHO   SHALL   BB   HEIR? 

him.  Not  haying  seen  Rosalind  for  some  days 
she  was  a  novelty^  and  as  such  attractive. 

^'  Let  me  give  you  some  more  chicken,  Rosa- 
lind/' he  said,  replenishing  his  own  plate  for 
the  third  time. 

''  No,  I  thank  you ;  I  have  been  crammed 
enough  for  one  meal." 

*^  Not  crammed  at  all — ^you  won't  get  strong 
if  you  don't  eat,  and  I  want  you  to  be  up  to  fun, 
and  keep  us  alive  as  you  did  before  your  illness, 
for,  compliment  apart,  we  have  been  quite  dull 
in  your  absence.  We  have  had  nothing  to 
amuse  us — positively  nothing  but  Wyvill's 
gallant  exploit  of  rescuing  a  dog  with  a  tin 
canister  tied  on  to  its  tail.  Oh  I  that  was  a 
capital  scene !  And  CottreU  made  a  capital  story 
of  it ;  as  good,  or  better  than  roasting  the  pota- 
toes for  that  crabbed  old  woman." 

"  What  was  the  story  ?'*  asked  Rosalind. 

''Wyvill's  groom  and  some  mischievous 
boys  seized  on  an  ugly  wretch  of  a  terrier,  tied 
a  canister  on  to  its  tail,  and  then  hunting  it 
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round  in  a  circle  would  not  let  it  get  out.  If 
you  had  but  seen  the  animal's  terror  every  time 
the  canister  rattled,  and  heard  the  lamenta- 
tions and  squalling  of  the  little  girl  to  whom  it 
belonged,  you  would  have  died  with  laughing/' 
^^I  doubt  it/'  replied  Rosalind  gravely. 
«  But  is  that  aU  ?*' 

*<  That  all  ?  Oh,  dear  no  1  that  is  not  half— 
the  best  is  to  come.  Wyvill,  who  chanced  to 
be  riding  by,  dashing  into  the  ring  caught  up 
the  snapping  cur — cut  off  the  canister — re- 
stored the  animal  to  the  sobbing  girl,  and  then 
pronounced  an  harangue  about  humanity, 
manly  feeling  and  so  forth  that  would  have 
made  Demosthenes  envious — and  this  to  a 
parcel  of  gaping,  country  boobies.  As  if  boys 
had  not  tied  canisters  on  to  dogs'  tails  before 
now ;  and  as  if  they  would  not  do  it  again  here- 
sfter.  Why  it  is  their  vocation.  But  1  make 
nothing  of  the  story;  you  should  have  heard 
Cottrell  tell  it — we  were  in  fits  of  laughter — 
all  but  Wyvill  himself,  and  he  seemed  to  mind 
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our  mirth  so  little  that  you  would  have  thought 
we  had  been  laughing  at  somebody  else*    By 
the  byej  Wyvill,  is  it  true  that  you  mean  to 
part  with  your  groom  in  consequence  ?" 
"  Quite  true/* 

'^  Well^  that  is  one  of  the  best  things  I  ever 
heard  !'*  cried  Richard  bursting  into  a  hone 
laugh.  ^  Part  with  a  smart  clever  groom  be- 
cause he  tied  a  tin  canister  on  to  a  cux^s  tail !" 
^*  Because  he  took  pleasure  in  inflicting  pain 
on  a  dog  and  a  child—  the  first  one  of  the  most 
fiuthfiil  friends  of  man — ^the  second  aacred  from 
its  helplessness.  How  can  I  in  common  humanity 
intrust  him  with  my  horses  after  that  ?  Besides 
he  chose  to  defend  the  act^  or  I  might  have 
pardoned  it." 

^  That  is  he  remained  untouched  by  your 
eloquence^  which  was  a  great  wiekedness  un- 
dottbtedly>  and  d^erves  a  great  punishment. 
Tou  will  become  &mous  soon  (ix  hdping  all 
the  little  dirty  ugly  girls  in  the  county ;  your 
name  will  be  in  eveiy  body's  mouth — ^in  feet  it 


WHO   SHALL   BB   HBIB  ?  247 

is  80  alivady,  from  another  adventure.  Do  you 
know  that  the  assizes  come  on  next  week^  and 
that  Todd  persists  in  his  action  about  the 
horse  ?" 

'^  I  am  aware  of  both  those  circumstances/' 

''  Do  you  also  know  that  the  tide  is  running 
sgainst  you ;  and  that  the  general  opinion  is  in 
fsvor  of  the  phiintiff,  instead  of  the  defendant?'^ 

'^  I  heard  you  say  so  the  other  day." 

"  I  say  no  more  than  the  truth :  ask  Cottrell 
if  it  is  not  as  I  say.'' 

'^  Indeed  it  is^  Wyvill ;  and  you  really  had 
better  hush  up  the  matter.  The  trial  will  cer* 
tainly  go  against  you  ;  or^  if  not^  your  princi* 
pal  witness  being  your  own  servant,  the  suspi- 
cious may  hint  at  bribery.'' 

''No  one  who  knows  Rupert  Wyvill  will 
suspect  him  of  bribery/'  replied  Rupert  indig* 
nantly,  roused  by  the  insinuation. 

**  You  are  not  generally  lavish  of  your 
money,  I  admit ;  but  on  such  an  occasion  the 
malicious  may  suspect  you  of  extravagance,  so, 
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as  I  said  before^  if  you  would  not  have  a  ver- 
dict against  you^  besides  costs  and  what  not  to 
pay^  hush  up  the  matter  immediately,  for  I 
hear  Todd's  case  is  very  strong/' 

''I  scorn  the  advice^  and  understand  the 
motives  of  the  adviser^*'  answered  Rupert^  fix- 
ing  a  flashing  eye  on  the  speaker.  ^^  My  honor 
is  at  stake ;  and  if  the  payment  of  costs  would 
beggar  me^  still  should  I  persist.  The  horse 
when  sold  was  sounds  or  I  can  rank  no  longer 
among  honorable  men." 

''  Oh  !  as  for  the  horse's  soundness — ^that  is 
as  it  may  be.  I  told  you  at  the  time  that  I 
did  not  like  the  action  of  the  off  leg  behind. 
Depend  upon  it  my  advice  is  good^  and  my 
motives  friendly ;  if  you  will  not  take  warning 
I  cannot  help  it — I  have  done  all  in  my  power 
to  get  you  out  of  a  scrape«" 

'^  It  is  the  first  time  in  your  life  then/'  ssid 
Rupert  pointedly. 

'^  A  wilful  man  must  have  his  own  way," 
observed  Edred  carelessly^  shrugging  his  shout 
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dera.  '^  Since  you  persist  in  standing  the  trials 
of  course  you  have  engaged  Drew  as  your 
counsel ;  he  is  a  capitd  hand  to  win  a  bad  cause, 
and  always  gets  his  client  through  triumphantly 
thanks  to  his  impudence  and  clever  cross  ques- 
tioning. He  will  make  nine  witnesses  out  of 
ten  contradict  themselves,  and  swear  that 
black  is  white ;  and  that  merely  from  bewilder* 
ing^  and  brow  beating  them.  He  is  employed 
in  all  doubtful  cases  where  assurance  is  needed.'' 

''Then  let  Todd  have  the  benefit  of  his 
abilities,  I  rely  on  the  justice  of  my  cause,  not 
on  the  impudence  of  my  counsel,  and  hi^ 
power  of  brow  beating  and  confusing  witnesses; 
— ^the  verdict  in  my  fitvor  shall  be  honestly 
obtained,  as  I  trust  it  will  be  honestly  given.  I 
have  already  engaged  young  Hardy  for  the 
defence.** 

'^  Young  Hardy!  la  not  this  his  first 
circuit  ?"  asked  Richard  Weston. 

^  Yes ;  and  mine  will  probably  be  his  first. 
brief.*' 

H  5 
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'*  Tou  had  better  have  a  practised  eounaeL 
He  wQl  stand  no  chance  against  Drew^  ivho  is 
such  an  acute  cross  questioner,  and  not  at  ail 
scmpulous  as  to  what  he  says  or  does." 

^'  iVs  I  said  before,  I  depend  on  the  justice  of 
my  cause,  not  the  unscrupulousness  of  my 
counsel,  and  I  know  Hardy  to  be  clerer, 
honorable  and  zealous ; — we  are  old  friends." 

''  You  must  do  as  you  please,  but  I  should 
say  with  Cottrell,  compromise  the  affiiir,  or  en- 
gage Drew.** 

'*  Yes,  you  must  engage  Drew.  I  insist  upon  it, 
being  as  old  a  friend  as  Hardy,''  exclaimed  Mr. 
Adnam.  ''Amonstrous  deal  depends  on  the  skill 
and  experience  of  the  counsel  in  all  cases,  but 
especially  in  a  horse  case,  where  there  is  always 
such  contradictory,  and  often  such  lying  evi- 
dence. A  young  barrister  asks  what  he  should 
not  ask,  and  brings  out  into  full  relief  what 
should  be  kept  in  shadow,  showing  the  weakest 
point  by  dwelling  injudiciously  upon  it.  Yes, 
yes,  you  must  have  Drew." 
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ffif-  **  Excuse  me,  Mr.  Adnam,  but  your  very 

rf«^         arguments  decide  me  f^ainst  complying  trith 
J2i  your  Irishes.    There  arc  no  weak  points  in  toy 

i  case,  for  I  stand  on  the  firm  ground  of  honor* 

.S  There  are  do  questions  which  Hardy  may  not 
ask — there  is  nothing  which  I  wish  kept  in 
shadow— nothing  that  I  object  to  being  brought 
into  the  fullest  light.  The  more  keenly  the 
subject  is  investigated,  the  more  fully  shall  I 
be  cleared  from  the  charge  of  deceiving  inten^ 
tionally,  *or  unintentionally,  by  a  false  warranty. 
I  can  understand  CottrelTs  conduct,  and  ap-^ 
preciate  his  motives,  but  I  cannot  comprehend 
how  you,  who  have  known  me  from  my  child^ 
hood,  and  are  a  sincere  friend,  as  I  believe,  can 
suspect  m^  of  dishonor.  In  what  transaction 
of  my  whole  life  have  I  played  the  rogue,  that 
you  now  set  me  down  as  a  knave  ?''  exclaimed 
Rupert  indignantly. 

"  I  set  you  down  as  a  knave,  Wy  viU !  1 
know  you  to  be  the  very  soul  of  honor,  and 
would  stake  my  life  on  that  honor,  though  all 
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the  world  should  bear  witness  against  yoo.  U 
I  thought  I  saw  you  steals  and  you  declared  on 
your  honor  that  you  had  not  stolen-^^I  would 
believe  your  word  rather  than  the  evidence  of 
my  own  senses/' 

*^  Thank  you  for  this  testimony/'  exclaimed 
Rupert  warmly^  his  eyes  glistening  at  bis  old 
friend's  words. 

'*  Tou  had  better  summon  Adnam  to  speak 
as  to  character^"  observed  Edred  sarcastically ; 
but  Rupert  either  did  not  hear^  or  would  not 
reply  to  the  comment. 

'^  Tour  hoixor  is  not  in  question/'  said  Mr. 
Adnam.  ''  Tou  may  be  perfectly  in  the  right 
— your  adversary  a  villain— and  his  witnesses 
perjured ;  and  yet^  thanks  to  the  uncertainty  of 
law^  and  the  stupidity  or  prejudices  of  a  jury, 
a  verdict  may  be  obtained  against  you;  and  aU 
owing  to  the  want  of  knowledge  or  experience 
— impudence  or  eloquence  of  your  counsel.  No^ 
no ;  none  of  your  high  flown  notions  here— <- 
this  is  a  point  of  practice  not  theory^  and  must 
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be  conducted  according  to  the  ways  of  this 
world}  sinful  though  it  be.  Set  a  rogue  to 
catch  a  rogue-rrso  Drew  must  be  employed.'^ 

"  Not  by  me — I  leave  him  to  thank  you  for 
the  coQipliment.  I  will  trust  to  a  just  cause — 
a  zealous,  honorable  advocate,  and  a  jury  of  my 
coBotrymen.  It  is  of  no  use  to  argue  the  point 
further  as  I  am  resolved^'' 

*'  Then  there  is  no  use  in  wasting  words,  for 
if  you  once  speak  in  that  tone  Iknow  nothing 
on  earth  c^n  vaove  you ;  but  this  I  will  say, 
you  deserve  to  suffer  for  yo,ur  obstinacy.  I 
tell  you  again,  as  I  have  told  you  a  thousand 
times  before,  these  lofty  xiotions  will  never  do 
in  the  present  st^te  of  the  world — whether  they 
would  have  succeeded  before  the  flood  I  do  not 
pretend  to  determine,''  cried  Mr.  Adnam  in  a 
pet. 

*'  Nor  I  either,  my  dear  sir,  Noah  having 
kft  no  record  on  the  subject ;  but  I  am  inclined 
to  suspect  that  lofty  notions  prospered  no  better 
then  th^fi  in  the  present  day." 
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*^  So  this  is  your  real,  sober  belief;  and  yet 
you  are  always  up  in  the  clouds.  I  tell  you 
what,  Rupert  Wyvill,  you  will  never  win  a 
fortune !" 

'*  Then  I  must  learn  to  be  contented  without 
one."' 

"  Ay,  ay,  very  fine  talking  I — but  what  is 
more — you  will  never  win  a  wife.'* 

'^  Then  I  must  remain  a  bachelor.*' 

"  Remain  a  bachelor  indeed  !'  I  hope  if  you 
do,  that  you  will  be  tormented  with  rheuma- 
tism, gout  and  asthma — smoky  chimneys  and 
dishonest  servants.'' 

^*  Poor  me !  I  shall  bespeak  doctor,  nurse, 
and  easy  chair  in  anticipation,"  said  Rupert 
good  humouredly,  laughing  at  his  friend's  un« 
usual  petulance. 

"  When  are  the  assizes  to  take  place  ?"  en- 
quired Miss  Bailey. 

**  Next  week.  Shoidd  you  like  to  go?" 
asked  Richard,  including  in  his  question  Miss 
Bailey  and  Rosalind. 
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^  Yes,  of  all  things  1'^  cried  both  who  had 
never  been  in  a  court  of  justice  in  their  lives, 

**  Then  we  can  arrange  it— Hjan't  we  my  dear 
Mrs.  Denham  ?  I  think  there  is  a  sherifTa 
galleiy,  or  some  such  thing.." 

"  Yes ;  I  will  write  to  the  high  sheriff  im- 
mediately, and  have  no  doubt  that  he  will  be 
able  to  secure  us  comfortable  seats,"  replied 
that  lady  promptly. 

That  Mrs.  Denham  would  think  of  going  had 
never  entered  Richard's  head,  or  the  imagina- 
tion of  any  of  her  guests,  but  of  course,  since 
she  announced  her  intention  of  forming  one  of 
the  party,  he  expressed  all  proper  pleasure  at 
her  so  doing. 

"  We  will  go  the  day  of  Wyvill's  trial.  It 
will  be  fine  fun  to  watch  his  face  during  Drew's 
speech,  and  his  cross-examination  of  the  wit- 


nesses." 


**  ALnost  as  much  fun  as  tying  a  tin  canister 
on  to  a  poor  dog's  tale,"  observed  Kupert  with 
a  smiHe. 
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Perhaps,  you  had  better  fix  some  other  day ; 
WyviU  might  feel  awkward  should  the  verdict 
be  against  him/'  su^ested  Cottrell  conside* 
rately. 

*^  If  I  lose,  your  presence  will  not  make  my 
feelings  more  painful/'  said  Rupert,  speaking 
to  Richard  Weston  rather  than  Cottrell. 

^  And  if  you  win,  as  I  am  sure  you  ought  to 
do,  it  will  be  so  pleasant  to  your  friends  to 
witness  your  triumph,  and  offer  their  congratu- 
lations on  the  instant/'  observed  Mrs.  Sewell, 
who  had  kindly  sympathies  for  every  one.  ''  I 
am  sure  I  shall  be  delighted  to  join  the  party, 
for  I  was  never  in  a  court  of  justice  but  once, 
somewhere  in  the  west;  and  it  is  a  singular 
coincidence  that  my  second  partner  at  my 
third  ball,  was  a  barrister,  and  a  soa  of  one  of 
the  judges.'* 

^*  Then  that  is  settled ;  but  what  are  we  to 
do  to-day  ?  Walk,  ride,  or  drive  ?'*  exclaimed 
Richard  Weston,  who  had  a  horror  of  poor  Mrs. 
Sewell's  coincidences.    '^  Suppose  we  walk  to 
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Bald^  CIif&,  as  the  sua  shines  so  l]^ghtly. 
What  say  you,  Rosalind." 

^^  I  must  forbid  Rosalind's  ticking  so  long  a 
walk  for  some  days  to  come/'  cried  Mrs. 
Sewell  in  a  fright. 

'^  Do  not  be  in  a  fuss,  my  dear,  kind  nurse, 
I  am  not  going  to  be  imprudent,'^  observed 
Rosalind  with  a  smile ;  '^  but  I  beg  that  my 
absence  may  not  detain  others*  There  will  be 
a  large  party  without  me,''  she  added  glancing 
round. 

'^  I  too  must  decline  the  invitation,  having 
business  elsewhere,"  said  Rupert* 

^'  A  visit  to  the  lady  of  Drinkboume ; — I 
understand!"  cried  Richard  Weston  with  a 
knowing  wink. 

*'  And  I  must  ride  over  to  C.  about  my  gun," 
said  Edred. 

^'  Then  we  had  better  defer  the  walk  for  a 
few  days  till  Rosalind  has  grown  stronger,  and 
you  gentlemen  are  more  at  leisure." 

So  it  was  decided  without  further  debate, 
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and  the  party  dispersed — some  to  one  occupa- 
tion^ some  to  another. 

Rosalind's  strength  came  back^  and  with  it 
some  of  her  roses^  but  her  spirits  seemed  at 
times  to  flag^  and  she  grew  fonder  every  day  of 
wandering  about  in  the  shrubberies  by  herself^ 
instead  of  joining  her  cousins  in  their  walks 
and  drives.  Her  brother  was  no  longer  there 
to  smile  approval  of  her  lively  sallies^  and  she 
required  rest  and  the  fresh  air  to  invigorate 
her  enfeebled  frame;  so,  for  the  next  week 
she  roamed  about  in  solitude^  or  only  accom- 
panied by  Anne,  now  mending  fast,  and  glad 
of  a  quiet  ramble.  She  was  still  gay  when 
compelled  to  mingle  in  society — but  never 
sought  it. 

It  was  a  lovely  summer  evening,  and  dinner 
having  been  earlier  than  usual  to  accommodate 
Mr.  Adnam  and  Mr.  Bailey,  who  took  their 
departure  immediately  after  its  conclusion, 
Rosalind  determined  on  paying  a  visit  to 
Hester  Darley  of  whom  she  had  heard  no- 
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thing  since  her  illness.  The  walk  was  too 
long  for  Anne  who  had  been  out  in  the  morn- 
ing, so  she  started  alone  without  naming  her 
intention  to  any  one,  for  fear  of  being  worried 
by  opposition  or  companions,  neither  of  which 
she  desired.  The  next  day  she  was  to  attend 
the  assizes^  and  she  smiled  as  she  passed  along 
at  the  remembrance  of  Mr.  Adnam's  vociferous 
lamentations  at  being  compelled  to  leave  the 
neighbourhood  the  evening  before,  his  vexa^ 
tion  being  the  greater,  aa  account  of  Wy vilPs 
having  persisted  in  only  retaining  Hardy  as 
his  counsel,  whibt  Todd  had,  as  expected, 
engaged  Mr.  Drew  to  conduct  his  cause. 

To  avoid  fatigue  and  the  falling  dew,  Rosa- 
lind had  intended  to  return  early,  but  the  air 
was  so  very  refreshing,  and  the  scenery  so 
lovely  that  she  loitered  by  the  way,  so  that 
when  she  reached  the  cottage  it  was  later  than 
she  had  anticipated.  Then  the  old  woman 
was  seized  with  such  a  fiincy  to  talk  about 
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Wyvillj  who  had  paid  her  many  visits^  and  the 
young  girl  wished  so  much  to  exhibit  her 
improvement  in  reading,  that  she  was  detained 
much  longer  than  she  had  expected. 

Her  road  lay  through  the  dell^  the  scene  of 
Rupert's  meeting  with  the  child  and  her 
pitcher,  and  as  Rosalind  wound  her  way  amid 
the  bushes  that  clothed  the  opposite  side,  she 
was  startled  by  hearing  voices  before  her.  She 
paused  for  an  instant,  then  advancing  more 
cautiously,  peeped  round  a  thicket  at  the 
speakersii 

She  was  no  coward,  but  she  had  heard  that 
men  of  evil  habits  were  lurking  about  in  the 
neighbourhood,  and  the  spot  where  she  stood 
was  lonely,  and  well  fitted  for  concealment. 
To  retrace  her  steps  would  lengthen  her 
wglk^  so  she  preferred  reconnoitering,  instead 
o£  returning  at  once,  hoping  to  find  her  ^h 
.  prehensions  groundless.  Her  light  step  had 
not  disturbed  those  she  watqhed,  and  thtf 
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contbaed  their  conversation  unconscious  of 
her  presence^  and  in  a  tone  that  enabled  her 
te  bear  nearly  all  that  was  said. 

One  of  the  men,  who  stood  nearly  fronting 
her,  was  a  stranger  of  an  unprepossessing  ap 
pearance,  with  the  dress  and  bearing  of  a  small 
fanner,  ot  upper  labourer — the  face  of  the 
other  she  could  not  distinguish,  as  he  was 
leaning  with  his  back  against  a  tree,  and  turned 
towards  his  companion ;  but  his  voice  struck 
her  as  being  familiar  to  her  ear,  and  she  listen- 
ed eagerly  to  catch  his  words. 

^*  Then  you  have  seen  him,  and  understand 
exactly  what  you  are  to  say,*'  observed  the 
person  leaning  against  the  tree^ 

^  But  suppose  I  should  get  into  trouble  for 
doing  this,''  replied  the  other  in  a  dogged  tone. 
"  I  did  not  choose  to  undertake  it  with  only  his 
word  to  trust  to.  Will  you  give  me  your  pro- 
mise in  writing,  sir,  to  stand  by  me  if  I  gets 
into  a  mess?" 

^'  How  are  you  to   get  into  a   mess,  but 
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through  your  own  folly?  Do  as  you  have 
said  you  will  do— carry  it  through,  as  it  ought 
to  be  carried  through,  and  the  gold  shall  be 
yours.  You  have  gone  too  far  to  recede — ^he 
runs  the  same  risk ;  and  I  thought  you  had 
settled  all  between  you." 

"  Ay,  it  is  very  well  for  him — he  wants 
revenge ;  but  I  should  have  more." 

^*  You  should — ^a  rope  for  that  afiiEur  in 
Tidwell  wood.    You  foif;et  yourself." 

*^  Hush !"  cried  the  first  speaker  wamingly, 
alarmed  as  it  speared  by  a  rustling  near 
Rosalind,  who  startled  by  the  same  noise  look- 
ed hastily  round. 

Within  a  few  steps,  but  a  little  to  the  right, 
she  could  distinguish,  peering  through  the 
bushes,  a  pair  of  keen  dark  eyes  that  to  her 
fancy  seemed  staring  fiercely  at  her.  A  thrill 
of  horror  shot  acro^  her,  and  for  a  minute  she 
seemed  fascinated  by  their  wild  gaze.  When 
she  turned  again  towards  the  speakers  they 
were  gone,  but  those  glaring  eyes  were  still 
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fixed  upon  her.  She  paused  for  an  instant, 
doubtftd  what  course  to  pursue ;  then,  bound- 
ing down  the  steep  and  back  across  the  dell 
with  the  timid  speed  of  a  frightened  &wn, 
she  hastened  towards  the  house  by  another 
path — ^longer,  but  less  lonely  than  the  one  she 
had  first  taken. 

*'  Where  have  you  been,  fair  coz  ?  Mrs. 
Sewell  is  in  a  fidget  at  your  remaining  out  so 
late,  and  I  too  would  chide  you  for  risking  the 
health  of  one  so  dearly  prized,  if  I  might  ven- 
ture to  say  so,''  said  Edred,  advancing  to  meet 
Rosalind  as  she  reached  the  terrace  before  the 
house. 

Flurried  with  her  speed,  and  nervous  from 
her  late  alarm,  Rosalind  started  as  he  address- 
ed her,  gazing  keenly  on  him  for  a  moment, 
then  recovering  her  self-possession  answered 
gaily. 

*^  1  have  been  with  Hester  Darley :  now 
question  for  question,  cousin  Edred, — ^where 
have  you  been  ?" 
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« 


First  writing  a  letter  for  Mrs.  Denham  in 
my  own  room ;  and  lastly  flirting  with  her  and 
Mrs.  Sewell  on  the  lawn.'' 

Rosalind's  eye  was  on  him  whibt  he  spoke ; 
but  look  and  tone  were  alike  steady — no  falter- 
ing in  either*;  and  tumingaway  with  a  bewilder- 
ed air  she  proceeded  towards  her  apartment  to 
take  off  her  bonnet. 

In  answer  to  Mrs«  Sewell's  reproaches  for 
being  out  so  late,  she  pleaded  as  excuse 
the  talkative  mood  of  the  old  woman  ;  but  she 
said  not  a  word  of  those  whom  she  had  en- 
countered;  nor  her  seeking  another  path  in 
consequence. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


'*  Suppose  you  take  this  seat.  Miss  Trevor;  it 
commands  a  good  view  of  the  judge,  barristers^ 
and  witness  box,''  said  Mrs*  Denham,  making 
room  for  Rosalind  beside  herself  at  the  end  of 
a  bench  in  the  gallery  at  the  assize  court  at  C. 
The  oflfer  was  thankfuUy  accepted,  though 
Rosalind  was  as  much  surprised  as  pleased  at 
its  having  been  made,  as  her  hostess  had  shown 
her  little  attention  since  her  reappearance  in 
the  drawing-room,  not  even  latterly  enquiring 

VOU  II.  N 
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after  her  health.  The  proffered  seat^  besides 
commanding  a  good  view  of  the  coml,  had 
another^  and^  in  Rosalind's  eyes^  nearly  equal 
advantage — she  was  without  a  neighbour  on 
one  side,  and  had  only  her  silent  hostess  on  the 
other ;  and  it  was  a  something  worthy  of  con- 
gratulation, the  being  saved  from  the  silly 
remarks  of  the  Baileys,  or  the  vulgar  comments 
of  Richard  Weston,  who  would  otherwise  most 
probably  have  sat  next  her,  as  Mrs.  Sewell  and 
Maria  were  prevented  from  joining  the  partj 
by  slight  indisposition.  But  if  she  had  no  one 
beside  her  to  make  troublesome  observations 
on  herself  or  others,  there  was  one  just  behind 
ready  to  give  every  requisite  information,  and 
ever  on  the  watch  to  note  her  feelings  and 
anticipate  her  wishes — this  was  Edred  CottrelU 
The  judge  was  summing  up  another  case 
when  the  Denham  party  entered,  and  Rosalind 
had  time  ere  the  jury  delivered  their  verdict  to 
look  about,  and  mark  the  peculiarities  of  a 
scene  so  entirely  new  to  her.    She  noticed  the 
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judge  with  hia  wig  and  coif,  and  Htruck  with 
his  intelligent  countenance,  and  dear  address, 
fdt  satisfied  that  justice  wonld  be  rendered  to 
the  innocent  in  theftpproaclnng  trial,  forgetting 
that  the  yerdiet  must  be  given  by  the  jury,  and 
should  be  founded  on  the  testimony  of  the 
witnesses.  The  barristers,  who  sat  fronting 
the  judge,  were  some  lookiBg  over  their  briefii, 
some  leaning  on  the  backs  of  the  benches  be« 
tare  them,  quite  lost  in  thought,  or  nearly  lost 
in  sleep ;  others  conversing  in  a  very  low  tone, 
or  writing  and  despatching  notes  conveyed  by 
means  of  a  long  deft  stick  held  by  one  ci  the 
officers  of  the  court,  or  more  summarily  thrown 
at  the  persons  to  whom  they  were  addressed. 

Among  those  engaged  in  looking  over  his 
brief  was  one  of  a  more  than  usually  youthful 
and  prepossessing  appearance.  He  was  seated 
on  the  front  row,  as  if  expecting  to  be  soon 
called  on  to  plead,  whilst  dose  behind  him  sat 
Rupert  Wyvill,  who  occasionally  addressed  him 
in  a  very  low  tone.  Without  a  question  Rosa* 
n3 
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lind  settled  that  this  must  be  Mn  Hardy ;  and 
she  was  right.  She  scrutmiaed  his  features- 
she  tried  to  read  his  character^  and  after  gazing 
on  him  for  some  moments  decided  that  he  had 
zeal  and  ability;  but  she  doubted  hia  sdf- 
possession^  for  the  hand  shook  that  held  the 
brief^  and  there  was  a  nervous  working  of  the 
mouth  that  intimated  to  her  a  distrust  of  his 
own  powers. 

She  turned  to  Wyvill — ^his  face  was  pale^but 
its  expression  cahn  and  dignified;  and  though 
she  could  not  catch  his  whispered  words^  she 
fancied  him  striving  to  inspire  his  young  coun- 
sel with  a  greater  confidence  in  himself  and 
cause. 

She  glanced  along  the  line  of  barristers  in 
front,  having  been  told  that  there  she  must 
look  for  the  most  distinguished,  and  after  a 
little  hesitation  fixed  upon  one  whom  she  de- 
cided to  be  Mr.  Drew;  and  agiun  did  some 
secret  instinct  lead  her  right. 

The  more  she  looked  at  him,  the  more  de^ 
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termined  grew  her  dislike.  His  small  blacky 
and  snake-like  eyes — his  swarthy  complexioa 
— his  fill!  lips,  curling  back  from  his  white 
teeth,  were  all  noticed  and  condemned.  Then 
his  wig  she  fancied  was  put  on  in  an  imperti- 
nent manner,  and  his  short  thick  figure  was 
vulgarity  epitomised.  In  short  she  looked  and 
criticised,  till  the  poor,  unhappy  banister  was 
convicted  in  her  mind,  without  the  intervention 
of  judge  or  jury,  or  the  production  of  a  single 
witness  against  him,  of  all  the  bad  qualities 
and  evil  propensities  under  the  sun.  She 
would  not  even  grant  him  good  temper,  which 
was  allowed  by  all  U>  be  one  of  his  attributes, 
and  when  her  conscience  whispered  that  she 
was  ruled  by  prejudice,  she  silenced  the  accu- 
sation by  saying — ^*  We  should  not  judge  un- 
charitably, but  there  are  some  people  from 
whom  we  shrink  with  instinctive  dislike."  A 
very  current  excuse  for  a  sudden  disgust,  but 
allowable  only  to  our  sex,  who  are  charged,  I 
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will  not  say  truly  or  untruly^  wkh  jumping  at 
concluaion8» 

*^  What  a  yariety  of  fiices  !**  remarked  Edred, 
leaning  forward  to  point  ovt  the  crowded  cooxt. 

Rosalind  glanced  at  the  multitude  below^  but 
there  was  not  one  in  all  that  mass  of  human 
beings  who  had  power  to  interest  her  at  that 
moment ;  and  her  attention  was  again  riveted 
on  Rupert  and  his  young  firiend* 

The  judge  eoncluded  the  summing  up^  and 
the  sudden  silence  roused  Rosalind  firom  a 
painful  reverie^  into  which  she  had  unconsd- 
ously  fiedlen^ 

'^  Have  you  been  struck  deaf>  or  dumb^  or 
both?''  questioned  Edred,  again  bending  for- 
ward.  ^^  Three  times  have  I  asked  how  you 
would  decide  m  this  case..*^ 

^  One  cannot  Usten  and  talk  too;— I  should 
decide  for  the  defendant  of  course^^  answered 
Rosalind  quickly. 

^  Then  you  would  decide  that  black  is  white 
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«-never  was   there  s    clearer   case   for    the 
plaintiff.'* 

^'  Many  men  of  many  minds,"  said  Rosalind, 
colouring  slightly,  displeased  at  her  cousin^s 
tone,  and  not  choosing  to  admit  that  she  had 
heard  none  of  the  latter  part  of  the  judge's  ad« 
dress  to  the  jury.  ^'  I  was  never  in  a  court 
before/'  she  added,  '^  so  do  not  expect  me  to 
talk ;  I  find  sufficient  employment  in  hearing 
and  seeing." 

A  verdict  for  the  plaintiff  having  confirmed 
Edred'a  opinion,  Todd  versus  Wyvill  was  pro- 
claimed by  the  crier  of  the  courts  and  a  new 
jury  was  called  and  swora,  a  jury  by  chance,  or 
design  composed  almost  entirely  of  farmers, 
friends  or  acquaintances  of  Todd,  as  Wyvill'^ 
attorney  whispered  to  Hardy. 

<'  Never  mind  I  The  jury  might  be  all  Todds 
if  he  wished  it,''  answered  Rujiert. 

All  was  new  to  Rosalind-^all  was  interest- 
ing; and  so  completely  was  she  absorbed  in 
observing  the  progress  of  the  trial  that  she 
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never  guessed  haw  great  a  source  of  amuse- 
ment she  was  to  the  idle  barristers  below  from 
her  eager  curiosity,  and  animated  beauty.  They 
stared  at  her,  but  she  never  remarked  it — ^they 
criticised  her,  but  she  never  guessed  it — ^they 
sketched  her  yet  she  never  saw  it. 

Mr.  Drew's  opening  speech  was  lengthy  and 
tedious  as  usual.  In  it  he  described  the  plain- 
tiff as  the  most  injured,  and  the  defendant  as 
the  most  dishonest  of  men,  asserting  that  he 
could  prove  the  horse,  warranted  as  sound  and 
valuable,  to  have  been  subject  to  lameness,  and 
in  fact  of  little  worth,  calling  on  the  jury  by 
their  verdict  not  only  to  indemnify  his  client 
for  the  price  paid  for  the  animal,  and  all  subse- 
quent expences,  of  keep  and  medical  attendance, 
but  to  show  that  the  honest  yeomanry  of 
England  were  not  to  be  trampled  on  by  those 
ranking  themselves  with  the  aristocracy,  thus 
adroitly  enlisting  the  prejudices  of  the  jury 
against  the  defendant  in  favor  of  one  of  their 
own  class. 
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It  could  not  be  pleasant  to  Wyvill  to  hear 
'himself  thus  openly  accused,  in  the  hearing  of 
hundreds,  of  acting  the  part  of  a  swindler,  for, 
should  the  charge  be  proved  against  him,  he 
would  deserve  no  other  name ;  but,  aware  of 
the  licence  taken  by  barristers  under  the  plea 
of  duty  to  their  clients,  he  bore  Mr.  Drew's 
accusations  with  tolerable  equanimity,  his  kind- 
ling eye  alone  revealing  what  he  felt. 

His  speech  concluded,  Mr.  Drew  proceeded 
to  examine  his  witnesses,  who  were  to  establish 
beyond  doubt  all  his  asseverations ;  but  for  a 
time  the  result  did  not  appear  likely  to  answer 
his  expectations^ 

First,  witnesses  were  caHed  to  prove  the  sale 
of  the  horse  to  Todd  for  eighty  pounds,  and 
VVyvilPs  positive  warranty  of  soundness—* 
soundness  not  only  present  but  past,  he  having 
declared  that  the  animal  had  never  been  lame 
whilst  in  his  possession,  save  for  a  week  from 
having  run  a  nail  into  its  foot,  on  which  Mr. 
Hardy  intimated  that  it  was  oqly  waste  of*  time 
N  5 
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to  addttce  further  evidence  on  that  point,  as  hi» 
client  admitted  the  warrantj  to  be  as  fall  as  a 
warranty  could  be..  Then  came  Todd's  groom^ 
and  a  labouring  man  sometimes  employed  ia 
the  stables^  to  prove  that  the  horse  was  lame  on 
the  morning  after  its  purchase^  and.  had  never 
since  been  fit  for  use ;  and  to  these  succeeded 
the  veterinary  surgeon,  who  had  attended  the 
animal,  and  who  spoke  very  learnedly  as  to  the 
nature  of  the  lameness,  and  the  improbability  of 
its  ever  being  sound,  giving  it  as  his  decided 
opinion,  nay  conviction,that  the  lameness  must 
have  been  of  long  continuance,  though  seem- 
ingly cured  at  the  time  of  sale.. 

The  groom  and  labouring,  man  admitted  on 
cross  examination  that  they  had  not  seen  the 
horse  on  the  night  of  its  arrival,  their  master 
having  himself  put  it  into  the  stable,  as  he  often 
did  when  returning  late  from  fair  or  market ; 
but  at  what  time  they  could  not  tell,,  as  wearied 
.  with  a  hard  day's  work,  they  had  gone  early  to 
bed. 
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^  Todd  often  returned  very  late  from  fair  or 
market — sometimes  sober — sometimes  not ;  and 
when  the  latter^  instead  of  keeping  the  high 
roady  was  apt  to  ride  across  the  country^  and 
take  desperate  leaps." 

These  two  last  admissions  were  made  very 
reluctantly,  and  both  denied  any  knowledge  of 
their  master's  havii^  taken  a  desperate  leap  that 
nighty  and  persisted  in  the  belief  that  he  was. 
sober,  though  they  could  bring  no  proof  in  cor* 
roboration  of  their  belief,  except  that  he  had 
groomed  the  horse,  and  loclfaed  the  stable  door, 
wbidi  he  was  not  in  the  habit  of  doing,  a 
circumstance  which,  from  being  unusual,  told 
in  favor  of  the  defendant,,  rather  than  the 
plaintiff* 

The  veterinary  surgeon  too*  declined  sweaiv 
ing  positively  that  the  horse  must  have  been 
subject  to  bunenese  before  being  placed  under 
his  care,  though  he  still  maintained  the  prolK 
ability  of  such  a.  fact;  nor  would  he  positively 
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assert  that  the  present    himeness  might  not 
have  arisen  from  a  severe  recent  strain. 

Two  young  neighbouring  farmers  deposed 
to  having  told  Todd,  whilst  riding  part  of  the 
way  home  together,  that  his  new  horse   yns 
Uune ;  but  after  a  little  cross  questioning  they 
were  compelled  to  allow,  however  willing  since 
to  claim  the  merit  of  a  keen  judgment,  that 
their  words  had  at  the  time  been  only  meant 
for  jest  and  banter.    They  stood  firm  as  to 
Todd's  having  been  sober  whilst  with  them ; 
but  as  he  had  declared  his  intention,  ^hen 
parting  with  them,  of  stopping  at  the  Black 
Swan  on  his  road  home,  about  some  com,  and 
they  themselves  allowed  that  they  had  been 
drinking  hard,  the  fact  of  Todd's  sobriety  was 
far  from  being  established  by  their  testimony. 
True  the  landlord  of  the  Black  Swan,  where  he 
stopped  as  he  had  proposed,  denied  his  being 
tipsy ;  but  then  he  admitted   his  being  fresh, 
and  when  questioned  as  to  how  much  he  sup^ 
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posed  he  might  have  drunk^  named  such  an 
unreasonable  quantity  that  the  persons  crowd- 
ing the  court  were  in  fits  of  laughter,  and  the 
word  fresh  seemed  Ukely  to  become  a  bye  word 
with  the  good  people  of  C.  for  a  long  time  to 
come.  One  other  witness  was  called^  who  had 
fancied  that  there  might  be,  rather  than 
observed  that  there  was,  a  little  stiffness  in  the 
off  leg  behind,  at  the  time  of  sale ;  and  who 
confirmed  the  statement  of  the  horse's  present 
vrorthlessness  ;  and  there  the  case  for  the  pro- 
secution closed,  with  the  exception  of  another 
witness,  who  swore  to  the  horse's  having  been 
lame  when  bought  in  the  near  leg  before, 
which  caused  great  amusement  to  the  court, 
and  some  little  annoyance  to  Mr.  Drew,  who 
closed  the  examination  as  speedily  as  possible. 
Never  was  there  a  weaker  case  for  the  plain- 
tiff—even Rosalind  could  discover  this.  Not 
one  of  the  virulent  accusations  against  the  de- 
fendant had  been  proved — not  one  seemed 
Ukely  to  be  proved  ;  and  had  the  case  gone  as 
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it  was  to  the  jury  the  plaintiff  might  have  been 
defeated.  Had  Mr.  Drew  been  the  defendant's 
counsel,  he  might  have  declined  to  call  any 
witnesses^  grounding  his  defence  on  his  adver- 
sary's weakness ;  but  Hardy  was  young  and 
inexperienced,  moreover  a  little  elated  by  the 
credit  gained  from  his  skilful  cross  questioning, 
and  Wyvill,  still  writhing  under  the  charges 
made  in  the  opening  speech,  resolved  to  make 
assurance  doubly  sure ;  not  only  would  he  win 
a  verdict  in  his  favor — but  not  the  shadow  of  a 
doubt  should  rest  upon  his  honor. 

It  is  an  error  common  to  people  of  warm 
temperaments  to  seek  to  prove  too  much — not 
that  we  would  blame  Wyvill  in  this  case — 
he  was  right  to  be  sensitive  on  a  point  touching 
his  truth.^ 

Mr.  Drew  did  not  appear  at  all  annoyed  at 
the  non-estabUshment  of  his  case ;  on  the  con- 
trary, he  wore  a  look  of  great  self-satisfaction ; 
but  then  it  is  one  of  the  accomplishments  of  a 
barrister  always  to  look  certain  of  success,  and 
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as  Mr.  Drew  made  no  chivalric  profession  of 
espousing  his  client's  cause  from  warmth  of  re- 
gard—his  affection  for  his  said  client  being  ever 
regulated  by  the  amount  of  the  fee — and  his 
success  too  general  to  make  a  single  defeat  of 
importance,  no  presage  as  to  the  issue  of  the 
trial  could  be  gathered  from  his  demeanour. 

Encouraged  by  the  result  of  the  cross  ques- 
tioning, and  the  prospect  of  ultimate  triumph 
to  himself  and  his  friend,  young  Hardy,  after 
a  clear  and  fluent  speech,  in  which  he  pointed 
out  the  absence  of  all  proof  in  support  of  the 
charges  made  against  his  client  by  Mr.  Drew, 
and  retorted  those  charges  on  the  defendant, 
began  the  examination  of  his  witnesses  with  a 
feeling  of  confidence  in  his  own  abilities,  which 
promised  to  give  those  abilities  fair  play,  and 
establish  him  at  once  in  general  estimation  as  a 
person  likely  to  obtain  high  honors  in  his 
profession. 

Wyvill  cast  one  hurried  glance  towards  the 
Sheriff's  gallery.  Was  he  mistaken,  or,  not- 
withstanding their  constant  tilting,  did  Rosalind 
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share  in  his  triumph  ?  A  whisper  from  his  at- 
torney recalled  his  attention,  and  when  helooked 
towards  the  gallery  again.  Miss  Trevor's  head 
was  turned  away. 

The  first  two  witnesses  (or  the  defence  were  ser- 
Tantsof  MrB.Denham's,who  swore  that  the  horse 
had  been  perfectly  sound  whilst  standing  in  the 
stables  at  Denham  Park,  but  the  shortness  of  that 
period — not  quite  a  week — ^rendered  their  testi- 
mony of  less  value  than  it  would  otherwise  have 
been.  A  groom  of  Mr.  Adnam*s  deposed  to  the 
same  effect,  with  the  addition  that  he  considered 
the  horse  to  have  been  fully  worth  the  eighty 
pounds  for  which  it  had  been  sold,  having  heard 
a  larger  sum  offered  for  it  some  months  before, 
when  Wyvill  had  been  staying  with  his  master, 
at  which  time  he  could  swear  to  the  animal's 
being  free  from  all  lameness  or  stiffness. 

Though  hard  pressed  by  Mr.  Drew,  and 
teased  with  trying  and  bewildering  questions, 
he  wavered  in  none  of  these  particulars,  but 
was  at  last  obliged  to  admit,  in  answer  to  a 
point  blank   query,   that  he  had  once  lately 
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heard  WyviU's  servaDt  say,  or  rather  hint,  that 
the  horse  had  been  lame  at  some  former  period 
though  his  master  did  not  like  to  allow  it. 
When  re-examined  on  this  point  by  Hardy,  he 
declared  that  he  did  not  believe  what  Wy vilFs 
servant  had  said,  who  appeared  to  be  speaking 
in  jest. 

Several  persons  deposed  to  Todd's  freshness, 
as  the  landlord  of  the  Black  Swan  had  delicately 
termed  it,  even  before  his  leaving  the  fair,  and 
to  his  having  ridden  the  animal  wildly  about 
the  town  to  show  it  oflf^  aa  well  a^  to  his 
habit  of  taking  a  course  across  the  country 
when  excited  by  drinking,  and  leaping  over 
every  thing  that  came  in  his  way. 

A  second  veterinary  surgeon,  contrary  to  the 
first,  denied  the  probability  of  former  lameness, 
and  assigned  a  violent  strain  as  the  sole  cause 
of  the  animaPs  present  unfitness  for  use ;  nor 
could  all  Mr.  Drew's  cross  questioning  cause 
him  to  waver  in  his  judgment. 

The  hopes  of  the  defendant  and  his  young 
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counsel  rose  higher  and  higher — ^they  amounted 
almost  to  certainty — the  remaining  evidence 
would  confirm  the  impression  already  made  on 
judge^  jury,  and  listeners,  and  prove  that  the 
buyer  was  the  swindler^  not  the  seller. 

The  next  witness  was  WyviU's  servant,  s 
good  looking  young  man,  who  entered  the  box, 
with  a  bustling  air ;  but  it  was  observed  by 
some  that  his  cheek  grew  pale  as  he  took  the 
oath  to  teU  the  truth — ^the  whole  truth  and  no- 
thing but  the  truth*  It  was  also  observed  that 
he  never  glanced  towards  Wyvill,  perhaps  to 
avoid  the  suspicion  of  gathering  hints  for  his 
words  firom  his  master's  looks. 

The  first  few  questions — ^mere  preliminaries 
— he  answered  readily  and  clearly.  <<  He  had 
been  three  years  in  Wy  vill*s  service — he  knew 
the  horse  that  had  been  sold  to  Todd — ^it  had 
been  in  his  master's  possession  two  years,  and 
he  had  been  in  the  habit  of  grooming  it  during 
that  period." 
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'^  And  it  has  never  been  lame  during  those 
two  years  ?"  asked  Mr.  Hardy. 

^  That  is  rather  a  leading  question  of  my 
learned  brother's/^  remarked  Mr.  Drew  in  a 
careless  tone^  tapping  the  floor  with  his  right 
foot  and  resting  his  face  on  his  left  hand, 
whilst  the  pen  was  held  suspended  in  the 
other. 

**  I  will  word  it  differently ;  —my  client 
wishes  that  even  his  adversaries  shall  admit  the 
justice  of  the  verdict  in  his  favor.  Was  the 
horse  lame  during  the  time  that  he  was  in 
your  master's  possession  V' 

Jonathan  Stebbing,  for  such  was  the  groom's 
name,  looked  up,  and  looked  down — stood  first 
on  one  foot,  and  then  on  the  other,  and  finally 
stammered  out — ^^  Nothing  to  speak  of." 

Mr.  Drew  glanced  at  the  jury  as  much  as  to 
say — attend ; — ^meaning  looks  were  exchanged 
between  many  in  court,  and  the  general  in- 
terest in  the  trial  increased  a  thousandfold. 

Toung  Hardy  turned,  in  his  surprise,  to 
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Wyvill^  who  said  loud  enough  for  some  to 
hear.  '^  Question  him  closely.  I  have  nothing 
to  keep  back.** 

Reassured  by  this  answer^  the  young  counsel 
proceeded  boldly  with  the  examination. 

^^Wbat  do  you  mean  by  nothing  to  speak  of  ?'' 

"  Why  nothing  to  speak  of,*'  repeated  the 
man  doggedly. 

<<  Was  the  horse  lame  at  all  during  that 
period  ?** 

The  groom  hesitated,  and  fidgeted.  Mr. 
Drew,  slightly  raising  his  head  from  the  paper 
before  him,  glanced  at  the  witness,  who  faltered 
out— ^f  Yes." 

^^  What  was  the  cause  of  this  lameness  ?" 
asked  Mr.  Hardy,  trying  to  maintain  his  former 
air  of  confidei\ce,  though  somewhat  daunted  by 
the  man's  shuffling  manner  and  reply. 

''  My  master  said  he  had  run  a  nail  into  his 
foot.'' 

^'  Was  the  horse  attended  by  a  veterinarjr 
surgeon,  or  farrier  ?" 
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'^  No  :    master  would  not  have  one  sent 
fer/' 

^^  Was  the  animal  unfit  for  use  ?'' 

«  Yes." 

"  For  how  long  ?*' 

"  Master  said  he  could  have  rode  it  the  third 
day." 

In  which  leg  was  it  lame  ?" 
The  off  leg  behind." 

'^  Of  course  the  injury  must  have  been  very 
alight  if  the  horse  was  fit  for  riding  the  third 
day.'' 

Jonathan  Stebbing  made  no  reply. 

^^  Tou  consider  that  the  animal's  lameness 
arose  entirely  from  the  nail  having  run  into  its 
foot,  and  that  it  was  fit  for  use,  and  as  valuable 
as  ever  at  the  end  of  three  days." 
^'  My  master  said  so." 

^^  And  you  agree  with  your  master,"  said 
Hardly  a  little  impatiently,  provoked  at  what 
he  &ncied  stupidity,  and  the  man's  inability  to 

form  an  opinion  of  his  own. 
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*^  Master  did  not  ask  what  I  thought." 

'^  Was  the  horse  lame  at  any  other  time 
whilst  in  Mn  Wyriirs  possession." 

'^  Master  said  not." 

'^  Don't  tell  me  what  your  master  says  ;— 
what  do  you  say  yourself?^  The  man  continued 
silenty  looking  red  then  white,  and  much  con* 
fused. 

*^  Was  the  horse  lame  at  any  other  time 
whilst  in  Mr.  WyvilPs  possession  I  ask  you?" 
repeated  Hardy. 

''  Yes/'  said  the  witness  after  a  little  more 
hesitation. 

'^  When  was  the  horse  lame  ?'' 

^^  Just  before  we  came  to  Denham  Park." 

««  Did  you  tell  Mr.  Wyvill  of  it  V 

"  Yes.'' 

*'  And  what  did  he  say  ?" 

«  He— he— he— " 

'^  Speak  out,"  said  the  judge — '*  we  cannot 
hear  you.'* 

"  Yes,  my  lord.    Master  said  I  was  to  be 
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sure  not  to  tell  it  to  any  one^  'cause  it  would 
injure  the  sale^  but  stand  out^  let  what  would 
happen  9  that  it  had  never  been  lame,  but  when 
it  picked  up  the  nail ;  and  that  if  I  did  this  it 
should  be  the  better  for  me/'  stammered  the 
witness  his  words  oozing  out  very  slowly,  and 
with  a  nervous  tremor  as  if  the  truth  had  been 
wrung  from  him  by  terror,  and  against  his 
wiU. 

«  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  Mr,  Wy vill  knew 
of  the  horse's  being  lame  a  short  time  before 
he  sold  it,  and  that  he  charged  you  to  deny  the 
fiict,  lest  a  knowledge  of  it  should  injure  the 
sale  ?"  questioned  Hardy  sternly,  the  indigna- 
tion of  the  friend  overcoming  the  prudence  of 
the  counsel. 

^'  Yes ;  but  I  should  not  have  told  it,  only 
for  the  oath,  and  my  lord  the  judge,*'  faltered 
the  groom,  his  very  lips  turning  white  as  he 
spoke,  whilst  his  trembling  hand  clutched  fqr 
support  at  the  edge  of  the  witness  box. 

<'  It  is  false  !''  exclaimed  Rupert  hotly,  fixing 
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a  scathing  h)ok  on  the  speaker^  who  did  not 
▼entiure  to  glance  towards  hinu 

^  Hush,  sir !  hush  !  remember  where  you 
are^"  whispered  h]»  attorney,  dragging  him 
down,  for  he  had  started  up  with  the  purpose, 
as  it  seemed,  of  seizing  the  pallid,  trembling 
groom,  who  had  revealed  his  dishonor* 

Notwithstanding  his  usually  calm  demeanour, 
Rupert's  feelings  were  very  strong ;  and  though 
he  was  silent  and  still,  at  his  attorney's  warn- 
ing, the  pressure  of  his  teeth  on  the  livid  lip, 
till  the  blood  sprang  beneath  that  pressure, 
and  the  unconscious  clenching  of  his  hands 
gave  sign  of  the  storm  within.     He  read  the 

belief  of  his  dishonor  in  the  faces  of  those 

I 

around — and  saw  himself  without  the  means 
of  clearing  his  character  from  the  foul  blot.    A  > 

strange  idea  shot  across  him,  and  he  darted  a 
lightning  glance    towards  that    part    of  the  I 

sfaerifTs  gallery  where  sat  the  party  from  Den- 
ham  Park.    Rosalind  was  gazing  on  him  with  | 
a  face  of  ashy  paleness,  but  it  was.  not  at  her 
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timt  he  darted  this  Bearching,  acnitinUing  look. 
She  saw  this^  and  folloimig  the  direction  of  his 
eyes  turned  round  on  Edred  Cottrell ;  but  at 
the  moment  she  did  ao^  he  was  stooping  to  pick 
up  his  fallen  glove,  and  it  might  be  only  fancy 
when  she  imagined  that  the  hand  which  raised 
it  shook. 

A  dead  silence  had  succeeded  to  the  groom's 
unexpected,  and,  as  it  8eemed>  most  reluctant 
admission ;  and  then  there  arose  a  murmur  of 
mingled  wonder  and  reprobation.  Never  had 
testimony  in  a  nisi  prius  court  created  a  greater 
sensation.  Even  the  judge  looked  surprised, 
for  Wyvill^s  honor  had  been  hitherto  unim- 
peached,  whilst  Mr.  Drew  cast  a  triumphant 
glance  towards  the  jury,  and  Hardy,  shocked 
at  the  effect  of  his  own  questioning,  sank  back 
on  the  bench  from  which  he  had  so  lately  riscQ, 
overwhelmed  with  shame  and  confusion,  and 
utterly  unable  to  rally  or  resume  any  show  of 
selff  possession. 

^  Have  you  any  more  questions  to  put  to 

VOL.  II.  o 
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your  witneM  ?"  asked  Mr.  Drew  with  a  pro- 
voking smile. 

^^  Yes — ^no — ^not  now/'  stammered  the  youog 
counsel,  his  hopes  of  establishing  his  friend's 
innocence  and  his  own  fiune  blighted  by  thii 
one  stroke. 

'^  Did  you  see  the  nail  that  ran  into  the 
horse's  foot  ?"  asked  Mr.  Drew,  fixing  his  litde 
black,  snake-like  eyes  with  a  fiucinating  gaze 
on  the  trembling  witness,  who  however  answer- 
ed more  readily  and  clearly  than  he  had  done 
before,  gaining  courage  as  he  proceeded. 

''  No." 

'^  Do  you  believe  that  any  nail  dic^hm  into 
iU  foot  ?" 

**  My  master  said — ** 

'^  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  your  master 
now — what  is  your  own  belief?'  said  Mr.  Drew, 
intemipting  the  witness,  his  contemptuous 
tone  when  saying  ^  I  have  nothing  to  do  with 
your  master,'  inflicting  a  fresh  pang  on  the 
suffiering  Rupert. 
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''  Then  I  don't  bdieve  it  was  a  nail/' 

''  Yet  Mr.  Wyvfll  said  bo  ?•• 

«  Yes." 

^  And  your  master  said  that  the  horse  was 
quite  well,  and  fit  to  ride  on  the  third  daj 
after  the  accident  ?" 

«  Yes.'' 

''Did  he  ride  Urn  then?" 

''  No.'* 

''  Did  he  assign  any  reason  for  not  riding 
him?" 

^'  He  said  the  brown  horse  went  easier." 

*'  Oh !  he  said  the  brown  horse  went  easier 
did  he?' 

«  Yes." 

^  How  soon  did  he  ride  the  bay  ?" 

''  Not  for  three  months." 

''  And  where  was  the  animal  all  that  time  ?" 

^  It  was  turned  out." 

^  Oh !  turned  out  was  it  ?"  said  Mr.  Drew, 
who  had  a  habit  of  repeating  words,  that  he 
03 
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wished  to  make  an  impression  on  the  jnrj. 
^  And  was  it  quite  soond  all  that  time  ?" 

»  Master  said  so.** 

*^  Don't  tdl  me  idiat  yomr  master  said— 
what  do  you  yourself  say  ?  Was  it  perfectly 
sound  after  the  third  dqr?^ 

^  No:  that  is,  I  did  not  think  so;  and  can't 
on  my  oonsdenoe  say  as  how  it  was.^ 

^  Whane  was  it  hane,  and  what  do  you  think 
was  the  matter  widi  it  ?* 

^  It  was  lame  in  the  off  kg  behind,  and  it 
seemed  to  me  that  it  had  some'at  the  matter 
with  it  mndli  the  same  as  it  has  now,  only  not 
so  bad." 

Here  fidlowed  some  uninteresting  questions 
and  answers  toodiing  fetloc^  sinews,  strains, 
sparins,  &c.  &c^  whidi  it  would  be  wearisome 
to  leoordi 

^  Do  you  think  that  the  unsoundness  then 
proceeded  fiom  the  same  cause  as  the  unsoond- 
ness  now  ?** 
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^'  Yes,  only  it  was  not  so  bad/* 

*^  The  same  cause  onlj  not  so  bad/^  repeated 
Mr.  Drew.    *^  When  was  it  lame  again  ?'' 

^  Just  before  master  came  to  stay  at  Den- 
nam  Ftok/' 

^  That  is  a  short  time  before  it  was  sold — 
was  it  not  ?'' 

«  Yes.** 

^'Did  you  tell  your  master  that  it  was 
Isme?' 

«  Yes.'' 

^  And  what  did  he  say  ?^ 

''  He  told  me  to  be  sure  not  to  tell  any  one.'' 

^  Did  he  give  any  reason  for  your  silence  ?*' 

^  He  said  nobody  would  buy  the  horse  if  it 
was  known/'  answered  the  man  after  a  pause^ 
exhibiting  great  reluctance  to  speak  out,  though 
desired  by  the  judge  to  do  so  as  he  could  not 
hear  him. 

*•  Was  any  one  by  when  he  said  this  ?*' 

**  No.'* 
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*  Did  he  pnHniac  ;oa  ray  reward  for  your 

"  He  said  it  shonld  be  the  better  for  me." 
**  What  did  you  auppote  he  meant  by  that  ?" 
"  Mr.  Wyrill  has  alwaya  been  a  kind  and 
generoaa  master,  lo  1  thought  he  would  give 
me  something." 

**  So  yon  thought  he  would  give  you  some- 
thing, if  yon  were  siknt — Did  you  erertell  this 
to  any  one  before  ?" 
-No.'* 

*  Recollect  yourself.  Mot  to  any  one  ?  Not 
to  Pollock,  Mr.  Adnam's  servant  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  let  it  out  to  him  one  day  by  mis- 
take ;  but  he  thought  as  how  I  was  only  joking 
and  so  I  let  it  go." 

"  And  you  would  not  have  UM  it  even  here  if 

you  had  not  been  lightened  about  breaking  your 

'  "     "  u  did  not  think  an  oath  bad  been 

(ill  thing  till  it  came  to  the  point" 

uster  was  aliraya  a  kind  maiter. 
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and  I  should  not  have  told  of  him,  if  I  had  not 
been  forced-*-^and  I  am  very  sony  now/' 

'^  And  yott  say  the  horse  was  not  quite  sound 
when  sold,  that  is  he  had  been  lame  a  short 
time  before  P 

«Ye8.« 

^'  That  will  do/'  said  Mr.  Drew,  resuming 
his  seat  after  turning  a  self-complacent  and 
confident  look  on  the  jury. 

'^  Stop ;  I  wish  to  ask  you  another  question 
or  two/*  said  Hardy  to  the  witness,  who  was 
leaving  the  box  in  all  possible  haste.  **  Did 
you  tie  a  tin  canister  on  to  a  dog's  tail  about 
ten  days  since  V  asked  the  young  counsel  try* 
ing  to  assume  a  self*possession  which  he  did 
not  feel. 

The  question  caused  a  general  smile,  but  the 
mirth  was  not  shared  by  the  witness,  who 
fumbled  with  his  hat  in  his  hand  without 
replying. 

'^  I  ask  you,  Jonathan  Stebbing,  if  you  did 
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not  tie  a  tin  canister  on  to  a  dog's  tail  in  the 
parish  of  Denham,  about  ten  days  since  ?'' 

'^  Tes,''  answered  the  groom,  still  (ambling 
with  his  hat. 

^  Speak  out — ^my  lord,  the  judge,  does  not 
hear  you.  Did  not  Mr.  Wyvill  come  by  whilst 
you  were  tormenting  the  poor  animal  ?*' 

*^  He  rode  up  whilst  I  and  some  others 
were  looking  at  the  dog.'' 

'<  Did  he  blame  you  for  tying  the  canister  to 
the  dog's  tail  r 

*^  He  talked  a  good  deal  fine  about  it,'' 

*^  Did  not  he  say  that  it  was  very  cruel  to- 
wards the  dog,  and  the  Uttle  girl  who  owned 
it?" 

'^  He  said  some'at  like  that." 

*'  Did  not  you  say  to  your  master,  when  be 
blamed  you,  that  you  had  done  it  before^  and 
would  do  it  again  ?'' 

**  I  do  not  remember  what  I  said." 

^*  Will  you  swear  that  you  did  not  use  these 
words?" 
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*  I  may  have  said  some'at  of  the  sort,  when 
master  was  jawing  about  it/'answered  the  groom 
sulkUy. 

*'  Were  you  not  very  angry  at  Mr.  Wyvill's 
blaming  you  T^ 

^  I  was  a  little  vexed  then.^ 

'^  Did  he  give  you  warning  in  consequence  ?" 

'^  Master  said  so.'' 

''  Did  not  you  think  this  a  very  harsh  pro- 
ceeding ?'* 

«  Yes.'* 

*'  And  to  be  revenged  you  swear  that  he 
wanted  you  to  conceal  the  horse's  having  been 
lame  before  ?'' 

<<  I  was  forced  by  my  oath  to  tell  the  truth/' 
answered  the  man  sulkily. 

^*  Forced  by  your  oath  to  tell  the  truth/' 
repeated  Hardy  incredulously.  *'  Do  not  you 
think  if  you  could  reveal  this  of  your  master^ 
that  it  would  have  been  wiser  in  him  to  have 
let  you  torment  the  dog  as  you  pleased,  instead 
of  gjiving  you  warning  ?"  , 

o  5 
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'^  Master  alwajrB  thinka  for  hiaiaelf^''  replied 
the  man  evaaiTely. 

''  I  did  not  ask  what  your  master  thoughtj 
but  what  you  think." 

^  I  have  not  thought  about  it*" 

**  Should  not  you  esteem  it  the  act  of  a  fool 
to  offisnd  a  person^  who  has  it  in  his  power  to 
do  you  a  great  injury  }^ 

^  Perhaps  so/* 

'^  Then  you  would  say  that  Mr.  Wyvill  is  a 
fool,  since  he  discharges  you  for  cruelty  and 
impertinence,  when  you  have  it  in  your  power 
to  tell  what,  if  true,  would  blight  his  character, 
and  lose  his  cause  ?*' 

^  I  don^t  say  as  how  master  is  a  ibol ;  but 
he  always  does  as  he  pleases;  and  he  made 
sure  that  I  would  not  tdl  of  him ;  and  no  more 
I  would  if  it  had  not  been  for  my  oath.'* 

**  Will  you  swear  that  Mr.  WyviU  chaiged 
you  not  to  tell  any  one  that  the  horse  had  ever 
been  lame  before  lest  it  should  injure  the  sale, 
and  that  you  should  not  be  the  worse  for  youz 
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Silence  ?  Remember — you  are  upon  your  oath 
— that  oath  of  whidi  you  profess  to  think  so 
much;  and  will  be  liable  to  be  tried  for  per- 
jury if  you  swear  falsely.  Did  your  matter 
say  thi»  or  not  ?^ 

The  witness  looked  down — he  could  not  or 
wmld  not  meet  the  questioner^  eye ;  and  his 
lips  grew  of  a  livid  paleness^  but  after  a  little 
hesitatioa  he  said-^-^'  Tes*'--<in  a  low  voice. 

^  Speak  out.  On  your  oath  did  your  mas^ 
ter  say  this  to  you  ?  Bemember — ^be  warned 
in  time." 

'^Tes^  he  did/'  answered  the  groom  more 
resolutely* 

^  And  yott  never  stated  this  before  to  any 
one,  but  always  maintained  that  the  horse  was 
perfeotly  sound  when  sold^  and  had  been  so 
ever  since  tiie  acgident  of  the  nail/' 

«  Yes.'' 

*^  What  have  yovi  received;  or  been  promised^ 
to  induce  you  to  sfljy  diffiareatly  now  ?'^ 

^  Nothing/^ 
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^  On  your  oaUh,  remember/^ 

'^  Nothing,''  repeated  the  groom  do^^edly. 

''Are  you  not  seeking  revenge  for  being 
turned  away  ?" 

^  No :''  answered  the  witness  sharply,  shuf- 
fling with  his  feety  and  pUying  with  his  fingers. 

Nothing  further  could  be  extracted  fifom 
Jonathan  Stebbing. 

Thomas  Usher  was  next  called,  and  a  dark, 
ill-looking  man  stepped  into  the  witness  box. 

Rosalind  started — leant  forward — gazed  fix- 
edly upon  him  for  some  moments,  and  then 
glanced  round  at  Edred  Cottrell.  For  an 
instant  he  met  her  eye — it  was  an  instant  only 
— the  next  he  was  turning  to  address  Richard 
Weston. 

We  pass  over  some  needful  but  uninterest- 
ing questions,  and  come  at  once  to  those  of 
importance. 

''  Did  you  see  Richard  Todd  on  the  night  of 
the  fair  '>^  asked  Hardy  of  the  witness. 

*'  Yes/' 
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«  Was  he  sober  V 

"  Yes/* 

Mr.  Hardy  looked  down  at  his  brief,  then 
back  to  Wyrill  and  his  attorney :  it  was  evi* 
dent  that  he  had  anticipated  a  different  reply — 
the  question  could  not  have  been  understood. 

"  I  ask  you  if  Richard  Todd  was  sober  on  the 
night  of  the  fidr  ?'' 

*'  Tes,^  repeated  the  witness. 

'*  Was  not  he  a  little  fresh  ?"  asked  Mr. 
Hardy,  changing  the  shape  of  his  question. 

'*  No,"  answered  the  man  sturdily. 

*^  Did  not  you  tell  others  that  he  was  ?" 
questioned  Hardy,  unable  to  conquer  or  con- 
ceal his  surprise  and  annoyaqce. 

"  No/' 

'^  Did  not  you  tell  Jonathan  Stebbing  and 
others  that  Todd  when  you  met  him  was 
drunk— or  not  sober-^or  fresh — or  the  worse 
for  drink — or  something  to  that  effect  V* 

*'  No*'  answered  the  man  as  resolutely  as 
before. 
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^^  Win  you  swear  that  joa  did  not  say  this 
to  Jonathan  Stebbing  T* 

^  Tea ;  I  may  have  said  that  Todd  had  been 
drinking ;  but  he  was  not  the  worse  for  iu^ 

'^What  do  you  mean  by  the  worse  for  it  7 
Do  you  think  he  was  likely  to  choose  the  safest 
road  home,  or  able  to  guide  his  horse  into  the 
best  path  ?'' 

**  Tes ;  he  could  ride  as  well  as  you  could 
now." 

''  Did  he  say  anything  about  his  new  horse  V* 

*'  He  said  he  had  paid  a  good  price  for  it ; 
and  hoped  it  would  not  turn  out  lame." 

<<  Was  the  horse  quite  sound  when  you  were 
walking  by  its  side  V^ 

''  I  thought  one  leg  went  a  little  oddly^T 

*'  What  do  you  mean  by  oddly  ?" 

<'  Stiff  and  odd  Uke,  as  if  he  had  been  lame 
of  that  leg — or  would  be." 

«  Which  leg  was  it  ?** 
''The  off  leg  behind.'^ 

''We  are  sold — the  witnesses  have   beeft 


WHO  SHALL   BE   HEIR?  303 

bribed/* — whispered  the  attorney  to  Wyvill, 
whose  look  assented  to  the  assertion,  whilst 
Hardy  hemmed,  hawed,  pulled  his  gown  up 
on  his  shoulder,  and  then  resumed  his  ezamina* 
tion,  but  not  with  the  same  spirit  or  acuteness, 
that  he  had  shown  at  the  commencement  of  the 
trial. 

''  Did  Todd  try  how  his  new  horse  could 
leap  that  night  ?" 

«  Not  as  I  know  of." 

^  Did  not  you  see  him  leap  from  Farmer's 
Close,  into  Tanner's  field  ?" 

**  No.'* 

''  Did  not  you  whilst  helping  him  out  of  the 
ditch  say — that  was  a  desperate  leap^  and  you 
have  4amed  your  new  horse  ? — or  words  to  that 
effect  ?" 

**  No ;  I  did  not  help  him  out  of  a  ditch." 

"  Did  not  you  assist  him  to  wipe  the  dirt  off 
bis  coat  ?'* 

«  No.** 
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^  Did  not  you  see  him  riding  across  Farmer's 
Close  ?" 

**  No/' 

''  Where  did  you  see  Urn  ^" 

''  On  the  high  road."* 

*^  Where  was  he  when  you  left  him  ?** 

''  On  the  high  road." 

''  Did  not  you  see  him  cut  across  a  field  ?'' 

"  No." 

^  Did  not  he  say  that  he  should  cut  across 
the  fields  to  his  house  because  it  was  nearer? 
And  did  not  you  answer  that  he  had  better  not 
as  he  had  been  drinking,  and  was  riding  his 
new  horse  ?'' 

«  No." 

''  Did  not  you  tell  Jonathan  Stebbing  that  he 
had  cut  across  the  field  V^ 

«  No." 

It  wasinvain  that  the  young  counselplied  the 
witness  with  question  upon  question^  vaiying 
their  forms  in  the  hope  of  winning  a  diflerest 
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nply,  tl^  man  still  persisted  in  his  former 
deaials^  confining  himself  so  pertinaciously  to 
moQosyllables  that  it  was  impossible  to  entraji 
him  into  a  contradiction. 

^'  What  are  you  to  receive  for  giving  this 
evidence  ?**  at  length  asked  young  Hardy^  pro- 
voked beyond  patience  and  prudence. 

'^  Mr.  Wyvill  is  to  pay  my  expenses  for  being 
his  witness,^  said  the  man,  looking  down  as  he 
had  done  throughout  the  whole  of  the  examina*- 
lion^  but  permitting  a  grim  smile  to  half  curl 
his  lip. 

The  idea  of  WyvilVs  having  to  pay  for  such 
testimony  caused  others  to  smile  as  well  as  the 
witness. 

His  last  hope  was  gone,  and  Hardy  resumed 
his  seat  in  despair. 

**  1  will  not  trouble  your  witness  with  any 
questions,  being  quite  satisfied  with  your  ad- 
mirable examination;  and  feeling  convinced 
that  you  have  extracted  the  whole  truth,  and 
nothing  but  the  truth,*'  observed  Mr.  Drew  his 
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Kttle  bright  eyes  twinkling  with  triumph  at  his 
adversary's  vexation^  and  above  all  at  this  last 
attempi  to  destroy  the  character  of  his  own 
witness. 

'^  Poor  fellow  !  it  is  all  up  with  Hardy ;  he 
needs  success  to  inspirit  him — he  has  not 
nerve  to  stand  defeat^"  remarked  one  barrister  to 
another ; — and  he  was  right. 

The  conviction  that  a  verdict  must  be  given 
against  his  friend— the  fear  that  he  had  not 
conducted  that  friend's  defence  as  skilfully  as 
he  might  have  done,  joined  to  a  doubt  of  bit 
own  abilities,  now  that  those  abilities  were  to  be 
tested  by  trial,  had  confused  and  bewildered  him 
during  the  latter  part  of  his  examination  of  the 
witnesses. 

He  coloured — grew  pale—  shook  till  his  agita* 
tion  became  painfully  apparent  to  all  who 
wished  him  well,  then  with  a  deqperate  efibrt 
strove  to  regain  a  show  at  least  of  self* 
possession.  The  effort  was  unsuccessful^  and 
there    he    sat    overcome    with     shame    and 
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vexation,  blushing  like  a  girl  of  sixteen^  and 
nol  yenturing  to  look  up  lest  he  should  read  in 
the  countenances  of  those  around  him  sarcasm 

■ 

or  contempt.  It  was  painful  to  see  him^  and 
so  much  was  he  liked  for  hisamiable  disposition 
that  there  were  few  who  did  not  feel  regret  at 
his  discomfiture. 

The  witness  left  the  box  and  Mr.  Drew  rose 
for  the  plaintiff,  pouncing  as  it  were  on  his 
adversary's  case,  his  snake  like  eye  twink- 
ling, rolling,  glistening,  with  anticipated 
triumph — a  triumph  heightened  by  the  know- 
ledge that  Wyvill  held  him  in  little  estimation. 
The  preliminary  to  his  speech  was  as  usual  the 
pulling  up  his  gown  on  his  shoulder.  What  a 
pity  that  clergymen  and  barristers  do  not  em- 
ploy more  skilful  artistes  in  the  construction  of 
these  said  gowns,  as  the  dragging  them  up 
on  their  shoulders  is  a  most  ungraceful  move- 
ment. 

'^  Gentlemen  of  the  jury,  my  address  to  you 
need  be  but  a  short — a  very  short  one  (Mr. 
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Drew's  were  always  long)  Day^  I  ipigbt  safely 
leave  the  case  as  it  staoidsy  a^d  relying  on  your 
penetration  wuve  my  privilege  of  cooun/enting 
on  the  evidence  adduced  for  the  defence,  and 
my  learned  brother's  eloquence,,  only  that 
my  silence  might  appear  disrespectful  to  you^ 
and  my  lord  the  judge,"  b^an  Mr.  Drew  with 
that  impudent,  nonchalant  manner  which 
alwaya  distinguished  his  harangues  till  he  had 
worked  himself  up  into  a  seeming  r^;ard  for 
tl^  interests  of  his  qlient.  No  feeling  of  dif- 
fidence or  delicacy  ever  stayed  or  softened  the 
tonnent  of  his  words.  The  crowd  tittered  at 
this  alluaion  to  his  learned  brother^s  eloquence 
-r-even  the  jury  smiled  at  it,  whilst  poor 
Hardty  writhed  at  the  expression,  and  Wyvill 
bit  his  Up  at  the  insult,  for  so  he  considered  it 
to  hia  firiend — au  insult  the  n^or^  gsUilig  firom 
the  speaker^s  merry  smile« 

^  My  learned  brother  has  pointed  out  to 
your  notiee,  nay  pressed  on  your  consideration, 
the  weakness  of  our  case — ^the  deficiency  of 
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our  evidence^  thereby  of  course  implying  the 
superior  strength  of  his  own.    My  client  is  an 
honourable  man^  and  wishes  to  take  no  nnfur 
advantage:  we  will  be  generous  and  change 
witnesses^— that  is^  I  will  argue  only  on  the 
testiinony  of  those  brought  forward  for  the 
defendant.    My  learned  brother  admits  that 
the  horse  was  sold  to  the  plaintiff  for  eighty 
pounds^  with  as  full  a  warranQr  of  sbundness  as 
mortal  lips  could  give;  and  also  allows  that 
diis  same  horse  is  now  so  lame  as  not  only  to 
be  unfit  for  present  use^  but  little  likely  to  be 
serviceable  hereafter.    There  is  no  question  of 
identity    here — no    contradictory    statements 
about  a  bay  horse  of  fifteen  hands  high;  and  a 
brown  horse  of  fourteen^  which  so  Often  b^- 
tvilder  the  judgment ;  here  is  the  horse  that 
was  warranted  perfectly  sounds  and  i$  now 
lame : — so  far  we  are  agreed — ^it  is  always  plea- 
sant to  agree  with  one's  adversaries  as  far  as 
one  can — as  lohg  as  our  roads  lay  together  let 
us  jog  on  side  by  side  on  friendly  terms ;  but 
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the  question  is  from  whence  arose  this  hune* 
ness — this  unfitness  for  use : — and  here  we  sie 
at  issue.  My  learned  brother  would  have  70U 
believe  that  the  horse  was  never  lame  till  after 
the  sale^  and  that  its  lameness  arose  from  a 
strain  received  in  taking  a  desperate  leq), 
whilst  I  maintain^  and  rely  on  convinang 
you,  that  the  animal,  far  from  being  sound 
when  sold  had  been  subject  to  occasional  lam^' 
ness,  notwithstanding  the  warranty,  duriog 
the  whole  two  years  of  its  being  in  the  posses* 
sion  of  the  defendant.  Who  shall  determioe 
this  point  ?  It  is  not  for  my  learned  brother  to 
decide — it  is  not  for  me,  but  the  decision,  gen- 
tlemen of  the  jury,  rests  with  you ;  and  con- 
tent am  I  that  the  decision  should  so  rest, 
certain,  from  your  well  known  discrimination, 
that  your  verdict  will  be  in  frtvour  of  my  client. 
On  what  is  your  decision  to  be  founded  ?  On 
the  testimony  of  witnesses  sworn  to  reveal  the 
truth — ^the  whole  truth — and  notlung  but  the 
truth ;  and  it  is  on  this  testimony  that  I  tsmai 
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mj  claim  for  a  verdict^  which  shall  save  my 
client  from  a  most  shameful^  and  dishonourable 
attempt  to  injure  him  in  purse,  and  in  charac« 
ter — character  the  greatest  treasure — the  proud- 
est boast  of  a  true  hearted  Englishman  I  Gen- 
tlemen of  the  jury,  you  must  not  consider  this 
as  a  mere  money  trial — ^a  bare  matter  of  pounds 
shillings  and  pence.    I  admit  that  my  client  is 
provoked,  and  naturally  so,  at  having  paid  the 
price  of  a  sound  horse,  yet  unhappily  purchased 
a  lame  one — ^he  is  provoked  too,  at  having  re* 
lied  on  the  word  of  one  who  is  highly  esteemed 
in   the  world,  and  having  been  deceived,  and 
on  that  account  laughed  at  by  his  friends  for  a 
want  of  judgment  in  horseflesh.     No  one  likes 
to  be  laughed  at,  especially  in  a  matter  of  horse 
dealing,  for  which  every  Englishman  is  sup- 
posed to  have  an  intuitive   talent.     But  it  is 
not  the  loss  of  the  money,  though  the  horse  for 
which  he  paid  eighty  pounds  is  really  not  worth 
above  three ;  it  is  not  the  shame  of  hanng  been 
deceived  by  one,  who  has  hitherto  borne  the 
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character  of  a  high-miiided  g^tleman — ^it  is 
not  die  pain  of  being  laughed  at  aa  a  dupe  that 
has  induced  him  to  bring  this  matter  before 
you,  and  claim  that  justice  ivhich  is  the  right 
of  every  Briton,  and  which  he  is  certain  of 
obtaining  at  your  hands,  though  his  adversaiy 
is  an  esquire,  and  he  but  a  simple  yeoman — ^it 
is  not  all  this,  I  repeat,  irritating  as  it  must  be, 
that  brings  me  before  you  to-day,  as  the  humble 
advocate  for  an  injured  man.    It  is  not  alone 
to  i^cover  money — ^it  is  still  more  to  clear  his 
character  from  the  most  shameful  aspersions — 
to  overthrow  a  base  conspiracy  that  he  has  been 
compelled,  in  self-defence,  to  bring  his  case 
before  a  court  of  justice.    Grentlemen  of  the 
jury,"  continued  Mr.  Drew,  striking  his  hand 
on  the  back  of  the  seat,  so  as  to  attract  the 
more  attention,  and  convey  an  idea  of  great 
indignation ;  ^  I  stated  in  my  opening  speech 
that  my  cUent  was  an  ill  used^a  very  ill  used 
man ; — that  he  had  trusted  a  gentleman's  word 
and  been  deceived — ^that  he  had  been  induced. 
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persuaded,  to  give  eighty  pounds  for  an  animal 
iiot  really  worth  three ;— I  stated  the  matter 
simply,  and  mildly — I  sought  no  rhetoric  to 
arouse  your  indignation—  I  employed  words  of 
softened  meaning,  though  the  contents  of  my 
brief  would  have  justified  the   use  of  hlirder 
terms ; — I  could  not — I  would  not  believe  that 
any  gentleman  could  have  so    acted.     I  said 
nothing    of  cheating,  swindling,  and    a  con* 
spiracy  to  defraud,  yet,  now  that  you  have  heard 
the  evidence,  I  ask,  should  I  not  have  been 
justified  in  the  use  of  those  terms  ?     Of  those 
terms  do  I  say  ? — there  are  no  words  in  the 
English  language  strong  enough  to  describe 
the  defendant's  conduct  as  it  deserves.  I  would 
not  character  that  defendant's  conduct  before 
as  it  merited,  lest  I  should  brand  him  with 
names  that  might  cling  to  him  unjustly  through 
life — I  gave  the  defendant  the  chance  of  clear- 
ing himself  from  the  foul  charge  of  an  inten- 
tion to  defraud — I  waited  to  hear  what  his  wit- 
nesses should  say  in  his  favour; — they  have 

VOL.   II.  p 
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spoken — ^they  were  examined  and  cross-exam* 
ined  by  my  learned  brother^  with  all  the  ability 
of  a  skilful  advocate^  and  the  eager  zeal  of  a 
friend.  So  searching  were  his  questions^  so 
fully  did  he  elicit  the  truths  that  I  put  no  ques- 
tions to  one  of  his  witnesses^  and  but  few  to 
the  others. 

^^  They  have  spoken^  I  repeat — and  you  haye 
heard  them.  Have  not  their  words  borne  out 
all  that  I  stated  ?  Has  not  their  testimony 
proved  all  that  I  asserted  ? 

'^  Mr.  Todd  is  a  tenant  of  Lord  Lanesk's — 
he  and  his  ancestors  have  rented  the  same  farm 
for  years>  and  by  honest  and  honorable  industry 
acquired  a  fortune.  Mr.  Todd  likes  a  good 
horse — he  knows  how  to  value  and  deserves 
one  too,  being  noted  throughout  the  county 
as  an  excellent  rider.  It  is  a  taste  he  shares 
with  many — a  truly  English  taste,  I  may  say, 
and  long  may  it  continue  so,  since  to  this  is 
owing  the  acknowledged  superiority  of  our 
horses.    As  I  said  before,  he  likes  a  good  horse 
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—he  goes  to  the  ftdr  at  C — ^be  sees  a  fine^ 
handsoii^i  looking  animal — he  is  taken  with  its 
appearaDce — enquires  to  whom  it  belongs,  and 
bears  it  is  the  property  of  the  defendant,  a 
gentleman  of  birth  and  fortune,  and  whose 
word,  up  to  this  time,  had  been  considered  as 
good  as  a  bond.  He  asks  the  price : — ^it  is 
high — more  than  he  had  intended  to  give ;  but 
il  is  better  to  give  more  for  a  horse  belonging 
to  a  gentleman,  than  run  the  risk  of  being 
cheated  by  a  horse-^lealer.  Frank  and  honor- 
able himself  he  never  suspected  the  good  faith 
of  the  defendant,  and  trusting  to  his  warranty 
did  not  examine  tbe  animal  as  minutely  as  he 
would  otherwise  have  done.  Is  my  client  to 
suffer  for  this  honorable  trustfulness  ?  Is  the 
deceived  to  be  the  loser? — ^the  deceiver  the 
gainer  ?  No,  gentlemen  of  the  jury,  you  I  am 
aure  will  not  say  so— you  will  uphold  the  scales 
of  justice  with  a  more  equal  hand. 

*^  Proud  of  his  new  purchase,  and  careful 
too,  instead  of  trusting  it  to  a  servant,  he  rides 
p3 
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it  home  liimself.  His  fnends  hint  at  its  being 
lame,  but  he  repels  the  idea  with  the  indigna- 
tion of  a  virtuous  mind.  The  horse  was  warran- 
ted to  him  as  sound  by  a  person  of  unim- 
peachable honor,  and  he  was  not  to  be  roused 
to  suspicion  by  hints,  or  even  assertions. 

^^  On  reaching  home  he  grooms  the  animal 
himself,  for,  being  ever  humane  and  considc'* 
rate  to  those  beneath  him,  he  prefers  perform- 
ing the  duty  of  a  domestic  to  depriving  his 
servants  of  their  needful  rest.  Tet  this  very 
humanity  and  consideration  are  brought  against 
him !  His  having  been  delayed  on  the  road  by 
business^  which  required  him  to  call  at  the 
Black  Swan  is  attributed  to  incipient  intoxioh 
tion — his  kindness  of  heart  in  grooming  the 
horse  so  carefully  himself  to  the  desire  of  efiieic- 
ing  all  signs  of  a  fall.  A  fall ! — and  how  has 
a  fall  been  proved?  We  shall  see.  I  have 
said  that  Mr.  Todd  was  proud  of  his  new  pup 
chase,  and  the  next  morning  he  has  the  animal 
out  for  the  purpose  of  showing  him  to  some  of 
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his  friends.  The  animal  is  lame.  He  is  aston- 
ished, but  still  unsuspicious.  The  shoe  may 
pinch  him — he  may  have  picked  up  a  pebble  ; 
—no,  neither  is  the  case. 

'*  The  horse  gets  lamer  and  lamer — he  calls 
in  a  veterinary  sui^eon,  and  is  told  that  the 
animal  has  been  lame  before— will  never  be 
sound  again. 

''  Conceiving  it  possible  that  he  might  have 
misunderstood  the  defendant,  and  at  the  worst 
unwilling  to  expose  a  gentleman  of  hitherto 
unblemished  character  to  the  obloquy  of  having 
given  a  false  warranty,  he  goes  to  Mr.  Wyvill, 
and  after  stating  the  oircumstances  proposes 
that  he  shall  take  back  the  horse  and  return 
the  money.  This  was  the  act  of  an  upright 
and  fair  dealing  man  not  wishing  to  expose 
another,  though  that  other  had  deceived  him. 
How  was  his  proposition  met  ^  The  defendant 
not  only  refuses  to  return  the  money,  but  loads 
the  plaintiff  with  abuse.  Unfortunately  there 
was  no  third  person  present  at  the  conference 
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to  depose  to  this ;  but  the  fact  is  apparent  ffom 
after  circumstances.  Not  only  does  the  defen- 
dant refuse  to  comply  with  the  fair,  I  might 
ahnost  say  generous  proposition  of  my  dient, 
buty  relying  on  being  backed  by  others,  on 
bringing  forward  unflinching  witnesses  to  swear 
to  the  truth  of  his  assertions^  he  accuses  the 
plaintiff  of  having  lamed  the  horse  on  the  night 
of  sale^  by  having  forced  him  to  take  a  despe- 
rate leap  when  he  himself  was  excited  by  liquor, 
and  then  coming  as  a  swindler  to  claim  the 
return  of  the  money  on  account  of  the  very 
lameness  which  his  own  imprudence  had  occa- 
sioned. We  shall  soon  see  to  whom  the  epi- 
thet swindler  is  most  appropriate. 

'^  What  witnesses  does  he  call  to  prove  the 
previous  soundness  of  this  valuable  horse,  my 
client's  excited  state,  and  this  desperate  leap  ? 
Jonathan  Stebbing — ^his  own  servant  mark  you 
— and  Thomas  Fisher.  And  what  do  Jonathan 
Stebbing  and  Thomas  Fisher  swear  ?  Not  what 
the  defendant  desired  and  expected  that  they 
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would  swear^  though  my  learned  brother  pressed 
them  hard.  Stebbing  swears  that  the  horse  had 
been  lame  more  than  once  whilst  in  the  pos- 
session of  the  defendant^  though  the  defendant 
had  expressly  asserted  the  contrary ;  and  more- 
over he  swears  that  his  master  desired  him  to 
conceal  this  lameness^  lest  the  sale  should  be 
injured  thereby. 

"  Fisher  swears  that  the  plaintiff  was  perfectly 
sober^  whilst  conversing  with  him;  that  the 
horse  was  then  lame^  or  oddish^  or  stiff;  and 
that  he  neither  saw  nor  heard  of  any  leap. 

*'  1  have  nothing  to  do  with  the  character  of 
those  witnesses,  that  is  my  learned  brother's 
concern.  It  is  clear  that  he  had  expected  them 
to  give  other  evidence ;  they  were  to  be  the 
active  instruments  of  the  conspiracy  against  my 
client ;  but,  struck  with  the  sanctity  of  an  oath 
— their  consciences  touched  by  the  dread  of 
committing  perjury,  they  admit  the  truth, 
though  very  reluctantly;  and  the  plaintiff's 
case  is  established  by  the  testimony  of  the  very 
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men,  who  were  brought  to  swear  against  him. 
The  guilty  one  has  fallen  into  the  pit  dug  for 
t(e  innocent. 

'^  My  learned  brother,  aware  of  the  conse- 
quences of  such  a  disclosure,  endeavours  to 
lessen  its  effect.  And  how  does  he  endeavour 
to  do  this  ?  Why  by  attempting  to  injure  the 
character  of  his  own  witnesses,  a  course  of  pro- 
ceeding scarcely  paralleled  I  believe  in  the 
annals  of  justice.  He  accuses  them  of  swear- 
ing falsely — of  having  been  bribed — expresses 
wonder  and  indignation  at  their  perjury,  and 
even  ventures  to  warn  them  of  the  awfulness  of 
an  oath.  It  is  said  that  we  barristers  take  a 
great  latitude  of  speech — I  know  not  for  the 
future  how  I  shall  be  able  to  deny  the  charge. 
I  have  nothing  to  do  with  the  previous  cha- 
racter or  assertions  of  Jonathan  Stebbing,  and 
Thomas  Fisher.  They  are  not  my  client's  wit- 
nesses— I  must  beg  you  to  bear  that  in  mind, 
gentlemen  of  the  jury — they  are  the  defend- 
ant's witnesses — my  learned  brother's  witnesses 


WHO   SHALL    BE    HEIR?  321 

— his  favorite  witnesses,    kept  till  the    last, 

though  he  turns  upon  them  when  they  refuse 

to  say  what  in  his  opinion  they  should  have 

said.    He  accuses  them  of  swearing  falsely, 

but  you  have  too  much  penetration  not  to  see 

that  it  was  the  truths  the  real  truth  which  was 

wrung  from   them   though  reluctantly.     Yes^ 

gentlemen  of  the  jury,  it  was  the  defendant's 

witnesses — mark  that — ^M^ho  swore  to  the  occa- 

siiMial  lameness  of  this  warranted  sound  horse 

— who  swore  to  the  defendant's  wish  to  have 

the  circumstance  concealed,  and  denied  that 

any  leap  was  taken. 

**  And  now,  gentlemen  of  the  jury,'*  he  con- 
tinued, again  striking  his  hand  on  the  back  of 
the  bench  with  considerable  violence,  *'  is  it 
too  much  to  say  that  I  cannot  find  words  in 
the  English  language  to  designate,  as  it  de- 
serves to  be  designated,  this  foul  conspiracy — 
this  base — this  shameful — this  infamous  en- 
deavour to  blight  the  character,  and  thus 
F  5 
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dtifttroy  the  happiness  of  an  upright^  honest 
man  ?" 

*'  Had  not  you  better  leave  the  courts  Mr. 
WyviU  ?'•  whispered  his  attorney,  pitying  the 
pangs  endured  by  Rupert  from  Mr.  Drew's 
address,  and  fearing  from  his  deadly  paleness 
that  he  would  faint. 

•*  No :  it  shall  be  borne,"  ansvvered  Wyvill 
with  a  steady^  though  a  husky  voice. 

'^  I  feel  satisfied  that  my  client  will  leave  this 
place  righted  in  fame — righted  in  fortune  by 
your  decision ;  and  really  beg  your  pardon  for 
having  detained  you  so  long  in  a  case  so  dear. 
I  will  only  just  dissect  my  learned  brother*s 
witnesses  a  little  closer,  and  then  leave  the 
case  in  your  hands,  certain  of  a  verdict  for 
my  client/'  continued  Mr.  Drew  with  a 
triumphant  air* 

We  will  not  follow  him  in  this  dissection, 
sufficient  to  say  that  it  was  masterly,  and  the 
closing  part  of    his  lengthened  harangue,  if 
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possible,    stiH    more    galling  to   Hardjr  and 
WyviU  than  its  commencement.. 

The  judge  summed  up  with  the  clearness 
and  impartiality  fitting  his  high  character — 
the  jury  whispered  together  for  a  minute,  and 
then  the  foreman  pronounced  a  verdict  for  the 
{daintiff. 

Rosalind  had  leant  forward  to  watch  the 
jury  during  that  minute's  pause,  but  as  she 
heard  the  verdict  sank  back  on  her  seat  with  a 
deep  drawn  breath,  as  if  her  respiration  had 
been  before  suspended  by  her  eager  listening. 
She  heard  nothing  of  costs  or  damages— she 
was  only  looking  at — only  thinking  of  Wyvill, 
who,  rising  without  a  glance  at  the  gallery, 
quitted  the  court,  leaning  heavily  on  his 
solicitor's  arm,  followed  by  Hardy. 

•*  Are  you  going  to  faint.  Miss  Trevor  ?  You 
are  as  white  as  a  ghost,*'  observed  Miss  Bailey 
spitefully. 

"  This  crowded  court  is  so  very  warm," 
replied  Rosalind  rallying. 
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'^  It  is ;  I  shall  be  glad  to  get  into  the  open 
air,'*  said  Mrs.  Denham,  preparing  at  once  to 
depart.  Of  course  her  will  was  law,  and  the 
whole  party  followed.. 

Edred  offered  his  arm  to  Rosalind,  but  Terry 
Weston  did  the  same,  at  the  same  moment, 
and  she  took  his  in  preference. 

^'  Could  not  you  defer  your  shopping  till 
some  other  day,  young  ladies?"  asked  Mrs. 
Denham  as  they  were  walking  towards  the  inn. 
*'  I  am  weary,  and  should  like  to  return  home 
immediately." 

The  young  ladies  did  not  care  about  shop- 
ping, and  would  be  happy  to  do  whatever  Mrs. 
Denham  wished,  so  the  horses  were  put  to  and 
the  britzcha  filled  in  the  course  of  a  few  mi- 
nutes, during  which  interval  Terry  Weston, 
instead  of  conversing  on  the  late  trial,  as  did 
his  brother  and  Edred,  was  engaged  in  arrang- 
ing his  stock  and  whiskers,  and  descanting  on 
th^  merits  of  an  embroidered  waistcoat  exhi* 
bitcd  in  one  of  the  shop  windows  opposite. 
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Mrs.  Denham'ft  leaning  back  in  the  carriage, 
as  if  much  fatigued,  prevented  any  general 
conversation  during  the  drive  home,  which 
Rosalind,  who  sat  beside  her,  did  not  regret ; 
and  the  Misses  Bailey,  who  occupied  the  other 
seat,  whispered  their  comments  on  the  various 
barristers  without  exciting  the  attention  of  their 
companions. 

The  gentlemen  remained  to  see  more  of  the 
fun,  as  Richard  called  it. 

**  This  is  my  doing,  Wy  vilL  My  miserable 
want  of  self-possession — my  deficiency  in  ex- 
perience and  ability  has  ruined  your  cause/' 
said  Hardy  to  his  friend,  writhing  under  the 
shame  of  a  first  defeat,  and  the  consciousness 
of  his  own  failure. 

**  No,  no,  Hardy ;  it  was  no  fault  of  yours — 
you  deserve  no  blame.  I  thank  you  for  your 
zeal,  and  will  engage  for  your  future  success  ; 
you  only  need  a  little  more  experience  and 
confidence  in  your  own  powers,'^  answered 
WyviU  grasping  his  hand. 
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'^  This  is  kind — most  kind  and  generous  of 
you,  Wyvill;  but  I  cannot  be  blind  to  my  own 
shame.  I  shall  give  up  the  profession — I  have 
not  nerve  for  it.  Had  Drew  been  your  counsel 
the  verdict  would  have  been  in  your  favor.  I 
should  not  have  availed  myself  of  your  friendly 
desire  to  bring  me  into  notice—  I  should  have 
insisted  on  your  employing  him.'^ 

'^  I  would  not  employ  him  to  defend  my 
cat,''  replied  Wyvill  indignantly,  still  smarting 
under  his  remai^ks.  '*  But  here  he  comes — I 
must  speak  with  him.'* 

Hardy  and  the  attorney  would  have  stopp^ 
him,  but  it  was  too  late ;  Wyvill  had  already 
advanced  to  meet  Mr.  Drew,  w^ho  had  left  the 
court  to  take  some  refreshment. 

Rupert  Wyvill  had  quick  and  strong  feelings 
— passions  they  might  be  called  ;  but  his 
mother  had  early  taught  him  the  duty  of  self* 
control,  and  though  it  was  a  difficult,  a  very 
difficult  task  at  that  moment,  when  his  whole 
frame  shook  from  the-  bitter  panga  inflicted  by 
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the  speech  of  hii  adversary's  counsel,  yet  his 
manner  when  addressing  that  counsel  if  stern, 
was  dignified  and  gentlemanly — not  irritating, 
hut  commanding.  His  burning  eye  was  fixed 
on  his  opponent  as  he  spoke,  and  his  tone  was 
lofty ;  but  there  was  nothing  offensive  in  the 
frankness  with  which  he  stated  his  displeasure. 

''  I  am  aware,  Mr.  Drew,  that  gentlemen  at 
the  bar  consider  themselves  entitled  to  great 
privileges,  and  take  great  licence  in  their 
speeches  delivered  in  a  court  of  justice,  ex-^ 
cusing  the  strong  language,  which  they  at 
times  employ,  by  the  plea  of  zeal  for  their 
clients  ;  but  I  think,  on  consideration,  you 
must  admit  that  you  have  to-day  employed 
language  towards  me  stronger  than  even  such 
a  plea  can  justify.'' 

Mr.  Drew's  little  snake  like  eyes,  which  had 
a  minute  before  been  glistening  with  triumph, 
scanned  the  speaker  for  a  second  ;  and  then 
his  course  was  taken.  Mr.  Drew  piqued  him- 
self on  brow  beating  witnesses,  confusing  the 
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opposing  counsel^  cutting  up  his  adversariesi 
and  bewildering  juries,  and  if  possible  judges, 
by  his  searching  questions—  sarcastic  replies-^ 
lengthy  harangues,  and  impudent  assertions; 
and  all  this,  as  he  maintained,  from  a  sense  of 
duty  towards  his  clients  ;  but  out  of  court, 
Mr.  Drew  was  not  an  ill-natumed  man,  nor 
one  hard  to  deal  with.  As  an  advocate^  he 
cared  not  whom  he  wounded,  or  how  he 
wounded — as  a  man,  he  took  no  pleasure  in 
giving  pain  except  when  greatly  irritated  ;  and 
there  was  something  in  Wyvill's  address  so 
frank  and  dignified  that  he  was  touched  by  the 
manly  appeal,  and  answered  accordingly. 
Besides,  he  had  marked  his  suffering  during 
the  trial,  and  having  just  achieved  a  victory, 
could  afford  to  be  just,  if  not  generous,  and 
the  impudent  barrister  was,  for  the  time,  trans- 
formed into  the  feeling  and  almost  polished 
gentleman. 

''  Not  having  the  honor  of  your  acquaia* 
lance,  Mr.  Wyvill,  I  could  cot  have  intended 
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tnj  thing  personal  by  my  remarks.  I  know 
that  we  gentleman  of  the  long  robe  are  accused 
by  those  not  in  the  profession^  of  giving  our 
tongues  a  greater  licence  than  befits  us ;  but  ( 
will  put  it  to  yourself^  whether^  taking  merely 
the  evidence  of  your  own  witnesses,  I  used 
stronger  language  than  their  testimony  justi^ 
fied?  Should  you  not  have  thought  the  same 
of  a  stranger  upon  hearing  such  evidence, 
though  you  might  not  have  said  it?^' 

'*  As  you  place  the  subject  before  me,  Mr. 
Drew,  I  feel  that  I  have  no  right  to  complain 
of  your  language/'  replied  Rupert  candidly, 
but  with  a  quivering  lip.  '^  And  yet  their 
testimony  was  false  \"  he  added  passionately. 

"  Very  possibly,  though  as  Mr.  Todd*s 
counsel  I  was  bound  to  maintain  its  truth. 
Procure  proof  of  their  perjury,  and  I  shall  be 
happy  to  be  joined  with  my  learned  brother 
here  in  Wyvill  versus  Stebbing  and  Fisher: 
and  ready  to  unsay  all  that  I  have  to-day  as 
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counsel  for  the  plaintiff  felt  myaelf  called  upon 
to  say." 

'^  I  accept  the  challenge/'  replied  Rupert, 
pleased  with  the  frank^  good-humour  of  the 
barrister.  ^'  I  shall  know  no  peace  till  I  have 
cleared  my  honor  by  convicting  those  fellows 
of  falsehood." 

"  As  a  man — not  an  advocate,  mind  you— I 
wish  you  success ;  but  you  take  this  matter 
too  much  to  heart.  The  world  little  heeds 
what  we  banisters  say,  hinting  irreverently 
that  we  are  paid  to  abuse  our  opponents*  And 
do  you  take  courage,  my  learned  brother,''  he 
added  with  a  friendly  and  cheering  manner, 
though  his  little  eyes  twinkled  as  he  saw 
Hardy  wince  at  the  appellation.  ^  If  your 
maiden  speech  might  have  been  better — ^it 
might  have  been  worse.  People  prate  of  my 
unblushing  impudence — why,  I  could  only 
stammer  through  two  sentences  with  my  first 
brief;  and  then  ran  out  of  court,  blushing  like 
a  miss.   Your  cross  questioning  of  my  witnesses 
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was  admirable;  and  had  you  felt  less  deeply,  you 
would  have  acted  more  judiciously.  Friendship 
and  feeling  only  embarrass  a  young  pleader, 
though  they  may  inspirit  a  worn  out  stager  like 
myself — that  is^  if  I  could  be  touched  by  either.. 
Try  again — ^you  may  be  leader  on  the  circuit  yet. 
Good  morning,  Mr.  Wyvill ;  I  am  sorry  if  I 
have  pained  you." 

*^  Good  morning,  Mr.  Drew/'  responded 
Rupert  in  a  much  milder  mood  than  he  had 
enjoyed  some  ten  minutes  previous. 
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WHO  SHALL  BE  HEIR  ? 


CHAPTER.  I. 


^  Wtvxll  bade  me  apologise  for  his  absence^ 
not  being  able  to  return  in  time  for  dinner/^ 
said  Richard  Weston  as  he  took  his  place  at 
Mrs.  Denham's  table>  having  returned  with 
his  brother  and  Edred  from  C.  only  just  in 
time  to  dress.  '^  He  has  many  things  to  settle 
with  his  solicitor^  he  sajs^  and  but  little  space 
to  do  it  in,  as  he  talks  of  leaving  Denham  the 
day  after  to-morrow." 

VOL.   III.  B 
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"  Did  Mr.  Wyvill  desire  you  to  tell  me  of 
his  intended  departure  V^  enquired  his  hostess 
coldly. 

^'  Oh  !  no ;  he  will  name  it  to  you  himself; 
l>ut  he  received  a  summons  from  his  father  this 
morning;  at  least  so  he  says,  though  I  sm 
indiued  to  think  that  he  is  anxious  to  get  out 
of  the  country.  Poor  fellow !  he  is  dreadfiiUy 
cut  up  about  the  trial.  We  were  never  great 
friends,  but  I  cannot  help  feeling  for  him  now, 
he  takes  the  thing  so  much  to  heart,  and  yet 
bears  his  vexation  like  a  man ; — a  little  proudly 
or  so,  but  still  like  a  man.  I  tried  to  console 
him  by  representing  that  no  one  cared  for  what 
hired  counsel  said,  and  that  some  people  still 
doubted  Stebbing  and  Fisher ;  but  he  stopped 
me  short,  telling  me  plainly  that  he  could  not 
endure  to  converse  on  the  subject,  adding  that 
he  should  never  know  a  moment's  peace  till  he 
had  proved  Stebbing  and  Fisher  guilty  of  pet^ 
jury,  cleared  his  honor  to  the  world,  and  dis* 
covered  the  instigator  of  the  conspiracy  that 
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had  been  at  wotk  against  him.  He  looked  veiy 
oddly  at  you^  Cottrell,  I  thought^  as  he  said 
this.  Could  he  suspect  you  of  having  any 
handit?*' 

*'  He  looked  very  oddly  at  every  body  I 
thought.  As  you  say^  I  never  saw  a  man  so 
cut  up ;  and  perhaps  he  remembered  my  ad- 
vising him  to  compromise  the  matter,  and  may 
regret  not  having  followed  my  advice.  The 
truth  is,  my  servant  overheard  his  groom  speak- 
ing of  the  horse's  former  lameness,  and  hence  I 
feared  the  exposure  which  took  place.  Wy  vill 
bears  me  no  good  will  for  my  counsel,  though 
kindly  meant.  You  know  I  always  said  the 
horse  was  sold  for  more  than  its  worth.'' 

*^  It  may  be  so ;  but  I  doubt  that  fellow 
Stebbing  after  all.  To  my  mind,  the  whole 
comes  of  quarrelling  with  a  man  for  tying  a 
tin  canister  on  to  a  curs'  tail.  I  told  A^yvill 
then  that  it  was  all  nonsense;  men  tied  tin 
canisters  on  to  curs'  tails  from  the  time  of  our 
great,  great,  grandfathers ;  and  will  continue  to 
B  3 
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do  SO  till  the  time  of  our  great^  great  graikd- 
children.  I  hope  you  have  lost  your  headachci 
Rosalind/'  added  Richard^  Miss  Trevor^  as  we 
have  said  before,  being  a  something  new  after 
her  late  confinement  to  her  room. 

^^  I  am  sorry  to  say  I  have  not.  There  are 
few  things  so  likely  to  cause  a  headache  as 
listening  with  one's  bonnet  on  in  a  hot,  and 
crowded  court.*' 

<^  Dear  me,  well  I  found  it  veiy  amusing, 
and  not  at  all  headachy ;  but  you  are  such  a 
fine  lady,"  observed  Miss  Bailey  superciliouslyi 
vexed  at  Richard's  present  devotion  to  Rosa- 
lind. 

Mr.  Richard  Weston^s  pity  for  Rupert  afiecC- 
ed  neither  his  spirits  nor  appetite,  and  Edred 
helped  him  most  effectually  in  his  endeavoun 
to  amuse  the  ladies,  throwing  the  Misses 
Bailey  into  fits  of  laughter  by  his  odd,  meny 
sayings,  and  capital  mimicry  of  judge,  juiy, 
and  barristers. 

''  Are  you  for  a  stroll  this  evening,  Rosalind  ?'* 
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asked  Edred  as  she  was  leaving  the  dining  room. 
^  It  will  be  of  service  to  your  headache." 

^^  Rest  and  solitude  will  be  better  than 
motion  and  society,"  answered  Rosalind  coldly ; 
80  most  of  the  party,  who  were  not  invalids, 
sauntered  out  without  her. 

As  Rosalind  passed  along  the  corridor  to  her 
own  apartment  she  was  struck  with  the  pecu- 
liar effect  of  a  gleam  of  light  that  fell  on  the 
portrait  of  Sir  Marmaduke  Denham — the  very 
portrait  which  Wyvill  had  said  he  was  sketch- 
ing when  accused  of  lingering  near  her  door  to 
gather  tidings  of  her  health.  Time  had  faded 
the  colours,  and  this,  or  the  peculiar  light,  gave 
it  a  ghastly  look,  It  seemed  to  her  to  bear  a 
resemblance  to  Wyvill,  as  she  had  seen  him 
that  morning  in  oourt  with  livid  lips,  anil  cheeks 
of  an  ashy  paleness,  wrestling  with  the  pangs 
that  wrung  his  heart,  and  shook  his  frame. 
This  might  be  fancy ;  but  it  chimed  in  with 
her  present  train  of  thought — quickened  her 
sympathy — and  fixed  her  wavering  resolution. 
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Ten  minutes  after  she  was  at  the  door  of  Mr& 
Denham's  study  asking  admission. 

^  What  is  the  matter  ?'^  questioned  that  ladj 
in  great  surprise^  and  some  alarm^  as  the  in- 
truder advanced  towards  her.  '^  What  has 
happened  ?"  she  continued  in  growing  wonder^ 
as  Rosalind  stood  before  her  now  pale — now 
flushed — with  a  resolute  air,  but  trembling 
frame. 

'^  Nothing  new  has  happened,  Mrs.  Denham; 
but  I  am  come  to  ask  your  counsel — ^your  as- 
sistance in  righting  the  wronged --in  defeating 
and  punishing  the  guilty/'  answered  Rosalind 
boldly,  the  strong  excitement  of  the  moment 
^ving  her  courage  to  encounter  her  cold  and 
formal  hostess. 

"  What  do  you  mean.  Miss  Trevor  ?  Who 
is  guilty  ?    Who  is  to  be  righted  V* 

*'  I  will  tell  you,  my  dear  madam,  trusting 
that  you  will  excuse  this  application  idnce  there 
is  no  one  else  of  whom  I  can  seek  advice.  Mrs. 
Sewell  is  kind — very  kind,  but  she  wants  judg- 
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ment — Mr.  Adnam  is  absent;  and  to  reveal 
what  I  know>  and  what  1  suspect  to  the  person 
wronged  might  occasion  bloodshed^  for  he  is 
young  and  high  spirited.  You  may  be  able  to 
unravel  the  plot  of  which  I  have  fortunately 
obtained  the  clue^  and  bring  back  peace  to  a 
wounded  heart,  writhing  under  the  imputation 
of  dishonor." 

'^  Tou  speak  in  riddles^  Miss  Trevor ;  ex- 
plain yourself.  1  can  say  nothing  till  I  learn 
to  what  plot  you  allude.^' 

^^  That  you  shall  learn  at  once/'  said  Rosa- 
lind, and^  hurried  away  by  the  strength  of  her 
own  feelings  into  a  forgetfulness  of  the  coldness 
of  her  hostess^  she  related  rapidly  the  scene  of 
the  evening  before  in  the  dell,  adding  as  she 
concluded  her  spirited  narrative — "  The  last 
witness  in  court  to-day  was  one  of  those  speak- 
ers—the other  was  Edred  Cottrell." 

"  Are  you  certain  of  this  ?  Surely  you  must 
be  mistaken,?  observed  Mr.  Denham,  as  Rosa* 
lind  paused  to  take  breathy 
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''  No ;  I  am  certain — I  could  not  be  mis- 
taken— that  man's  face^  seen  as  I  saw  it,  could 
never  be  forgotten ;  and  his  voice  was  too  pe- 
culiar not  to  be  recognised/' 

"  But  Edred  CottreU — ^you  might  have  mis- 
taken him:-^from  your  own  showing  the  second 
person  was  behind  a  tree^  and  you  saw  nothing 
of  his  face^  and  little  of  his  figure/' 

''  But  I  heard  his  voice,  and  I  could  speak 
to  that  among  a  thousand/' 

''  One  voice  may  resemble  another ;  but, 
allowing  it  to  have  been  Edred  CottreU — what 
do  you  infer  ? — what  would  you  have  me  infer 
from  his  words  ?'^ 

^  Is  it  not  plain?  Do  you  not  see  at  once 
that  to  gratify  his  enmity  towards  Mr.  WyviU 
— ^to  disgrace  him  in  the  eyes  of  the  world,  and 
render  him  hateful  in  yours,  he  bribed  and 
persuaded  Stebbing  and  Fisher  to  swear  false- 
ly?" exclaimed  Rosalind  impatiently,  Mrs. 
Denham's  coldness  and  caution  being  at  that 
moment  more  than  usually  irritating  from  jar^ 
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ring  with  her  own  excited^  and  high  wrought 
feelings. 

"  I  do  not  arrive  at  conclusions  so  hastily. 
Miss  Trevor.  To  right  one  person  by  wrong- 
ing another  shows  little  wisdom  or  justice  in 
my  opinion; — we  must  discuss  this  subject 
calmly.  There  ,are  many  in  this  house,  who 
would  greatly  wonder  at  your  giving  evidence 
against  £dred  Cottrell,  who  is  supposed  to  have 
secured  himself  a  prominent  place  in  your  esti- 
mation." 

"  I  hope  I  shall  never  allow  my  feelings  to 
overrule  my  sense  of  justice,  madam/'  answered 
Rosalind  loftily,  though  with  a  g|p\\ing  check. 

"  I  too  hope  not.  Miss  Trevor ;  take  care 
that  you  are  not  doing  so  now,^^  observed  Mrs. 
Denham  pointedly  and  severely. 

*^  You  wrong  me  by  the  suspicion,  madam.^' 

"  I  trust  I  do.  Miss  Trevor;  but  the  world's 
judgment  is  not  mine.  There  has  been  much 
of  late  that  I  do  not  understand,  but  this  to 
B  5 
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me  is  dear— you  are  no  friend  to  Edred 
Cottrell/' 

Rosalind  started,  but  made  no  reply;  and 
Mrs.  Denham  continued. 

'^  You  come  to  me  on  the  plea  of  righting 
the  wroi^d ; — now  I  ask  you  plainly,  are  you 
urged  to  this  by  a  sense  of  j.u8tice,  and  of  jus- 
tice only  ?  Does  no  other  feeling  mingle  with 
this  anxiety  to  clear  the  innocent  ? — You  do 
not  answer— you  turn  away.  I  will  be  franker 
— bolder — and  put  the  question  stiU  more 
openly.  Does  not  Rosalind  Trevor  love  Rupert 
Wyvill  ?'^ 

Rosalindas  whole  frame  shook,  and  hhe  dung 
to  a  chair  for  support.  She  would  have  rallied 
^^she  would  have  spoken,  and  spoken  proudly 
too,  for  she  was  hurt  at  the  cold,  keen  question ; 
but  the  words  died  on  her  quivering  lips,  and 
she  was  silent. 

*^  Speak  Rosalind  Trevor !  you  will  not  tell, 
me  a  falsehood  I  know.'' 
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'^  No,  madam ;  I  will  tell  you  no  falsehood/' 
said  Rosalind  after  a  lengthened  pause,  con- 
trolling her  strong  emotion  sufficiently  to 
answer,  though  with  a  low  unsteady  voice. 

''  My  feelings  oa  this  subject  matter  not—* 
Supert  Wyyfll  loves,  and  is  loved  by  another.'^ 

''  Poor  child !''  said  Mrs»  Benham,  passing 
her  arm  round  her  trembling  frame,  to  give  her 
the  support  which  she  so  much  needed. 

Could  those  gentle  tones  proceed  from  the 
eold,  the  formal^  the  unfeeling  Mrs.  Denham  ?' 
Those  tones  so  fall  of  pity  and  the  heart's  warm 
sympathy?-  Rosalind  looked  up  amazed  and 
doubtful — ^she  must  have  been  mistaken.  No ; 
there  was  no  mistake — large  tears  were  stand- 
ing in  Mrs.  Denham's  eyes,  and  a  fond  mother 
could  not  have  gazed  upon  her  with  more  pity. 
Overcome  by  this  imexpected*  sympathy,  Rosa- 
lindas head  sank  on  her  shoulder,  and  for  a  while 
she  wept  without  the  fear  of  repulse  or  rebuke. 
A  few  more  kind  words,  and  Rosalind  had  learn- 
ed to  love  her  as  a  parent ;  biit  Mrs.  Denham  was 
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io  the  habit  of  concei^uig  and  controlling  her 
feelings  not  giving  way  to  them;  and  this  sud« 
den  outbreak  of  emotion  was  soon  subdued. 
She  was  still  gentle^  still  soothing,  but  no  longer 
affectionate,  and  Rosalind  was  too  sensitive  not 
to  feel  the  slightest  diminution  of  kindly 
sympathy. 

''  I  would  not  pain  you  by  questions^  and 
yet^  if  I  migh^  I  would  fain  ask  one  or  two»'' 
said  Mrs.  Denham,  after  seating  her  young 
guest  on  a  sofa  beside  her^  and  allowing  her 
time  to  conquer  her  agitation.  Rosalind  was 
silent ;  and  taking  her  silence  for  assent  Mrs. 
Denham  continued. 

**  To  whom  is  Rupert  Wyvill  attached  ?" 

'*  To  a  young  friend  of  mine/'  answered 
Rosalind  promptly,  but  not  steadily. 

'^  The  lady  he  met  at  Drinkboume  ?^' 

«  Yes." 

'^  May  I  ask  her  name  ?'' 

'^  Excuse  me,  Mrs.  Denham ;  this  question 
concerns  another,  more  than  myself.^ 
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"  I  will  not  press  it — one  more  question  and 
I  have  done.  Has  he  spoken  to  you  of  this 
attachment  ?  Does  he  know  that  you  are  aware 
ofit/' 

"  Ho,  madam ;  he  does  not,  and  must  not 
know  it.  You  have  guessed  what  no  other 
guesses,  and  to  convince  you  of  my  honesty  of 
purpose,  I  have  said — admitted  to  you,  what  I 
would  not  say  or  admit  to  another.  But  my 
secret  is  safe  with  you — will  you  not  promise 
me  this  ?"  questioned  Rosalind  earnestly  whilst 
burning  blushes  spread  over  cheek  and  brow. 

*'  Quite  safe,  Rosalind ;  you  may  rely  on  that. 
In  this  at  least  your  wishes  shall  be  gratified^ 
however  I  may  differ  fiom  your  views  on  other 
points." 

^  I  do  rely  on  you,  Mrs.  Denham.  If  I  did 
not — if  I  could  imagine  that  you  would  reveal 
to  others  what  has  been  forced  from  me  only 
by  circumstances,  and  the  hope  of  serving  him> 
I  should  die  with  shame.  Now  that  you  are 
satisfied  of  the  purity,  the  disinterestedness  ol 
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my  motives,  will  you  not  aid  me  ia  oversetting 
the  plots  of  the  wicked  ?" 

**  We  must  first  decide  who  the  wicked  are, 
before  we  can  do  this,''  answered  Mrs.  Denham^ 
resuming  her  former  coldness,  it  might  almost 
be  said  severity  of  manner.  '^^  You  have  only 
suspicions,  and  Lt*is  never  safe  to  act  on  these. 
You  heard  no  name  ;  and  he  and  him  might 
refer  to  another  than  Rupert  Wy  vill — the  he 
and  him  of  a  young  lady  are  rarely  the  he  and 
him  of  experienced  men." 

''  Surely,  madam,  you  cannot  doubt  that  the 
conversation  I  overheard  referred  to  the  trial  of 
to-day?'*  exclaimed  Rosalind  warmly,  not  a 
little  impatient  at  her;  hostess's  slowness  of 
decision.. 

'^  Indeed  I  do.  Miss  Trevor.  You  being 
young-^-of  a  quick  temper,  and  lively  imagina- 
tion— are  apt  to  jump  at  conclusions,  without 
ever  considering  the  height,  or  breadth,  or  depth 
of  the  objections  over  which  you  jump ;  I  being 
older  and  of  a  slower  temperament — too  slow 
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t  see  you  think — arrive  at  conclusions  by  a 
more  dilatory^  but  safer  course.  You  decide 
on  suspicions — I  must  have  facts  to  determine 
me.  Without  further  proof,  I  cannot — will  not 
believe  Edred  Cottrell  capable  of  the  baseness 
of  which  you  accuse  him.'* 

"  Believe  me,  madam,  he  is  capable  of  all 
with  which  I  charge  him.  Review  his  conduct 
for  the  last  six  weeks.  Is  there  one  of  his 
cousins,  myself  perhaps  latterly  excepted,  whom 
he  has  not  sought  to  render  ridiculous  or  hate- 
ful in  your  eyes  ?  And  was  it  not  the  same  even 
with  me  on  my  first  arrival,  till  I  remonstrated 
boldly  ?" 

"  You  are  judging  a  rattle  without  thought, 
as  you  would  a  sober  man  of  business  with 
thought.*' 

'*  Edred  Cottrell  never  acts  without  thought; 
he  makes  the  motly  of  the  fool  a  cover  for  the 
deep  laid  schemes  of  the  knave.  He  should  be 
judged  from  the  impressions  which  his  worc's 
leave,  not  from  the  way  in  which  those  impres- 
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sions  are  conveyed..  Think  of  bis  account  of 
the  scene  in  Hester  Darley^s  cottage — his  story 
of  the  tin  canister ;  and  above  ali,  his  hints 
concerning  the  lady  at  Drinkbourne ; — ^his  pre* 
tended  reluctance  to.  speak — ^yet  his  art  in 
leading  the  conversation  to  the  point  he  de- 
sired,*' 

**  You  are  carried  away  by  the  warmth  of 
your  feelings,  Miss  Trevcir,  and  allow  your 
regard  for  one  to  prejudice  you  against 
another,*'  observed  Mrs.  Denbam  with  pro- 
voking coldness,  as  the  indignant  Rosalind 
paused  in  her  accusations. 

"  I  speak  not  from  prejudice,  madam,  do 
not  think  it— I  am  not  hurried  away  by  my 
high  estimation  of  another  to  charge  Edred 
Cuttrell  unjustly.  We  were  friends  when  I. 
came." 

"  And  now  are  enemies — that  is  plaui ;" 
observed,  Mrs.  Denham,  closing  the  sentence. 
^^  You  have  espoused  the  cause  of  his  rival  and 
become  a  partisan — this  is  ever  the  way  with 
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young,  warm  hearts.  Edred  Cottrell  said  no 
more  of  the  lady  at  Drinkboume  than  Mr. 
Wyvill  admitted  to  be  tniej  and  where  there  is 
mystery,  there  is  the  appearance  at  least  of 
evil.  Why  is  not  his  engagement  with  your 
friend  avowed  ?' 

''  Because  her  father  objects  to  their  union 
till  Mr.  Wyvill  can  settle  more  on  his  daughter/' 
answered  Rosalind  proudly^  meeting  Mrs. 
Denham's  searching  look  without  shrinking, 
firm  in  her  own  integrity,  and  hurt  that  her 
hostess  should  suspect  her  of  falsehood,  which 
she  imagined  from  her  manner  to  be  the  case. 

**  And  you  would  help  him  to  a  fortune," 
remarked  Mrs.  Denham  in  a  tone  that  caused 
Rosalind's  cheek  to  crimson. 

^'  I  would  have  him  held  at  his  real  worth, 
Mrs.  DenhaLn.  Mr.  Wyvill's  wealth  or  poverty 
can  be  nothing  to  me/'  she  replied  looking 
down  to  conceal  the  quivering  of  her  lip. 
**  Judge  Edred  Cottrell  from  his  conduct  to 
others/' — she  added   recovering  her  self-pos- 
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session.  '*  Take  the  Baileys — the  Westons — 
has  he  not  made  each  and  all  appear  ridiculous 
or  worse  in  your  presence  ?** 

<<  Perhaps  that  might  be  easily  done  without 
any  malicious  intentions,"  answered  Mrs. 
Denham  with  a  slight  curling  of  the  lip,  which 
was  neither  a  smile,  nor  a  sneer,  but  between 
the  two. 

'^  You  said,  madam,  when  we  last  conversed 
together  that  you  had  found  Michael^s  letter 
in  the  shrubbery.  How  came  it  there  ?  My 
brother  placed  it  within  his  desk.'' 

'^  I  understand  your  meaning.  Miss  Trevor; 
— but  are  you  not  doing  the  very  thing  of 
which  you  accuse  the  object  of  your  suspi- 
cions ?  Are  you  not  insinuating  guilt,  which 
you  cannot  prove  ?" 

'^  I  am,''  said  Rosalind  frankly,  after  a  mi^ 
nute's  consideration,  "  aod  yet  the  conviction 
is  fixed  on  my  mind  that  the  letter  was  left 
where  you  found  it  by  Edred  Cottrell." 

^^  It  might  be  as  well  if  you  were  less  hasty 
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in  your  conclusions — ^less  rash  and  obstinate  in 
your  convictions.     I  cannot  to  satisfy  you  be- 
lieve Edred  Cottrell  guilty  of  breaking  open  a 
adesk,  and  stealing  a  letter.*' 

'^  The  desk  was  not  locked/'  said  Rosalind 
quickly. 

"  Then  it  should  have  been.  Miss  Trevor ; 
and  your  brother  has  no  one  but  himself  to 
blame  for  my  knowledge  of  his  extravagance." 
'^  One  thing  more,  Mrs.  Denham,  and  I 
leave  the  decision  to  yourself.  You  conversed 
with  Edred  Cottrell  concerning  my  brother's 
debt. — I  ask  not  what  were  his  words — but  did 
you  not  entertain  a  less  favorable  opinion  of 
Michael  after  that  conversation  with  him  than 
before  it  ?" 

^^  Certainly ;  it  could  not  be  otherwise^  since, 
like  yourself,  he  dared  not  affirm  his  belief  that 
that  was  your  brother's  only  debt;  but  his 
replies  were  brief,  and  he  volunteered  no  infor- 
mation." 
^^  Ah  !  madam,  I  see  my  endeavours  to  place 
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Edred's  character  in  its  true  light  are  vain/' 
said  Rosalind  with  a  sigh. 

'^  If  you  expected  to  rule  my  conduct  act 
cording  to  your  partialities,  your  time  has  un- 
doubtedly been  wasted — I  always  Judge  and 
art  for  mys^elf.  Miss  Trevor." 

^*  I  wii>b  no  other,  madam/'  answered  Rosa- 
lind colouring.  ^^  For  myself  I  can  hope  no 
interest  ia  your  heart — no  influence  over  your 
opinions ;  but  I  came  to  seek  justice  for  an- 
other, and  I  fear  plead  in  vain.  Tou  do  not 
believe  my  words — ^you  do  not  credit  ray  asser- 
tions," she  added  mournfully. 

^^  Not  so ;  I  wish  you  to  understand  that  I 
will  be  guided  by  my  own  judgment  alone  on 
all  occasions ;  but  far  from  accusing  you  of  a 
misstatement,  I  believe  you  have  related  all 
things  as  you  saw,  or  fancied  you  saw  them. 
I  am  sati:$fied  of  your  having  reported  the  con- 
versation in  the  dell  exactly  as  you  heard  it; 
but  I  cannot  draw  the  same  inference  from 
those  unconnected  sentences ;  and  moreover  I 
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doubt  Ekired  Cottrell's  having  been  one  of  the 
speak^rsw'^ 

"  Can  you  really  suppose^  madam,  that  I  was 
mistaken  on  this  point  ?  Do  I  not  know  his 
voice  too  well  to  leave  the  poftsibiUty  of  my 
having  been  deceived  ?  Instinct  alone  would 
lead  me  right  in  this  matter." 

''  i  do  not  pretend  to  understand  the  power 
of  instinct.  Miss  Trevor;  it  may  be  very  great ; 
but  I  prefer  the  rule  of  reason,  more  especially 
when  instinct  is  founded  on  dislike  and  preju- 
dice;  Prove  that  Edred  Cottrell  was  one  of 
the  speakers,  and  I  may  begin  to  think  of  him 
as  you  desire,  that  is,  if  he  should  not  be  able 
to  account  satisfactorily  for  a  meeting  with 
Fisher." 

^*  I  can  bring,  no  further  proof  of  his  presence 
than  my  firm  conviction,  Mrs.  Denham." 

*^  Then  pardon  me,  Miss  Trevor^  if  I  say  that 
your  mere  conviction  is  no  testimony  against 
him ;  whilst  I  can  adduce  strong  evidence  in 
hb  favor.    You  say  you  lefl  him  by  the  dell 
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and  hastened  home,  running  part  of  the  way ; 
and  yet  I  saw  him  join  you  on  the  lawn  before 
you  reached  the  house.  How  can  you  account 
for  this  ?" 

^  He  must  have  outstripped  me  in  speed— 
I  was  myself  startled  at  the  circumstance.*' 

'^  And  yet,  though  startled  at  the  circum- 
stance, did  not  allow  it  to  weigh  against  your 
suspicions.  Is  this  holding  the  scales  of  justice 
fairly  ?" 

'^  The  way  through  the  dell  was  the  shortest, 
and  I  was  further  delayed  by  one  of  the  shrub- 
bery gates  being  locked,  which  obliged  me  totnru 
back  some  distance ;  besides,  being  weakened 
by  my  late  illness,  he  could  of  course  outwalk 
and  outrun  me." 

^^  I  think  he  told  you  that  he  had  been  in  his 
dressing  room  writing  a  letter  for  me.*' 

'^  He  would  tell  anything  to  serve  a  purpose," 
answered  Rosalind  quickly. 

''  Did  he  seem  confused  by  your  question  ? 
— did  he  hesitate  in  his  reply  ?'' 
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^*  Neither.  It  is  rare  indeed  that  his  tongue 
or  eye  reveals  what  he  wishes  to  conceal— both 
have  been  well  tutored/' 

**  You  are  warm,  Miss  Trevor — too  warm  ; — 
a  judge  should  be  cool  and  dispassionate/' 

**  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mrs.  Denham ;  I  am 
warm — too  warm ;  my  spirit  rises  at  the  bare 
thought  of  treachery  or  deceit,  and  I  often 
injure  a  cause  by  my  indiscreet  zeal.  I  have 
done  so  now—  I  see  it  plainly  by  your  manner ; 
I  have  injured  Mr.  Wyvill  when  I  sought  to 
serve  him.  Forgive  the  overwarmth  of  his  in- 
judicious advocate.^' 

^  I  am  not  offended  at  this  zeal.  Miss  Tre- 
vor, though  perfectly  aware  that  you  set  me 
down  as  cold  and  unfeeling,  because  I  do  not 
permit  my  imagination  to  keep  pace  with 
yours ;  but  I  am  grieved  that  you  should  think 
ao  ill  of  Edred  Cottrell.*' 

'*  I  cannot  alter  my  opinion  of  him,  madam, 
till  I  perceive  some  reason  for  the  change ;  and 
I  in  my  turn  have  no  hope  I  fear  of  obtaining 
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j'our  assistance  to  unravel  the  jilot  against  Mr. 
Wy  viirs  fame/' 

*^  I  am  incredulous  ais  to  the  existence  of  anj 
plot,  at  least  if  you  persist  in  making  Edred 
Cottrell  a  principal  actor  in  it ;  but  I  would  do 
any  thing  in  reason  to  satisfy  your  doubts. 
What  do  you  wish  done  ?*' 

"  I  know  not — I  sought  advice  from  you^ 
but  your  incredulity  renders  you  an  inefficient 
guide  on  this  subject.  As  a  first  stqp  I  would 
establish  the  fact  of  Edred's  having  been  in  the 
dell." 

''  That  is  more  than  I  can  effect  ;->-you  must 
ask  something  possible.  Tou  met  him  on  your 
return  perfectly  self-possessed,  neither  hurried 
nor  breathless  :-r-my  maid  received  the  letter 
written  at  my  request  from  his  own  hands  at 
his  dressing  room  door ;  and  I  heard  him  de- 
scend the  stairs,  and  saw  him  step  out  on  the 
lawn  to  join  Mrs.  SewelL  You  look  staggered; 
but  still  incredulous.  Would  you  like  to  cross- 
examine  my  maid  ?'' 
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^^  No;  tnadinn,  rlither  Bummon  Edred  him- 
self^ &nd  tax  him  boldly  with  his  baseness/' 
cried  Rosalind  wrought  to  desperation  by  Mrs. 
Denham's  disbelief  of  her  assertions. 

""  Would  that  be  advisable.  Miss  Trevor  ?    I 
only  engaged  to  do  any  thing  in  reiison.    You 
say  that  his  lips  and  eyes  are  too  well  tutored 
to  reveal  what  he  wkhes  to  conceal^  and  if  he 
necognised  you  in  the  dell  and  hastened  home 
to  baffle  your  suspicions,  as  you  imagine,  will 
he  not  be  fiilly  prepared  for  yoiir  questions, 
sudden  or  searching  as  they  may  be  ?   Or  were 
it  otherwise,  is  it  desirable  that  you  should  'ap- 
pear in  this  affair? — that  you  should  stir  in 
this  matter  ?     Might  it  not  give  rise  to  sur- 
mises painful  to  your  delicacy,  and  galling  to 
your  woman's  pride?     Let  your  own  heart 
answer  this^" 

''  You  are  right,  madate ;  it  would  not  be 
advisable — I  cannot  school  my  eyes  and  tongue 
like  Edred  Cottrell,"  answered  Rosalind  sadly, 
shading  her  face  with  her  hand  to  conceal  her 

VOL.  III.  c 
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emotion.  **  And  jct  it  is  iianl  that  he  must  ht 
Racrifioed  to  save  me  irom  auiqpicion)^  she 
added^  hxdting  ap  mth  a  glowing  ohedc.  ^If 
I  could  but  excite  jour  pity  for  his  agony^ 
I  could  but  enltBt  your  sympathy  in  his  behalf^ 
I  should  be  contented  $  I  diould  ftel  that  I 
had  then  done  sll  that  I  could  do^  situated  asl 
atn.  And  suxefy  yon  oould  not  have  seen  kis 
sufferings  with  indiflkrenoe  ?  Surdy  you  oouU 
not  have  looked  onmovcd  on  his  contracted 
farow^  denohed  hsnd^  and  ashy  dhedr  ?  Tluai^ 
what  he  most  hare  borne  !*' 

'^  I  do  think  cf  it*  If  innocent,  he  desenrei 
our  jnty — if  guilty^  he  merits  all  he  bore^  and 
must  abide  the  penalty." 

^  He  is  not  guilty !  he  is  innocent  I"  ex* 
claimed  Rosalind  passionately. 

'^  We  will  hope  so ;  but  circumstanoeB  are 
against  him^  Miss  Trevor;  however  he  flfhall 
have  the  benefit  of  sU  reasottri>le  doubts,  and  1 
will  make  enquiries  as  to  the  persons  yoa  saw 
in  the  dell;  but,  if  I  Mgsge  to  do  this,  7<Ht 
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must  in  netom  engage  not  to  mention  yonr 
suspicions  of  Edred  Cottrell.  To  name  them 
to  Mr.  Wyvill  would  probably  oocasion  a 
quaml*— perhaps  a  dad;  to  name  them  to 
otheis  would  destroy  all  chance  of  diKovermg 
the  truth,  and  migiht  injure  Edred's  duunscter^ 
though  that  I  believe  stands  too  high  to  be 
blighted  by  vague  reports." 

^  And  this  is  all  you  will  do?*'  said  UosaUnd 
sadly. 

^  It  is  aH  Aot  in  justioe  I  can  do.  Let  Mr. 
Wyvill  prove  his  servant  petjursd,  and  be  will 
regain  his  place  in  my  estimation.  Is  there 
anything  else  on  which  you  would  consult  me  ?" 
^'  Nothing  else,  I  thank  you,**  said  Rosalind, 
rising  with  a  heavy  heart:  for  she  took  Ae 
question  as  a  hint  of  dismissal. 

'^Tou  are  worn  otft  with  fatigue  and  emo- 
tion/^ observed  Mrs.  Denham  more  kindly  as 
she  marked  her  tott<^i&g  steps.    ^  What  if  I 
issued  m  eiqNPess  command  that,  for  ftar  of  a 
G  S 
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rehpse^  you  should  not  leave  your  room  agab 
to-night  ?" 

^^  It  would  be  most  thankfully  obeyed,"  an- 
swered Rosalind,  delighted  at  being  spared  the 
pain  of  affecting  a  gaiety  she  could  not  feel. 

^^  So  let  it  be  then%  I  will  publish  my  edict, 
and  no  one  disputes  the  will  of  Mrs.  Denbam 
of  Denham  Park,"  said  her  hostess  with  a  touch 
of  sarcasm,  '^  unless  it  is  Rosalind  TVrevor/^ 
she  added  in  a  different  tone. 

^^  Forgive  me,  madam,  if  I  have  seemed  bold 
and  over  warm;  it  was  a  painful  subject  to 
speak  on,  and  when  the  feelings  are  roused  the 
speech  is  rarely  measured." 

^^  I  meant  no  blame  by  my  words.  Miss 
IVevor.  You  have  endured  much  to*day,  and 
I  would  not  add  to  your  suffering,  though  if 
my  wishes  could  influence  you,  I  shotild  urge  a 
less  prejudiced  judgment  of  Edred  Cottrell. 
Good  night !     May  you  find  rest  and  peace !" 

'^  Good  night  I  my  dear  madam.    I  thank 
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yoxk  for  your  kind  wish^  and  return  it/'  an- 
swered Rosalind  as  she  left  the  room,  touched 
hj  the  unusual  sweetness  of  her  look  and  tone. 
^  So  Edred  Cottrell  is  to  possess  this  noble 
mansion  ?*  was  her  thought  as  she  stood  for 
aoQie  moments  before  the  portrait  of  Sir  Mar- 
inaduke  Denham.  ''  I  should  not  care  if  any 
other  had  it;  but  that  he  should  win  it  by 
falsehood  and  treachery !  The  roof  that  shel- 
tered his  gallant  ancestors  should  fall  and  crush 
him  on  the  day  he  stands  beneath  it  as  its 
master;  But  it  is  vain  to  repine — I  cannot 
help  it ;  prosperity  is  not  the  test  of  merit,  and 
remorse  may  gnaw  the  heart  that  beats  beneath 
&  jewelled  ve$t«  Judge  him  favorably-^no ; 
that  I  oa^i^t  do.  He  has  wronged  my  brother 
-r-he  has  wronged  another— and  I  can  right, 
cui  avenge  neither.  That  noble  being  must  be 
galled  and  fretted  by  a  hireling's  words — stung 
by  the  blame  of  honorable  men,  and  I — I  must 
not  even  try  to  soothe  his  pangs  ; — that  office 
is  not  mine  1" 
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A  step  was  heard  on  the  stairs — the  step  of 
Edred  Cottrell^  as  her  indignant  heart  pro- 
claimed ;  and  turning  abruptly  i&to  her  room 
she  closed^  and  locked  the  door*    She  was  in 
no  humour  to  be  looked  upon^  and  least  of  all 
by  him.    Her  face  was  as  pale  and  ghastly  as 
the  faded  face  of  that  ancient  warrior^  and 
passbn  had  left  its  stormy  traces  on  her  fea- 
tures.   Save  Mrs.  Denham^s  maid  with  a  cup 
of  tea^  no  one  intruded  on  her  solitude^  thanks 
to  that  Iady*s  positive  command ;  but  thore  was 
no  rest — no  peace  for  mind  or  body.    She  sat 
at  the  window  leaning  her  aching  brow  upon 
her  hand^  listening  to  the  sighing  of  the  breeze 
among  the  branches  of  the  ancient  cedars  Hiai 
adorned  the  lawn.    She  heard  step  after  step 
pass  along  the  corridor  as  the  guests  retired  to 
their  rooms— then  the  tramp  of  a  single  hoc^e 
came  on  her  ear^  and  she  knew  that  the  rider 
Was  Rupert  Wyvill — and  she  fancied  that  the 
speed  to  which  the  animal  was  urged,  showed 
his  rider's  restless,  unhappy  mood. 
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After  that  came  a  slow,  dull  step  along  the 
galleiy — ^it  stopped  before  the  portrait,  and  she 
saw  the  gleaming  of  a  light  beneath  her  door. 
She  scarcely  breathed  till  the  slow,  dull  step 
passed  on,  and  the  light  no  longer  streamed 
across  the  floor.  Then  her  breathing  came 
thick,  and  short,  like  broken  sobs,  as  shfr  re^ 
membered  that  Rupert  had  lauded  the  noble 
deeds  of  Sir  Marmaduke,  and  laughingly  pro* 
tested  that  he  should  take  him  for  his  model. 
She  had  caught  a  deep,  de^  sigh  as  he  passed 
on  to  faia  room ;  and  she  understood  the  feeU 
iogs  that  had  oompelled  that  sigh.  The  brand 
of  dishomur  was  upon  hinw^and  ho  felt  it, 

^  What  witt  aha  who  loves  him  feel  when 
she  hears  of  this  ?  Poor  Susan !  No,  not  poor 
Susan !  happy  Susan !  she  may  be  envied  still ; 
—she  may  console^  may  oomfbrt  him«^whilst 
l^^^f    The  sentence  remained  unfinished. 
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CHAPTER  II. 


It  was  late  when  Rosalind  entered  the  break- 
fast room  on  the  succeeding  morning.  There 
was  a  brilliant  bloom  on  her  dieek ;  and  as  no 
one  had  seen  her  before^  so  na  one  could  tell 
that  this  bloom  bad  come  as  she  placed  her 
hand  on  the  lock  of  the  door.  Nearly  all  the 
guests  were  assembled ;  and  the  first  thing  she 
heard  was  Rupert  explaining  the  necessity  for 
his  departure  on  the  morrow  to  Mrs.  DenhaxD^ 
who  heard  him  to  the  end,  then  answered  that 
she  would  not  seek  to  detain  him  as  his  pre- 
sence was  needed  elsewhere*'' 
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'^  Wy  vill  has  lost  his  chance — so  much  the 
better  for  me>'  thought  Richard  Weston. 

Mrs.  Deuham's  manner  vas  little  less  cold 
when,  she  asked  after  Miss  Trevor's  headache^ 
whikt  Edred  Cottrell's.  anxiety  on  the  subject 
should,  in  the  opinion  of  Miss  Bailey,  have 
reconciled;  her  to  a  thousand  headaches. 

Rosalind's  answers,  to  his  anxious  queries 
were  brief  and  careless ;  and  availing  herself  of 
Mni..SewelFs  advice  not  to  sit  with  her  face  to 
the  light,  lest  it  should  cause  a  .return  of  the 
malady,,  she  passed  round  to  the  other  side  of 
the  table^  and  took  a  seat  by  Rupert.  She 
sud  little  during  breakfast,  but  when  address- 
ing her  still  more  silent  neighbour,  there  was  a 
softness  in  her  tone  peculiarly  soothing  to.  his 
wounded  spirit. 

'^  It  is  a  pity  to  lose  such  a  fine  day.  Are 
you  strong  enough  now  for  Balder  Cliffs?" 
asked  Richard  Weston,  who  appeared  to  have 
an  especial  fancy  fpr  this  ramble. 
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Quite  strong  enough ;  end^  is  70a  sayj  it 
would  be  doing  little  honor  to  this  bright  sun- 
shine not  to  go  forth  and  btsk  in  iV  answered 
Rosalind  with  the  show  at  least  of  gaiety. 

**  Weil  then,  suppose  we  set  off  in  half  an 
hour,  and  take  our  luncheon  with  Fanner 
TumbuU.  We  can  send  over  some  things, 
and  the  fkrmer^s  good  dame  will  supply  us  with 
fresh  cream,  eggs  and  butter.  Let  me  see— 
how  many  shall  we  be  ?"  he  continued  b^in- 
ning  to  count. 

^^  You  must  excuse  me,'^  said  WyviU  when 
the  teller  came  to  him. 

^*  No,  no ;  no  excuse,  you  must  positively  be 
one  of  our  company,"  replied  Richard  Weston, 
who  always  held  that  the  more  the  meirier, 
and  whose  enmity  had  all  departed  with  the 
conviction  that  Rupert  was  completely  out  of 
Mrs.  Denham's  good  books,  as  he  ex{Hres8ed  it, 
'^We  cannot  do  without  him— can  we  Rocs- 
lind  ?  Tell  him  so— lay  your  commands  upda 
him." 
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'^  You  will  go— will  jou  not  ?  To-morrow 
you  leave  us,**  said  RoaaUnd  with  a  aliU 
blister  blush,  and  a  timid  eameatneaa  that 
vas  irresiBtible.. 

Rufwrt  howedhia  acquieaoeoee — he  dared  not 
tniat  himself  to  speak.  Of  all  in  that  bouao^ 
die  alone  had  shown  him  sympaUiy^  she  who  in 
fonner  daya  had  made  him  the  target  whereat 
to  aim  the  anows  of  her  keen  or  playful  wit, 
was  now  all  soothing  gentleness ;  she  saw  how 
nuch  he  suffiired,  and  she  pUied  him»  Tea  it 
was  only  pity — that  ho  understood;  but  he 
was  grateful  for  thatr— it  was  a  pity  nung^ 
with  lespect  and  admiration. 

^  Ton  and  Anne  had  better  take  my  pony 
diaise  part  of  the  way ;  the  walk  to  Farmer 
Tarnbnll'a  and  back  will  be  too  BMich  for  you 
both/'  siud  Mrs«  Denbamj  addressing  Rosi^ 
Hnd*  The  oS^  was  thankfully  accepted,  and 
the  elder  portion  of  the  g^uests  having  declined 
being  of  the  party,  the  youx^  people  started 
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without  ibem^  all  in  high  spirits  assumed— or 
unassumed. 

^  Do  Bot  let  the  late  invalids  risk  a  reli^se  by 
doing  too  much — I  commit  them  to  your  care, 
Edred/^  said  Mrs.  Denham^  as  he  was  assisting 
Rosalind  into  the  pony  chair. 

"  You  commit  them  to  me  as  being  the  most 
sober  and  thoughtful  of  the  party^  I  condudci 
my  dear  Mrs.  Denham.  A  thousand  thanks 
for  your  good  opinion/^  replied  Edred  gaSy^ 
but  evidently  highly  gratified  by  her  words ; — 
it  was  the  first  time  she  had  addressed  him  as 
Edred.  ^  Depend  on  my  proving  by  my  con- 
duct the  wisdom  of  your  selection^*'  he  added 
with  a  respectful  warmth  that  was  well  calcu- 
lated to  please  his  hostess.  "  Be  quiet  and 
obedient  cousins  Rosalind  and  Anne^  for  you 
are  under  my  control  remember.'^ 

*^  I  submit  to  no.  one's  control^''  exclaimed 
Rosalind  with  a  mingling  of  pride,  vexation,  and 
mischief,  making  the  pony  start  off  with  a  touek 
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of  the  whip  as  she  spoke.  She  read  in  Mrs. 
Denham's  words  an  intimation  that  Edred  was 
her  favoritej  and  should  be  her  heir^  let  what 
would  be  advanced  against  him ;  and  she  saw 
too  that  Edred^  presuming  on  his  dignity^ 
had  put  aside  Wy  vill^  on  whose  arm  she  had 
rested  in  preference  whilsl  getting  into  the 
little  carriage* 

None  of  these  things  were  pleasing  to  Rosa- 
lind^  and  she  determined,  to  show  that  she  had 
a  will  of  her  own^  and  would  exert  it ;  but  a 
woman's  determination  must  in  most  instances 
yield  to  that  of  a  man^  and  do  what  she  would 
— let  the  pony  go  fast  or  slow^  stiU  Edred  kept 
pace  with  t]ie  little  carriage,  resolved^  as  it 
seemed^  to  be  very  good  tempered,  very  atten- 
tive, and  very  agreeable.  Terry  Weston  kept 
his  place  on  the  other  side,  whUst  Richard,  con- 
signing the  beautifiil  Maria  to  the  care  of 
Wyvill,  so  that  he  could  not  without  positive 
rudeness  decline  being  her  cavalier,  appro- 
priated Miss  Bailey  to  himself,  leaving  her 
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younger  sister  to  be  beaued  by  the  son  of  a 
neighbooring  squire* 

'^  Shall  we  take  the  road  at  the  top,  or  the 
bottom  of  the  cliffi  7*^  asked  Richard  WestoUf 
turning  round  to  consult  those  behind,  as  he 
reached  the  point  where  the  paths  diverged. 

'<  The  top  going,  whilst  we  are  fresh  and 
able  to  encounter  fatigue/^  answered  Edred^ 
and  no  one  dissenting  so  it  was  arranged. 

Rosalind  and  Anne  got  out  to  walk,  and  the 
little  carriage  was  given  up  to  the  care  of  the 
boy,,  who  had  followed  for  that  purpose. 

The  ascent  was  steep ;  but  after  some  pant- 
ing, puffings  and  a  great  deal  of  laughing,  the 
summit  was  gained,  and  all  stopped  to  take 
breath  and  admire.  At  the  foot  of  the  diflEi, 
>n  some  places  exceeding  a  hundred  foet  in 
height^  ran  a  rapid  rirer  of  unequd  depth — 
now  murmuring  ia  the  shallow  parts  over 
bright  pebUes,  every  stone  pereepttbk  throu^ 
the  clear  water — now  dimpling  in  its  deeper 
portions,  forming  mimic  whirlpool^  its  oppo- 


WHO  SHALL.   BE   HEIR?  39 


Bite  bank  fringed  with  bending  willows  that 
dipped  their  flexile  boughs  into  the  crystal 
stream^  whilst  beyond  spread  a  level  meadow 
of  the  richest  green^  on  which  were  grazing 
some  remarkably  fine  cattle. 

The  lace  of  the  difis,  composed  of  a  light 
day  interspersed  with  fragments  of  rock^  juU 
ting  out  in  picturesque  forms,  was  adorned 
with  brakes  of  hazel,  thorn,  and  maple,  over 
which  occasionally  towered  a  sturdy  oak,  or 
graceful  birch,  turning  up  its  silver  leaves  that 
rustled  in  the  light  summer  breeze,  whilst 
innumerable  wild  flowers  of  various  hues  and 
forma  peeped  out  from  beneath  the  shading 
bushes,  or  crested  some  projected  mass  of 
stone,  flinpng  their  light  tendrils  down  across 
its  weather-beaten  fit>nt,  like  a  child  throwing 
its  young  arras  round  the  neck  of  its  toil  worn 
parents,  pressing  its  laughing,  joyous  face 
4igainst  the  wrinkkd  cheek  of  age.  A  bold 
reach  of  the  river  to  the  right  leant  additional 
beauty  to  the  scene,  whilst  far  out,  along  the 
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summit.  Stretched  a  wide  extent  of  undulating 
pasture  ground,  on  which  were  grouped  wag* 
gons  and  merrjt  haymakers,  employed  in  taking 
in  the  late  and.  scanty  crop*  But  though  the 
front  of  the  cliff  was.  in  some  parts  thickly 
tufted  with  brakea  and  patches  o#  brushwood, 
there  were  some  spota  where  it  descend* 
ed  almost  perpendicularly  to  the  water's  edge^ 
with  no  other  clothing  than  long  grass,  or  fern ; 
or  felL  more  gradually  in  irregular  stages  of 
loose  earth  and  stones,  that  showed  strong 
symptoma  of  frequent  land>>slips,  the  efiect  of 
springs  coming  down  from  the  higher  ground* 
It  was  just  above  one  of  these  said  land^^ps 
that  the  young^  party  stood  to  admire  the 
sparkling  nveae  below,  and  the  sunny  mead 
beyond.  With  an.  eye  that  loved  to  dwell  on 
the  beauty  of  nature,  and  a  heait*  that  drank 
in.  its  loveliness  as  the  thirsting- traveller  drinks 
in  the  refreshing  element,  Rosalind,  fear- 
less of  danger,  bent  over  the  edge  of  the  cliff  to 
gaze  into  the  stream  beneath,   or  mark  the 
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flowers,  that  grew  upon  its  brinks  with  Anne 
standing  beside  her,  as  was  her  custom  when- 
ever practicable. 

It  was  impossible  not  to  '  be  struck  with 
the  rich  and  varied  prospect^  but  Miss  Bailey-^ 
being  more  of  a  romp  and  flirt  than  painter  or 
poet,  was  soon  wearjr  of  such  a  passive  em^ 
ployment  as  gazing,  and  challenged  Edred 
CSottrell  to  turn  over  the  hay  with,  hev,  offering 
to  bet  a  silver  penny  that  she  should  prove  the 
most  expert  and  expeditious  hgymaker,  and  ap« 
pointing  WyviU  and  Richard  Weston  umpires, 
thus  compeUing  the  attention  of  three  at  least 
of  the  attending  gentlemen* 

Selecting  two  prongs  from,  a  heap  lying  near, 
the  amateur  haymakers  took  their  stations ;  and 
at  the  given  signal  the  match  began  and  pro- 
ceeded amid  such  bursts  of  laughter  from  the 
performers,  and  some  of  the  spectators,  especial- 
ly Richard  and  Jemima,  that  even  Rosalind  was 
lured  to  turn  away  from  the  dimpling  river, 
to  gaze  upon  the  competitors,  who  sought  for 
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victory  as  if  the  empire  of  the  world,  not  a 
aiiver  penny^  were  to  be  the  prize.  She  wai 
still  looking  at  the  rivals  when  ahe  fieh  herself 
suddenly  grasped  by  Anne»  whoy  having  lost 
her  footing  whilst  stooping  to  gather  a  flower 
growing  jtist  below  the  edge  of  the  cliffy  had 
caught  at  her  cousin's  dress  to  aaye  herself 
from  fallix^  down  the  dsngerojos  steep,  and  the 
effort  of  the  terrified  g^l — ^the  ttket  of  instinct 
— delayed  her  own  descent  for  a  moment,  bat 
the  ground  giving  way  beneath  her  desperate 
s^truggle  to  regain  a  firmer  footing,  Rosalind 

« 

became  involved  in  the  danger,  and  was  dragged 
over  the  brow  of  the  diff  and  down  its  loose 
and  slippery  firont,  the  nature  of  the  soil  snd 
the  steepness  of  the  slope,  affiunding  little  hope 
of  obtaining  that  firmer  footing  even  had  she 
had  presence  of  mind  enough  to  sedc  the  only 
chance  of  escape. 

Anne^s  scream  of  terror  was  half  drowned  by 
the  mirth  of  the  merry  haymakers  and  their  abet- 
tors; but  it  reached  the  eai  of  Rupert  Wyyill,  who 
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tamed  to  learn  its  cause.  No  Rosalind  was  to 
be  seen.  With  three  bounds  he  was  at  the 
edge  c^  the  dW,  ^henee  a  scene  met  his  view 
that  bhmched  his  cheeky  and  stayed  for  a  mo- 
ment tiie  wild  bea^i^g  of  his  heart.  At  the 
veige  of  a  steep  stope^  some  thirty  feet  down 
stood,  or  rather  crouched  I^Qsalind  Trevor  with 
a  &ce  of  ghastly  paleness^  one  foot  placed  as 
firmly  as  she  could  place  it  upwards^  whilst 
the  other  was  slipping  lower  and  lower  every 
instant,  one  hand  grasping  a  tuft  of  grass^  the 
other  supporting  the  half  fainting  and  terrified 
Anne,  whose  weight  was  bearing  both  to 
destruction.  A  little  below,  and  the  clift  de- 
scended abruptly  to  the  river,  which  here 
flowed  over  rugged  stones.  The  fall  at  this 
spot  was  fuQ  seventy  feet. 

Rosalind  was  within  a  yard  of  the  edge — the 
ground  on  which  her  lower  foot  was  placed  was 
giving  way — the  one  above  could  scarcely  main  • 
tain  its  precarious  hold  in  the  loose  soil,  rendered 
sHfqpery  by  the  constant  welling  of  a  little  spring 
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the — tuft  of  grass,  she  clutched  wijbh  the  convul- 
sive gcaspiof  fear  was  yielding  to  her  touch,,  and 
the  earth  was  cracking  a  short  sp^e  higher  up 
the  cliff.  To  struggle  would  be  only  to  increase 
her  danger— rto  ha3tea  her  des|aruction— death 
was  behjindy.  before,  ai^und  her.^  She  saw  h,er 
peril  ^felt  that  her  strength  was  foiling^  and 
that  she  could  not  muph  longer  support  her 
helpless,  companioi^  but  too.  generous  to  aban- 
dpn  her  to  heir  fate,  she.  sUjLl  held  her  up  though 
aware  that  by  so.  doing  she  lessened  her  own 
chance  of  escape. 

Wy  vill's  eagle  eye  took  in  all  this  at  a  ^ance 
whilst  his  quickn(es^  of  perception  and  combi- 
nation enabled  him  to  take  the  most  prompt 
and  judicious  measures  for  rescuing  his  eousins 
from  their  dangerous  position* 

^  Courage  I;  struggle.not !— rstir  not  !-r-I  wiQ 
save,  or  perish  with  you/*  he  exclaimed  rush* 
ing  back  from  the  brow  of  the  diS  with  atill 
more  frantic  baste  than  he  had  sought  it. 

Rosalind  look^  up  at  hia  cheering  wonds,* 
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and  a  gleam  of  hope  lightened  her  growing 
despair.  The  passionate  tones  in  which  they 
were  uttered  left  no  doubt  of  his  zeal ;  and  she 
woidd  not  ijuestion  his  power. 

Maria's  screams  at  her  sister's  peril  called 
the  rest  of  the  party  to  the  scene  of  action. 

*^  Stand  back  !  if  you  would  not  bring 
certain  destruction  on  her  and  yourself.  Do 
you  not  see  that  the  chasm  is  opening  wider  ?" 
exclaimed  Rupert  Wyvill^  retiu'ning  almost 
ere  Rosalind  had  missed  him,  pushing  Edred 
aside  as  he  spoke,  who,  half  maddened  at  the 
sight  of  his  cousin's  risk,  was  on  the  point  of 
leaping  down  from  the  brow  of  the  cliff  on  the 
crumbling,  slippery  slopes— an  act  which  would 
have  ensmred  the  destruction  of  all. 

The  tone  was  so  commanding,  that  the  order 
to  stand  back  was  involuntarily  obeyed  on  the 
instant,  and  a  moment'is  consideration  told 
Edred  the  wisdom  of  the  warning ;  but  his 
teeth  gnashed  with  rage>  and  his  eye  flashed 
fire  as  he  saw  Wyvill  descending  cautiously, 
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yet  Bwifitlj  «t  a  fiitner  part  of  the  slope,  with 
the  aid  of  two  prongs,  with  which  he  had  pro- 
vided himself  froin  the  field  shore. 

^  Saved  bj  him  P*  muUexod  Edred ;  but  no 
one  heard  him,  or  the  hearer  might  have 
speculated  whether  he  would  not  have  prefoted 
his  cousin's  death  to  her  pieseivation  by 
Wyvili. 

Rosalind's  peril  was  imminent;  but  the 
hope>  the  certidnty  of  succour  gave  her  oounge 
and  endurance,  though  she  shuddered  as  die 
marked  the  chasm  above  her  spreading  wider 
and  wider ;  and  felt  the  ground  beneath  her 
slipping  faster,  and  faster4 

By  keeping  to  the  edge  of  the  slip  mhsxt  the 
ground  was  firmer,  fimn  being  conneoled  by 
the  roots  of  tiie  long  grass  aid  brushwood 
which  formed  on  that  side  an  impaasaUe  bar- 
rier, and  striking  in  ^prongs  step  before  stqi, 
so  as  to  secure  his  footing,  Bupert  descended 
in  safety  to  within  a  few  fiset  of  the  tnemUing 
Rosalind;  but  here  he  paused,  for  the  additian 
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ttf  his  weight  would  probubly  detach  the  spot 
of  earth  on  which  she  stood  from  the  main 
diff,  and  precipitate  all  into  the  stony  river 
beneath.  His  cheering  wordi  had  giren 
cpursge  to  Rosalind^  but  Anne  was  still  leaning 
upon  her  helpleis-^hopeless. 

Fixing  the  prongs  firmly  in  the  ground,  ai 
nearly  above  the  chasm  as  he  dared,  choosing 
himself  a  steady  footing,  and  holding  with  one 
hand  on  to  the  handle  of  the  imbedded  prong, 
whilst  he  stretched  the  other  to  Rosalind; 
he  gave  her  direcftions  how  best  to  avail  her* 
self  of  his  aid,  for  a  nearer  approach  was  too 
dangerous  to  be  attempted,  and  her  preaer- 
vstioii  must  in  part  depend  on  her  own  light- 
ness of  tread,  and  self-possession. 
^'  Save  Anne  first,'^  said  Rosalind. 
'^  No,  no ;  you  first*  Do  not  pause — ^the 
danger  is  imminent  t  I  will  do  what  I  ican  for 
her  afterwards.'* 

"  I  cannot  leave  her  to  perish,    and  she 
would  sink  without  my  arm,*'  answered  Rosalind 
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resoliitdy>  yet  tremUing  with  feat  aa  she 
apoke.  ^'  Sbe  is  clinging  to  me  even  laow  for 
aid-^I  wiii  n0t  desert  her." 

^^  But  time  is  precious,  and  sbe  cannot  help 
herself.  Only  let  me  see  you  safe^  and  I  will 
riak  my  life  again  for  her.  Pause  not  I  implore 
you !  the  earth  is  sHpping  from  under  you— 
a  moment's  delay  niay  be  death  to  dl/'  exclaim- 
ed Rupert  passionately,  half  frantic  at  the  peril 
of  her  he  came  to  save. 

'^  Rixik  no  risk  fbr  me/'  said  Rosalind  hurried* 
ly.    ^^  Leave  me  to  my  fate.'* 

*^  Never !  if  you  die — I  perish  with  you." 

Rosalind  looked  up  at  bis  words — their  eyes 
met — her  danger  was  forgotten — ^her  heart 
beat  wildly,  but  not  with  fear;  and  the  blood 
rushed  up  into  her  ashy  cheek. 

What  feeling  could  have  power  so  to  move 
her  whilst  death  was  banging  over  her? — one 
feeling— only  one; — ^for  a  single  moment  she 
was  happy. 

''  Good  heavens !  we  are  wasting  time.   Give 


WHO   SHALL  B8   HEIR?  49 

me  your  hand  I  entreat  you/^  cried  Rupert 
alarmed  at  this  dangerous  delay. 

"  Rouseyourself^  Anne  1  Tour  life — the  lives 
of  others  depend  on  your  exerting  yourself/' 
said  Rosalind  to  her  young  cousin. 

Anne^  unclosing  her  eyes  at  the  appeal^  gazed 
wildly  rounds  shuddering  with  fear  as  she 
marked  her  perilous  position. 

''  Now  give  your  hand^  and  spring  up  beside 
him^''  continued  Rosalind^  pointing  towards 
Wyvill. 

Terror  for  once  supplied  the  place  of  presence 
of  mind.  Anne  saw  the  abyss  that  yawned 
beneath  her,  and  in  a  panic  of  fear^  grasping 
Rupert's  hand,  made  a  desperate  springs  and 
aided  by  his  strong  grasp  gained  a  footing  be- 
side him — but  that  was  all  she  could  effect; 
her  head  grew  giddy — her  senses  failed^  and 
she  sank  at  his  feet  in  a  fainting  fit. 

The  desperate  spring  of  the  terrified  girl  had 
so  loosened  the  mass  of  falling  earth  as  to  ren^ 
der  Rosalind's  situation  critical  in  the  extreme. 

VOL.   III.  D 
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The  tuft  of  grass  gave  way  firom  the  force  of 
her  convulsive  grasp>  and  the  whole  of  the  soil 
from  the  upper  chasm,  including  the  spot  on 
which  Rosalind  stood^  to  the  crest  of  the  slope^ 
shook,  tottered^  separated  with  a  whining, 
rushing  sound,  and  fell  into  the  river  be- 
neath. 

A  cry  of  woe  and  fear  arose  from  the  females 
bending  over  the  cliff  above,  as  they  heard  the 
heavy  splash  in  the  water,  whilst  an  exclama- 
tion of  horror  and  despair  burst  forth  from 
Edred  CottrelL 

'^  It  is  all  over  1"  exclaimed  Richard  Weston, 
with  a  deep  drawn  breath  almost  amounting  to 
a  groan,  for  even  he  was  deeply  shocked. 

The  mass  of  earth  on  which  Rosalind  stood 
had  fallen — but  she  had  not  fallen  with  it. 
Rupert's  arm  had  been  again  stretched  out  to 
save  her;  and  his  powerful  grasp,  and  her  own 
light  spring  had  placed  her  in  safety  by  his 
side ;  and  when  the  cloud  of  dust  arising  from 
the  falling  earth  had  cleared  away,  she  was 
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seen  supported  by  her  preserver,  whilst  the 
still  insensible  Anne  was  lying  at  their  feet. 

'^  Thank  heaven  t  you  are  saved/'  exclaimed 
the  agitated  Rupert,  twining  his  arm  round  her 
slender  waist,  to  draw  her  further  back  from 
the  edge  of  the  precipice. 

"  I  owe  my  life  to  you/'  faltered  the  trembl- 
ing Rosalind,  shuddering  at  the  thought  of  the 
dreadful  death  she  had  so  narrowly  escaped. 
She  had  uttered  no  cry — she  had  shed  no  tear 
whilst  her  own  safety  and  Anne's  had  rested  so 
much  on  her  self-command ;  but  now  that  the 
danger  was  past,  her  high  wrought  resolution 
yielded,  and  with  a  choking  sob  her  head  sank 
no  her  preserver's  shoulder.      She  would  have 
poured  forth  thanks  to  him  and  to  her  God, 
but  speech  was  for  a  time  denied  her — broken 
words   were  all  she  uttered.     Those  broken 
words  were  enough  to  convince  Rupert  of  her 
gratitude;  and  his  tender  care  and  touching 
tones  soothed  her  into  comparative  calmness. 
A  murmur  of  joyful  surprise  broke  from  the 
D  3 
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group  above^  when  they  ascertained  the  safety 
of  those  beneath ;  but  Edred's  brow  grew  more 
and  more  contracted^and  his  eyes  kindled  into 
a  fiercer  blazcj  as  he  saw  Wyvill  supporting 
the  still  trembling  sobbing  Rosalind^  who 
seemed  to  rest  on  him  as  if  his  arm  could  shield 
her  firom  all  eviL 

^  Do  not  keep  Rosalind  down  there  among 
the  damp  grass,  and  so  near  the  {HFecipice/* 
called  Edred  firom  above  in  a  voice  which, 
despite  his  tutoring,  told  his  wrath.  '^Tou 
would  be  better  employed  in  aiding  her  to 
ascend  to  her  firiends,  than  in  detaining  her  at 
the  brink  of  an  abyss  tiU  her  thanks  have  been 
sufficiently  rapturous  to  satisfy  the  most  extra- 
vagant expectations. 

'^  Thero  are  some  things  sooner  said  than 
doDe.  My  cousin  Rosalind,  faint  from  her  late 
alarm,  needs  a  few  minutes  rest  and  support, 
and  a  glance  at  the  cliff  will  show  the  impossi- 
bility of  her  ascending  without  the  aid  of  a 
rope,  which  can  be  procured  firom  the  waggon 
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I  doubt  not/^  replied  Rupert    calmly,  though 
his  eye  gave  back  flash  for  flash. 

His  look — his  tone — his  use  of  the  word 
cousin,  which  he  had  never  applied  to  her  before 
and  seemed  now  to  employ  to  excuse  her  ac- 
cepting his  support,  together  with  the  remem- 
brances of  some  of  his  expressions  whilst  sooth- 
ing her  agitation,  and  Edred's  remark,  over- 
whelmed poor  Rosalind  with  confusion,  causing 
her  to  burst  from  his  support  with  a  sudden 
movement  that  would  have  again  endangered 
her  safety,  had  not  Rupert  caught  her  dress. 

'^  One  step  higher,  and  you  will  have  a 
firmer  standing-place  upon  this  jutting  stone ; 
and  can  hold  by  this  hazel  bough,  since  you 
despise  and  reject  my  aidy'^  said  Rupert,  assist- 
ing her  to  take  this  step  as  he  concluded. 

*^  Not  despise — not  reject ;—  I  am  grateful, 
most  grateful,''  faltered  Rosalind,  grieved  at  his 
piqued  tone.  ^'  But  in  my  fear  and  agitation  I 
leant  too  heavily  upon  you,"  she  added  after  a 
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moment's  pause  with  a  crimson  blush.^    I  am 
stronger  now." 

''  And  like  the  restored  cripple,  fling  away 
as  worthless  the  crutch  on  which  you  lately 
leant/' he  observed  reproachfully. 

''Do  not  think  me  ungratefuV  pleaded 
Rosalind,  raising  her  tearful  eyes  to  his. 

''  I  will  think  you  all  you  would  have  me 
think  you — I  will  believe  you  all  gratitude — all 
gentleness — all  perfection.  Forgive  me  if  I 
caused  those  tears/'  exclaimed  Rupert  Wyvill 
in  an  impassioned  tone. 

Rosalind  shook  in  every  limb.  There  was 
more  in  the  look  and  voice  than  even  in  the 
words — ^her  heart  beat  wildly — a  thrill  of  timid 
joy  shot  through  her  frame — then  the  chill  of 
remorse  succeeded,  and  she  shuddered  at  her 
own  bright  hopes.  What  was  she  doing? 
Stealing  away  with  her  silver  tones  and  grate- 
ful thanks  the  heart  that  had  been  given,  and 
should  prove  true  to  her  confiding  friend.   She 
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turned  abruptly  away  with  a  sickening  feel  of 
guilt,  and  Rupert  supposing  his  ardour  had 
displeased  her,  spoke  no  more. 

A  glance  at  the  state  of  the  cliff,  as  Wyvill 

had  said,  convinced  Edred  of  the  necessity  of 

procuring  a  rope  to  aid  the  ascent  of  those 

below.    From  the  shock  occasioned  by  the  fall 

of  so  large  a  portion  of  soil,  the  whole  ground 

above,  till  within   a  few  feet  of  the  summit, 

was  yawning  with  cracks,  besides  being  so 

slippery  and  precipitate  as  to  render  a  passage 

across  it  from  the  projecting  piece  of  rock  on 

which  they  now  stood  impracticable  for  Rosa* 

lind  and  Anne,  whilst  the  stone  itself  on  which 

Wyvill  had  succeeded  in  placing  them,  was  of 

such  small  dimensions,  and  so  slightly  imbed* 

ded,  that  he  was  as  anxious  for  the  arrival  of 

the  rope  as  Edred  himself,  fearing  lest  even 

that  spot  should  become    unsafe    from    the 

pressure  of  their  weight. 

The  rope  was  brought,  and  with  it  came  the 
haymakers  running  from  all  directions  to  ascer- 
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tain  the  cause  and  extent  of  the  acddent^  so 
there  was  no  scarcity  of  strong  arms  to  draw  it 
up. 

Again  would  Rupert  have  first  provided  for 
Rosalind's  safety^  but  again  did  she  insist  on 
Anne's  being  succoured  before  herself.  The 
poor  girl  was  still  insensible^  a  circumstance 
not  to  be  regretted  since  it  saved  her  firom 
further  terror, 

**  Ever  high  minded — ever  unselfish ; — ^th&t 
man  will  be  blest  indeed  who  wins  your  love,'' 
said  Rupert,  as  in  compliance  with  her  wishes 
he  fastened  the  rope  securely  round  her  faint- 
ing cousin.  Again  did  Rosalind  turn  away, 
as  Wyvill  imagined  in  displeasure,  and  nothing 
further  passed  between  them,  save  needful 
questions  and  directions  as  to  the  fixing  and 
guiding  the  rope. 

A  few  minutes  more  and  Rosalind  was  stand- 
ing in  perfect  safety,  surrounded  by  her  cousins, 
who  crowded  round  her  to  express  theirdoubts, 
and  fears,    and    congratulations;    and    these 


WHO   8BALL   BB    HETR?  57 

were  so  oddly  intermingled  that  she  found  some 
difficulty  in  returning  suitable  replies,  Edred's 
^  Thank  Heaven,  you  are  safe,^  was  to  the 
full  aa  earnest  and  impassioned  as  had  been 
WyviU's. 

The  rope  was  let  down  to  draw  up  Rupert^ 
and  Edred  lent  his  strength  as  before,  taking 
his  former  station  next  the  edge.  The  rope  was 
firmly  fastened  round  WyvilKs  waist,  and  the 
signal  for  hoisting  up  was  given,  when  Rosa- 
lind stepping  forward  placed  her  hand  on  the 
arm  of  Edred,  whose  countenance  she  had  been 
anxiously  watching  for  the  last  few  minutes. 

"  You  are  agitated — stirred  by  some  strong 
emotion :  your  hand  shakes— let  another  draw 
up  the  rope,"  she  said  abruptly  j  and  so  com- 
manding were  air  and  tone  that  for  a  second 
time  that  day  did  Edred  involuntarily  yield 
obedience  to  a  peremptory  mandate. 

He  turned  aside,  but  Rosalind  alone  marked 
his  look  as  he  did  so — she  alone  saw  the  work- 
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ing  of  those  pallid  lips^  and  the  strange  light 
in  those  glaring  eyes. 

A  strong  ^man  stepped  forward  to  take  his 
place,  and  Rupert  stood  beside  those  whom  he 
had  saved. 

Rosalind  watched  his  ascent  till  his  foot  was 
on  the  brow  of  the  cliff;  and  then  all  her  at* 
tention  was  turned  to  Anne,  who  was  slowly 
recovering  sense  and  feeling. 

''  I  have  sent  after  the  pony  chaise  and  you 
had  better  return  immediately/*  said  Edred, 
resuming,  what  Richard  called,  his  office  of 
complroUer  of  the  household. 

Rosalind  made  no  objection,  but  taking 
Terry  Weston's  arm  walked  to  the  foot  of  the 
hill,  whilst  the  still  languid  Anne  was  support- 
ed by  Wyvill  and  Richard. 

Declaring  herself  to  be  quite  recovered  from 
her  late  alarm,  Rosalind  tried  to  persuade  her 
cousins  to  proceed  on  their  purposed  expedi- 
tion, and  leave  her  and  Anne  to  return  by 
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themaelves^  but  no  one  would  hear  of  this,  so 
the  whole  perty  retraced  their  way  pretty 
much  in  the  same  order  as  when  they  started, 
but  not  in  the  same  high  spiritSy  real  or  as- 
sumed. The  mirth  of  all  was  checked  by  the 
late  accident — Rosalind  and  Anne  scarcely 
spoke — Edred  said  little,  and  Rupert  confiaed 
his  conversation  with  Maria  to  a  few  kind 
words  in  answer  to  her  thanks  for  his  having 
saved  her  sister,  and  a  detail  of  her  own  over- 
powering fears. 

^  Back  so  soon..  Why  how  comes  this  V^ 
asked  Mrs.  Denham  whom  they  encountered 
near  the  house,  giving  some  directions  to  her 
woodman. 

''  Oh !  Rosalind  and  Anne  fell  down  the 
cliff — Wyvill,  Don  Quixote  like,  rushed  after 
them ;  so  we  were  all  frightened,  and  obliged 
to  draw  them  up  with  ropes,"  answered  Edred 
lightly. 

^'  Enough  to  frighten  the  strongest  minded 
too,  CottrelL     It  was  an  ugly  fix,  as  the  Ame- 
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ricanssay;  and  if  Wyvilliiad  not  played  the 
Quixote  it  would  have  been  all  orer  with  poor 
Rose  and  Nan,''  observed  Riehard  Weston, 
who  with  all  his  vulgarity  and  selfishness,  oc* 
casionally  showed  some  better  feelings. 

"  Yes,  a  very  frightful  accident-^a  very  ro- 
mantic adventure ;  but  I  spoke  lightly  of  it 
not  to  alarm  Mrs.  Denham,''  said  Edred  in  an 
altered  tone.  ^^  Wyvill  can  climb  like  a  cat— 
up  or  down  aU  the  same  to  him,  and  he  was 
so  greedy  of  renown  that  he  would  undertake 
the  enterprise  abn^,  terrifying  others  from 
offering  their  assistance,  by  assertions  that 
from  the  nature  of  the  soil,  the  descent  of  "a- 
second  Ainould  endanger  all." 

"  Anne  and  I  owe  our  lives  to  Mr.  Wyvill," 
observed  Rosalind,  but  not  with  her  usual  in- 
dependent frankness  i — ^her  voice  was  low  and 
unsteady,  and  her  hands  and  eyes  employed  in 
arranging  her  shawl  as  she  spoke. 

*^  That  you  do,  Rosalind ;  and  I  at  least  am 
grateful  for  his    saving    poor    Nance/ 
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Richard,  whose  enmity  from  a  jealousy  of  his 
growing  favor  with  his  hostess  was  now  turn- 
ing towards  Edred. 

"  Where  is  Mr.  WyviU  ?"  asked  Mrs.  Den- 
ham. 

^^  He  is  talking  with  a  gentleman — his  soli- 
citor I  think  he  said — about  the  trial/'  replied 
Maria^  coming  up  at  the  instant. 

^'  No  one  wa»  hurt^  I  suppose,  judging  from 
your  answers/*  remai^ked  Mrs.  Denham. 

^*  Not  exactly  hurt,  save  a  bruise  and  a 
scratch  or  so ;  but  poor  Nance  has  been  in  a 
faint  and  fright  ever  since,  and  Rosalind  looks 
more  dead  than  aUve.  She  would  play  ghost 
in  a  charade  to  the  life  now ;  and  yec '  she  was 
very  courageous  whilst  in  danger — as  bold  as 
a  lion — as  nimble  as  a  fawn.  You  are  a  fine 
noble  girl,  Rosalind,  for  keeping  hold  of  Nance 
and  insisting  on  her  being  saved  first.  Wy  vill 
told  me  all  about  it ;  and  I  will  never  call  you 
a  slang  name  again — ^if  I   can  help  it,'^  said 
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Richard.    ^'  I  will  tell  you  how  it  all  came 
about,  my  dear  Mrs.  Denham.'^ 

''Wait  a  few  minutes,  till  I  have  sent  Anne 
and  Rosalind  off  to  their  rooms,  for  you  are 
right  in  saying  that  they  look  like  ghosts.  I 
shall  insist  on  their  keeping  quiet  all  day,  and 
not  being  disturbed  by  question  or  condo- 
lence/' replied  Mrs.  Denham. 

''  What  has  happened  ?  Is  any  thing  the 
matter?'*  asked  Mrs.  Scwell  eagerly,  coming 
to  tliQ  hall-door  to  enquire,  having  seen  the 
returning  party  from  her  window.  "What 
makes  you  look  so  white,  Rosalind  ?  Are  you 
hurt  ?" 

''  No :  *  only  frightened,  Richard  will  tell  you 
all  about  it,  whilst  the  girls  go  to  their  rooms," 
said  Mrs.  Denham  a  little  impatiently. 

''  My  dearest  child,  do  lean  on  me.  What 
has  happened?  again  enquired  Mrs.  Sewell  in 
a  grand  fuss.  ''  Did  a  bull  run  after  you  ?  Ay, 
I  daresay  that  was  it.    It  is  a  singular  coinci- 
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dence,  but  the  last  time  I  walked  to  Balder 
Cliffs  we  met  several  men  running  as  fast  as 
they  could  with  sticks  and  pitchforks  in  their 
hands^  who  told  us  that  they  were  after  a  mad 
dog^  which  had  bitten  two  children,  a  cat,  and 
a  pig.  Did  it  knock  you  down  ?  did  it  tram- 
ple on  you  ?  did  it  toss  you  ?'^  continued  the 
kind,  fussy  old  lady. 

'^  No,  indeed,  dear  Mrs.  Sewell,  I  met 
neither  bull,  nor  mad-dog,''  continued  Rosa- 
lind^ trying  to  repress  a  smile  at  the  singular 
coincidence. 

"  Oh !  then  the  pony  ran  away  with  you.  I 
thought  it  would,  for  it  pricked  up  its  ears 
before  it  set  off.  But  you  should  have  taken 
care  of  Rosalind,  Mr.  Cottrell,  Mrs.  Denham 
consigned  her  to  your  charge." 

'*  Rosalind  refused  to  submit  to  my  control.^' 

'^  Ah  !  that  is  just  the  way  with  her — she 
likes  to  think  and  act  for  herself,  and  cannot 
bear  to  give  trouble  to  any  one.  It  is  a  singu- 
lar coincidence — ** 
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''  My  dear  Mrs.  Sewell^  you  must  let  me 
lead  off  Rosalind  to  her  room ;  Richard  will 
tell  you  all  the  particulars  of  the  accident/' 
interposed  Mrs.  Dcnham  with  a  manner  that 
admitted  of  no  disipute. 

**  Are  you  certain  that  you  have  received  no 
injury?"  asked  Mrs.  Denham  as  she  placed 
Rosalind  in  a  chair  in  her  room. 

^'  Nothing  more  than  a  slight  bruise  or  two/' 

"  Then  it  is  only  the  remembrance  of  your 
danger  that  causes  you  to  look  so  pallid,  and 
shake  like  an  aspen.'' 

'^  It  was  a  fearful  moment,  when  I  felt  the 
earth  slipping  from  under  me,"  said  Rosalind 
with  a  shudder,  answering  evasively. 

"  And  Mr.  Wy vill  saved  you,  I  think  Richard 
said." 

"  Yes,  I  owe  him,  under  Heaven,  my  Kfe," 
replied  Rosalind  speaking  earnestly,  and  no 
longer  subject  to  the  charge  of  paleness. 

An  indescribable  sound,  neither  a  sigh,  nor  a 
psha,  and  of  which  no  combination  of  letters 
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would  show  the  exact  pronunciation — an  un- 
writeable  inteijection  of  vexation  was  all  Mrs. 
Denham*s  comment  on  this  reply, 

'^  Your  pulse  is  very  irregular^  and  you  are 
much  agitated ;  I  shall  give  you  a  composiug 
draught,  and  send  you  to  bed  till  dinner  time 
at  least,''  said  Mrs*  Denham,  releasing  the 
hand  she  had  taken. 

Rosalind  sighed,  but  offered  no  opposition ; 
and  Mrs.  Denham,  after  insisting  on  her  lying 
down,  left  her  with  a  kind  wish  that  she  would 
be  better  by  six,  promising  that  she  should  be 
left  quite  alone  till  then,  and  thus  saved  from 
kind  Mrs.  Sewell's  singular  coincidences. 

''  She  is  vexed  that  he  should  save  me — and 
I  should  be  vexed  too ;  and  yet  life  is  doubly 
precious  since  under  providence  his  gift,'' 
thought  Rosalind  as  she  lay  on  her  bed  think- 
ing over  the  events  of  the  day.  '^  It  might 
have  been  better  if  he  had  not  saved  me. 
There  is  danger  in  gratitude — ^yet  what  so 
blessed !  so  beautiful !  But  I  must  be  cold  and 
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scanty  in  expressing  that  gratitude,''  she  added 
with  a  conscious  blush. 

Mrs.  Denham  proved  herself  a  skilful  com- 
pounder of  composing  draughts;  Rosalindas 
agitation  gradually  subsided — ^the  restlessness 
of  fever  left  her,  and  worn  by  the  need  of  sleep, 
for  she  had  never  closed  her  eyes  on  the  pre- 
ceding night,  she  sank  into  a  refreshing  slumber 
from  which  she  was  awakened  by  Mrs.  SeweU's 
knocking  at  her  door  about  half  an  hour  before 
dinner. 

'^  Oh  !  Rosalind,  my  dear,  what  a  dreadful  ac- 
cident !  What  a  horrible  situation  to  have  been 
in,  hanging  over  the  river  with  nothing  to 
cling  to  but  a  patch  of  grass,  and  holding  Anne 
besides.  It  turned  me  quite  faint  to  hear  of 
it ;  and  I  am  sure  I  shall  love  Mr.  Wyvill  ever- 
more for  saving  you  so  cleverly,  though  to  be 
sure,  as  Edred  Cottrell  says,  he  ran  no  risk 
himself  in  so  doing,  and  any  one  else  could 
have  done  the  same,  only  Mr.  Wyvill  always 
tries  to  take  the  lead  in  every  thing,  as  if  he 
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were  the  King  of  the  Catti.    But  how  are  you 
now,  dear  child  ?*' 

'*  Quite  well,  and  ready  to  dress,''  said 
Rosalind  springing  up. 

'^  Indeed,  I  think  you  had  better  remain 
where  you  are ;  I  do  not  like  that  scarlet  spot 
in  the  centre  of  your  cheek,  and  your  eyes  are 
looking  too  bright — I  can  scarcely  meet  them 
without  shrinking.  You  were  not  thus  when 
I  first  came  in,  and  had  much  better  not  get 
up." 

'^  Oh  I  yes  but  I  must,  dear  Minny :  you 
know  I  never  liked  lying  in  bed." 

'^  I  agree  with  Mrs.  Sewell,  that  you  are 
much  better  where  you  are,"  said  Mrs. 
Denham,  who,  entering  unperceived,  had 
overheard  the  preceding  conversation. 

The  scarlet  spot  on  Rosalind's  cheek  spread 
wider  and  wider  at  the  words,  and  what  she 
fancied  pointed  manner  of  her  hostess. 

^^  I  should  advise  your  not  coming  down  this 
evening ;  and  there  would  be  little  to  amuse 
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you  if  you  did,''  continued  Mrs.  Denham  in 
the  same  tone,  '*  for  the  spirits  of  the  whole 
party  appear  subdued  by  the  morning's  fright 
Edred  Cottrell  is  silent  and  stupid ;  and  Mr. 
Wyvill  is  gone." 

''  Gone  !"  repeated  Rosalind  staring  wildly 
at  the  speaker.  *^  And  I  have  not  thanked 
him  as  I  should." 

*^  Called  away  on  business  some  hours  earlier 
than  he  expected/'  said  Mrs.  Denham,  taking 
no  notice  of  Rosalind's  hurried  exclamation. 

'^  And  never  trouble  yourself  about  thanking 
him,  Rosa  dear,  I  thanked  him  quite  enough 
for  you  and  me  too — did  not  I  Mrs.  Denham?" 
asked  Mrs.  SewelL 

*^  More  than  enough,*'  replied  that  lady  drily. 
'^  You  had  better  follow  our  advice  and  remain 
where  you  are  to-day." 

^'  Yes  that  you  had,"  chimed  in  Mrs.  SewelL 
"  The  fever  flush  is  all  gone,  and  you  are  faint* 
ing  now ;  you  cannot  even  bear  the  sitting  up 
a  minute.    Dear,  dear  me  !"  she  continued  in 
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great  alanxi|  and  a  greater  fuss^  for  it  was  one 
of  Mrs.  Sewell's  peculiarities  that  the  excess 
of  her  kindness  prevented  her  heing  of  essential 
service  to  those  she  pitied. 

Mrs.  Denham  instead  of  uttering  lamenta- 
tions handed  Rosalind  a  glass  of  water^  which 
was  thankfully  taken. 

"  Settle  yourself  quietly  in  bed — I  will  send 
you  another  composing  draughty  and  I  have  no 
doubt^  with  your  strength  of  mind  and  consti- 
tution^ that  you  will  be  able  to  meet  us  at 
breakfast  to-morrow  free  from  all  agitation/' 
remarked  Mrs.  Denham^  on  seeing  that  the 
fainting  girl  was  rapidly  recovering. 

'*  No  doubt  of  that ;  but  I  would  be  quite 
alone  now/'  said  Rosalind  earnestly^  with  a 
pleading  glance  towards  her  formal  yet  judi- 
cious hostess. 

'^  Right ;  you  must  be  quite  alone^  or  my 
draught  will  fail  to  compose  you ;  and  I  will 
give  strict  injunctions  that  no  reference  shall 
be  made  to  your  late  accident  when  you  rejoin 
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our  party.  Tou  have  suffered  mucb^  but  these 
painful  feelings  will  wear  off  I  trust  in  a  few 
days." 

^  I  trust  they  will,''  answered  Rosalind,  but 
she  did  not  speak  hopefully. 

<'  I  Mrill  sit  with  you,  Rosa  dear.'' 

'^  No,  no,  Mrs.  Sewell ;  my  patient  must  be 
quite  alone — come  with  me." 

Mrs.  Sewell  pleaded,  but  in  vain,  and  after 
kissing  her  young  favorite  departed. 

'*  You  must  exert  all  your  firmness ;  there 
are  prying  eyes  around  and  ready  tongues — I 
would  save  you  if  possible  from  suspicions  that 
would  shock  your  delicacy; — man  mocks  at 
woman's  hopeless  love.  This  is  a  hard  trial, 
and  I  should  not  speak  as  I  do  to  another,  but 
you  are  no  mere  weeping,  love-sick  girl,"  said 
Mrs.  Denham^  on  returning  iirith  the  draught. 
"  Be  firm— control — command  yourself.** 

*•  I  will  endeavour,"  answered  Rosalind  with 
a  deep  sigh,  *'  I  have  not  yet  recovered  from 
my  fright — I  shall  be  stronger  to-morrow— 
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calm — ^proud — ^firm*' — she  added  bitterly,  hurt 
by  Mrs.  Denham's  words  and  demeanour, 
which  though  judicious  if  meant  to  repress  all 
emotion  in  her  hearer  were  not  calculated  to 
win  affection  or  confidence. 

^  May  it  prove  so  !  Good  night.  God  bless 
you  !'^  said  Mrs.  Denham,  stooping  down  and 
imprinting  a  kiss  on  her  cold,  clammy  brow, 
leaving  the  room  before  she  could  reply. 

Had  not  the  voice  faltered  as  she  bade — God 
bless  her?  Was  there  no  tear  on  the  sufferer's 
brow? 

^  I  cannot  comprehend  her,"  said  Rosalind 
to  herself;  and  then  her  thoughts  turned  to- 
wards another. 

He  was  gone — and  she  had  not  thanked 
him.  He  must  think  her  cold,  unfeeling.  They 
might  never  meet  again ;  and  Rosalind  wrung 
her  hands  in  grief.  Then  came  the  thought 
that  it  was  better  that  it  should  be  so*  It  was 
evident  that  he  cared  not  for  her^  or  he  would 
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have  walked  beside  ber  on  tbeir  return  from 
tbecli£ 

Mrs.  Denbam's  injonctions  were  obeyed  by 
alL  Rosalind  entered  tbe  breakfast  room  on 
the  morrow  witb  a  self-possession  that  sadsfied 
even  her  hostess,  and  no  reference  was  made 
by  any  to  the  accident  of  the  preceding  day. 
Anne  too  sufiered  no  relapse,  and  the  health  of 
both  showed  evident  amendment  hour  by 
hour. 

AU  things  went  on  as  they  had  done  before, 
at  least  so  it  appeared  to  the  superficial  ob- 
server; and  yet  the  guests  at  Denham  Park 
b^au  to  find  tbe  fiunily  party  far  more  dull 
than  they  had  done  at  first.  Some  attri- 
buted this  to  the  departure  of  Michael  and 
Wyvill,  whilst  some  asserted  that  neither  Rosa- 
lind nor  Edred  were  in  as  high  spirits  as  oo 
their  arrival;  both  had  bursts  of  giuety»  but  it 
was  no  longer  a  steady  flow  of  cheerfulness ; 
whilst  the  BaQeys  and  Westons  began  to  grow 
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weary  of  each  other,  and  poor  Mrs.  Sewell  be- 
came very  fidgety  and  a  little  cross  at  the  marks 
of  favor  bestowed  on  Edred  by  his  hostess^  and 
Bosalind's  refosal  to  play  her  cards  so  as  to 
cat  him  out,  which  she  might  easily  have  done^ 
according  to  her  aged  firiend,  who  discovered  a 
thousand  nngular  coincidences  in  this  girlish 
obstinacy,  and  impolitic  independence. 

Mrs.  Denham  alone  seemed  unchanged — 
unchangeable;  showing  equal  formality,  and 
equal  politeness  to  all,  save  Edred,  to  whom 
she  vouchsafed  a  greater  cordiality.  In  accord- 
ance with  her  injunctions  to  others  she  nev^ 
once  referred  to  the  past,  even  when  acddent- 
aUy  alone  with  her  young  guest ;  and  Rosalind, 
chilled  by  her  reserve,  rather  avoided  than 
sought  her  society. 


VOL.  in. 
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CHAPTER  III. 


''  How  studious  you  have  become  of  late ! 
Always  alone  in  the  library/'  said  Edred  ap- 
proaching Rosalind,  who  was  seated  near  one 
of  the  windows*  ''  Which  of  the  sciences  are 
you  studying  ?    Can  I  assist  you  ?*' 

^'  I  thought  your  talents  lay  rather  among 
the  arts/'  she  replied  with  significance,  haviog 
been  provoked  by  some  late  insinuations  against 
Michael  and  Rupert — insinuations  so  skilfully 
conveyed  as  to  appear  to  some  of  his  more 
simple  hearers  as  intended  praise. 

"  I  might  make  the  same  retort/'  he  ob- 
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tenredj  ppintiDg  to  the  book  of  prints  that  lay 
beside  her. 

*^  A  retort  being  used  in  chemistry  belongs 
rather  to  the  scieaces/'  she  observed  without 
lodcing  up. 

'^  I  should  consider  it  as  a  part  of  the  art  of 
tormenting." 

'^  Tou  are  brilliant  UKday»  cousin  Edred." 

''  I  should  prefer  being  the  cause  of  brilli- 
ancy in  you." 

''  Very  gallant,  b^t  unhappily  I  am  not  in  a 
mood  to  be  brilUanty  so  for  once  there  will  be 
cause  without  effect." 

^'  But  as  there  cannot  be  an  effect  without  a 
cause,  fisdr  Rosalind,  I  would  know  why  you 
are  not  in  a  mood  to  be  brilliant  ?  and  why  you 
have  been  in  a  mood  to  be  sad  ever  since  the 
wane  of  the  moon  V* 

<^  Ah  1  that. is  it  exactly.  What  a  philoso- 
pher you  are^  cousin  Edred !  This  comes  of 
attending  the  scientific  meetings  at  Edinburgh, 
Dublin,  Bristol,  and  Newcaatle.    The  waning 
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of  the  moon  influences  the  weather — at  least  n 
the  old  women  say — and  three  wet  days  inSb 
dull  companions  would  make  the  most  misduer- 
ous^  meny  monkey^  grave  and  stupid." 

'^  Do  you  liken  yourself  to  a  merry,  misduer- 
ous  monkey,  sweet  coz?" 
^^  When  the  whim  is  in  me/^ 
^^  And  you  count  me  a  dull  companion  ?* 
^'  I  do  not  count  on  you  at  alL" 
^'  Your  wit  is  sharp  this  morning,  cousin*"* 
'^  Then  do  not  dare  its  arrows*" 
'^  It  will  he  dangerous  so  to  do,  for  they  are 
tipped  with  galL^ 

**  Another  great  discoveryi  most  sage  phi- 
losopher !" 

Edred  bit  his  lip,  and  was  silent  for  some 
minutes,  whilst  Rosalind  continued  her  task  of 
drawing  out  a  pattern  for  Mrs.  SewelL 

'^  What  a  firm  and  graceful  touch !  There 
are  some,  who  might  wish  themselves  a  pencO 
to  be  guided  by  that  little  hand.^^ 

''There  are  some  geese  in  the  world  2)^ 
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5 ::.'  ^^^   doubt— ray ;  and  some  foxes  too^  cousin  Edred," 
::  '>^'^  ^'   said  Rosaline^  glancing  at  her  cousin. 
ziii'-^'-^       ti  Is  it  the  act  of  a  goose^  sweet  Rose^  to  seek 
,rp  ^^    Ihe  regard  of  those  we  loye  ?*' 
^'f;i^        <;  It  is  the  act  of  a  fox  to  discourse  on  these 
'  things  only  lor  the  purpose  of  entrapping/' 

::£.'  '''  Entrapping,  Rosalind  V* 

ii' *"^         "  Yea,  entrapping/' 

^^  *' You  wrong  me!  you  will  not  see  how 

i-^'  highly  I  esteem — regard  you.  You  will  not 
ITS.'  believe  that  you  are  to  me  as  the  bright  star 
that  guides — " 
**  And  bewilders  those  whom  it  should  lead 
^>  aright,"  said  Rosalind,  interrupting  him  impa- 
tiently. ^'  There  I  know  all  that  comes  after 
the  bright  star,  you  see.  Do  for  pity's  sake  go 
;  and  say  all  these  pretty  things  to  Maria,  if 
they  must  be  uttered,  and  spare  me  the  inflic- 
tion.'' 

<'  Infliction,  Rosalind  I    Is  this  the  way  you 
receive  the  devotion  of — ^* 

"  Yes,  this  is  the  way  in  which  I  receive  all 
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such  nonsenmcal  flights  of  fim^.  I  told  you 
before  that  I  was  not  in  the  humoiir  for  such 
stuff  this  morning/' 

<'  Stuff!''  exclaimed  Edred  warmly.  ^  Do 
you  can  true  and  disinterested  affection  a  non- 
sensical flight  of  fancy  ?*' 

^  No;  I  utter  no  libels,  and  am  not  given  to 
scandal.  I  only  call  things  by  their  right 
names.  You  can  make  flowety  qpeecfaes  but 
are  incapable  of  a  true,  and  disinterested  affec- 
tion.^ 

'^  I  repeat  you  wrong  me,  Rosalind.  You 
judge  me  hardly,  unjustly/'  exclaimed  Edred 
vehemently,  stirred  to  passion  by  her  contemp- 
tuous disbelief.  ^  I  can  feel  a  true  and  dis- 
interested affection — I  do  feel  it — and  for 
you." 

'*  Do  not  say  so-— do  not  say  sa  I  cannot 
— I  would  not  believe  it,''  said  Rosaliady 
colouring  at  his  impassioned  tone. 

*'  I  do  say  so — it  is  true — too  true :  you 
doubt  me  still.    Hear  me  whilst  I  swear^'' 
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"  Hush !  you  have  enough  to  answer  for 
already ; — do  not  forswear  yourself.^' 

''  Rosalind^  this  incredulity  will  drive  me 
mad !  1  do  love  you — ^love  you  as  I  never  loved 
before — ^as  I  can  love  but  once.  My  fate — my 
character — ^my  very  being  is  in  your  hands — 
hangs  on  your  words.  Guide  me — mould  me 
as  you  will/' 

*^  Excuse  me,  Edred,  but  I  would  rather  be 
Bioulded  than  mould ;  rather  be  guided,  than 
guide.  I  tell  you,  a  third  time,  that  I  am  in  no 
humour  for  these  rhapsodies.  Let  me  pass,'' 
said  Rosalind,'  hoping  by  her  careless  man- 
ner, to  stop  a  conversation  that  was  already 
painful,  and  might  become  still  more  so;  but 
her  words  failed  of  their  purpose,  producing 
instead  a  stronger  and  fiercer  display  of  pas- 
sion. 

<'  No,  Rosalind,  you  shall  not  leave  me  thus,'' 
throwing  himself  on  his  knees  before  her.  ^'  I 
am  not  the  frivolous  being  many  believe  me. 
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^'  I  know  you  are  not«  Edred :  I  should  haTe 
loved  you  better  had  you  been/' 

^'  I  have  strong  feelings — strong  afiectious.'^ 

'*  And  strong  passions. 

"  Trae  nil  a  pity,  pity  lis,  'tis  true." 

said  Rosalind^  closing  the  sentence. 

^*  Tes,  Rosalind :  passions — ^fierce  passions. 
Do  not  rouse  them." 

''  I  am  not  to  be  daunted  by  threats  any 
more  than  cajoled  by  flattery;  and  this  yoa 
who  read  hearts  so  well  should  know,'^  answered 
Rosalind  loftily,  and  with  the  appearance  of 
perfect  self-command,  though  her  heart  quailed 
for  an  instant  at  his  kindling  ire. 

<'  Flatter !  cajole !  oh  !  Rosalind,  how  iU  do 
you  read  my  feelings  at  this  moment !  How 
little  do  you  guess  the  strength  of  the  passion 
that  forces  me  on  to  a  confesaion  of  my  love 
against  my  will.  Yes,  Rosalind;  against  my 
will  I  love  you — and  against  my  will  I  teO  that 
love.    You  doubt  me  still*    What  can  I  say  to 
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convince  you  of  my  deep  devotion?  Have  you 
not  read  it  in  my  every  act  ?  the  softness  of  my 
tone  when  I  addressed  you?  the  lingering  look 
when  I -departed  ?** 

"  I  thought  all  this  assumed  to  serve  a  pur- 
pose/' said  Rosalind^  touched  in  despite  of 
herself. 

"  You  wished  to  believe  so/'  he  observed,  re- 
proachfully. 

'*  Yes,  Edred ;  I  wished  to  believe  so  then— 
I  wish  to  believe  so  now.  Forgive  me  if  my 
mistake  has  caused,  yoa  pain.  Do  not  seek  to 
undeceive  me — let  me  depart.  Forget  1  let  us 
both  forget  the  last  few  minutes/'  said  Rosa- 
lind veiy  gently,  trying  to  disengage  her  dress 
from  his  grasp. 

^^  No,  Rosalind ;  you  may  forget,  but  I 
cannot.  You  may  despise  my  love,  but  you 
should  not  disbelieve  it.'' 

^'  To  do  otherwise  could  bring  no  good  to 
either.  A  union  with  me  would  be  imprudent, 
impolitic.     You  are  in  favour  with  Mrs.  Den- 
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ham — I  am  not  r  you  will  have  laxge  poaaes- 
sions — I  a  dower  of  a  few  hundreds  only.^ 

'^Talk  not  to  me  of  prudence  or  policyi 
Rosalind!  I  think  of  neither  when  I 'look  on 
you/^ — ^he  excbdmed^  with  passionate  vehe- 
mence. ^  Wealth  will  be  worthless  if  you 
share  it  not.  Were  you  the  child  of  beggaiy— 
of  shame — still  would  I  seek  your  hand**' 

'^  You  have  not  always  thought  this»  Edred." 

**  No,  Rosalind,  no.  To  my  shame  I  admit 
that  there  was  a  time  when  I  valued  gold 
above  your  worth:  nay,  I  wrestled  with  the 
growing  love  that  twined  its  bonds  around  me ; 
but  in  vain !  until  at  length  my  haughty  spirit 
learned  to  love  its  bondage.^ 

<*  Must  I  believe  this,  Edred  ?*' 

^  Tou  must !  you  must !  —  for  it  is  true ! 
Doubt  not  the  purity— the  power  of  my  n^ard ! 
Look  steadily  upon  me,  and  believe.'' 

Rosalind  did  look  upon  him,  and  then  tamed 
away  with  a  deep  sigh  and  paling  cheek. 

^^  Alas !  alas !  would  I  pould  disbelieve  you 
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slilL    I  would  not  that  even  you  ihould  bear 
the  pangs  of  hopeless  love/'^ 

^' Not  even  me!  Ob^  Rosalind^  what  words! 
Surelj  you  do  not  hate  me^  as  those  words 
would  say  I  —  you  cannot  triumph  in  my 
pangs  V' 

''Oh !  no:  Qod  knows  I  pity  you/^she  said, 
and  that  so  very  sadly,  that  the  sternest  heart 
must  have  been  moved*. 

^  And  pity,  Rosalind,  may  turn  to  love*. 
May  it  not,  dearest  ?  Give  me  hope,  and  I 
will  wait  upon  your  speech,  and  hang  upon 
your  looks,  as  waits  the  slave  on  him  who 
rules  his  fate.'^ 

''  Think  it  not  I  hope  it  not,  Edred.  I  fitj-y 
but  I  cannot  love  you." 

**  Say  not  that !  I  must  still  hope — ^for  what 
were  life  depnvad  of  hope?  I  will  fufil  your 
wishes  ere  you  speidc  them^— girdle  you  round 
with  such  a  watchfiil  care  and  searching  ten*, 
demess,  that  not  a.  pang  shall  reach  you* 
Time,,  and  my  great  devotion  will  so  win  upon 
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you,  that  you  shall  not  have  the  heart  to  say 
me  nay." 

*'  In  this  time  can  do  nothing.  Pity  is  all 
that  I  can  ever  give.  Let  me  depart ! — a  longer 
interview  can  only  pain  us  both." 

"  Oh  !  go  not  yet.    Stay  but  one  moment ! 
Listen,  I  entreat  you,  to  my  earnest  prayers ! 
If  not  for  me,  yet  for  your  brother,  listen.    The 
day  may  come  when  he  may  need  your  aid, 
and  you  have  not  the  means  to  aid  him.    My 
bride  shall  lavish  gold  with  liberal  hand  on 
those  she  loves :  her  firiends  should  be  my  fiiends 
— ^her  relatives  my  relatives.    Tou  are  moved 
by  my  words.    Think  on  them  well.    Think 
on  the  happiness  of  soothing,  softening  pain — 
cheering  the  pangs  of  hopeless  poverty.     I 
kam  seen  you  weep,  when  powerless  to  help — 
be  mine,  and  this  shall  be  no  more.    Do  not 
believe  that  debt,  your  brother's    only  debt; 
believe  that  he  has  many  such,  and  will  have 
many  more.    A  prison  and  disgrace  await  him 
— you,  iemdyou  only  can  avert  the  evil/' 
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"  I  thank  you  for  this  last  remark — it  warns 
me  not  to  be  deluded  by  your  eloquence/'  said 
Rosalind^  indignantly.  "  What !  is  it  not 
enough  that  you  should  mar  my  brother's  for- 
tunes by  your  subtle  wiles,  but  you  must  pour^ 
into  his  sister's  ear  the  history  of  his  faults 
thinking  to  bend  that  sister  to  your  will  by 
skilful  threats,  weaving  from  out  her  love  the 
cords  to  bind  her  in  a  bitter  bondage  ?'' 

"  I  mar  your  brother's  fortunes?"  ques- 
tioned Edred,  with  a  start. 

"  Yes,  Edred  Cottrell  j  you  mar  my  brother's 
fortunes !  I  said,  and  I  repeat  it.  Tou  would 
look  innocent,  but  I  detect  the  rising  blush. 
Who  placed  that  fatal  letter  in  Mrs.  Denham's 
path  ?  Who  gave  her  reason  to  believe  that 
Michael  Trevor  had  more  debts  ?  Who,  play- 
ing on  his  firank  and  thoughtless  gaiety,  led 
him  to  ^tter  foolish  nothings,  and  then  tor- 
tured these  same  foolish  nothings  into  fit  sub- 
ject for  reproof?  " 

'^  Tou  are  ungenerous   and  unjust ;    and  I 
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might  add  ungntefiil^  Boaalind/'  said  Edred 
vrith  a  flush  of  anger.  ^*  Did  I  not  lend  yotur 
brother  money?** 

**  You  did ;  and  warned  me  in  the  charade 
that  hia  sister  was  expeeted  to  repay  the  debt.*' 

'^  Are  words  uttered  in  jest  to  be  judged 
as  though-  spoken  in  earnest?  Would  you 
have  your  fitness  for  a  wife  judged  of  by  your 
conduct  in  that  same  charade  ?  I  acted  but  in 
character — 1  was  to  play  the  tyrant." 

'^  And  would  fain  play  it  ever.  You  did  it 
very  naturally.*' 

"  It  was  but  in  jest^  Bendes  you  know  my 
wild  and  thoughtless  speech  is  always  bring- 
ing me  into  trouble." 

^^  I  know  that  your  skill  in  words  is  ever 
bringing  others  into  trouble.  Your  speech  is 
neither  wild  nor  thoughtless-^you  said  yourself 
but  lately  that  you  wei^.  not  the  frivolous  being 
many  thought;  and  then  for  once  you  spoke 
the  truth.  But  for  you,  Michael  might  atilL 
have  retained  Mrs*  Denham's  favor." 
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'<  Did  she  teU  you  this?' 

^^  No^  you  hare  sucoeded  in  deluding  her — 
me  you  cannot  delude/' 

''Tou  are  a  hard  and  prejudiced  judge^ 
Rosaliud ;  you  wish  to  believe  me  guilty  and 
therefore  will  not  believe  me  innocent— you 
make  charges  which  you  can  bring  no  proofs 
to  substantiate^  and  yet  give  no  credit  to  my 
denials.  Have  I  not  cause  to  complain  of 
this  ?''  he  questioned,  sorrow  and  anger 
mingling  in  his  tone. 

^  Tou  have  brought  it  on  yourself  by  this 
ungenerous  perseverance/' 

*^  My  humble  pleading  for  your  love — can 
you  call  that  ungenerous  perseverance  ?  Does 
my  disinterested  regard  deserve  no  kinder 
treatment  than  rude  taunts  ?'' 

^'  You  provoked  me  to  these  upbraidings  by 
referring  to  my  brother.  Let  me  go,  lest  I 
pain  you  more.  Tou  cannot  blind  me  by 
your  flattery/' 

*<  Blind  you! — would  that  I  could  couch 
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your  blindness,  then  would  you  see  there  is  no 
feigning  in  my  love.  Nay  go  not  yet — ^linger 
awhile !  you  have  not  heard  the  half  that  I 
could  urge/* 

^'  It  would  be  all  in  vain/'  said  Rosalind 
coldly,  hurt  at  his  pertinacity.  ''  I  cannot — 
will  not  grant  you  more  than  pity.  Press  me 
no  further,  lest  such  pressing  tempt  me  to 
fresh  reproofs  ; — I  would  depart  with  gentle 
words  upon  my  lips.'* 

''  And  gentle  thoughts  within  your  heart  ?— 
say  that  too,  Rosalind.  Reprove  and  taunt  me 
if  you  must — 1  will  bear  all  with  patience,  if 
you  but  give  me. hope,  however  distant.  Will 
years  of  slavish  servitude  obtain  your  love  V 

"  No,  only  my  contempt ; — my  love  can  only 
follow  my  esteem — I  wish  not  to  be  served  by 
slaves.  It  is  useless  to  detain  me  thus,*'  she 
added  resolutely,  ^  paining  yourself  and  pain- 
ing me;  and  forcing  me  to.  tell  you  bitter 
truths.     Be  satisfied — 1  cannot  love  you," 

"And  why  not,  Rosalind?"  he  questioned 
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fiercely^  springing  up  and  looking  keenly  into 
her  face^  whilst  he  laid  his  hand  on  her 
arm. 

**  I  have  told  you  already — my  love  can  only 
follow  my  esteem^**  she  answered  firmly^ 
though  it  required  an  effort  to  maintain  even 
the  show  of  self-possession  so  wrathful  was  his 
gaze. 

'^  Psha  I  Rosalind,  I  am  no  idiot  to  be 
fooled  by  moral  apothegms ;  and  you  should 
know  it.  Why  can  you  not  love  me  ?  Speak 
boldly  out — ^you  who  are  so  fond  of  teUing 
bitter  truths.  What  no  reply  ?  then  I  must 
answer  for  you.  Tou  cannot  love  me  for  you 
love  another*  Ha!  it  is  so;  1  have  guessed 
the  truth/'  he  added,  grasping  her  arm  with 
violence,  and  looking  into  her  half  averted  face 
with  a  mingling  of  jealous  anger,  and  tri- 
umphant malice.  *'  You  would  deny  it,  but  you 
cannot : — ^your  lips  move  but  no  words  come 
forth — you  tremble — ^yourashy  cheek  proclaims 
you  guilty.    And  who   has  stolen  away  the 
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heart  that  I  would  die  to  call  my  own  ?  What 
silent  still?  Is  this  from  shame  or  maidm 
bashfulness.  You  will  not  answer?  then  I 
must.  Turn  not  away^  for  I  would  look  upon 
that  face  and  read  if  1  speak  traty.  You  love — 
and  he  you  love  is  Rupert  Wy viU.  That  £uDt 
sad  cry — that  drooping  face — those  trembling 
limbs  confirm  my  words/^  he  cried  his  veiy 
nostrils  growing  white  with  rage,  even  whilst 
a  glance  of  tdumph  at  her  suffering  shot  fiom 
his  burning  eye.  ^^  Shall  I  proclaim  this  love  ? 
the  love  that  only  follows  on  e6teem*^4he 
love  that  does  not  heed  a  jury's  verdict^  or  the 
contempt  of  honorable  men  ?  Shall  I  tell  all 
of  the  soft  toying  beneath  Balder  CMff  ?^ 
'^  Tell  what  you  will.  Tlie  tongue  can  find  no 
words  to  speak  the  malice  of  that  haut,^  said 
Rosalind  with  a  burst  of  indignation,  flinging 
off  his  grasp^  and  fronting  him  with  a  firm  and 
commanding  air.  The  face  was  pale^  bat  not 
a  limb  shook ;  and  she  quailed  not  beneath  his 
burning  glance.    **  Dare  you  thus  name  that 
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Dame  to  me^  and  in  the  same  breath  speak  of 
juries  and  of  honorable  men  ?  The  shaft  you 
sped  recoils  upon  yourself.  Who  plotted  evil 
by  the  hawthorn  dell  ?  Who  bribed  to  perjury 
then  triumphed  in  the  pang  his  crime  inflicted  ? 
Think  you  I  did  not  know  you?  What 
thoughts  were  in  your  mind  at  Balder  Cliff? 
Your  hands  were  on  the  rope — ^your  rivaPs 
life  depended  on  your  strength ; — a  little 
wavering — a  sudden  weakness — and  he  you 
hated  would  have  crossed  your  path  no 
more.** 

A  rush  of  many  mingled  passions  swept 
over  Iklred's  faccj  leaving  a  cold  and  clammy 
dew  upon  hia  brow — the  hue  of  death  on  lip 
and  cheek. 

"  What  mean  you  ?"  he  gasped  forth ^  stri- 
ving to  rally ;  but  his  voice  was  hollow  and 
his  teeth  chattered, — ''  of  what  would  you 
accuse  me  ?** 

*'  Ask  your  own  hearty  and  pray  for  pardon/* 
answered  Rosalind  solemnly^  shocked  at  the 
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effect  of  her  own  words.  ^^  Let  me  pass/'  she 
added  lofliljr^  as  he  endeavoured  tfi  bar  her 
passage  by  standing  before  her. 

He  drew  back  with  a  shudder,  and  she 
walked  past  him  with  a  stately  air. 

^'  Have,  you  forgotten  the.  lady  at  Drink, 
borne?"  demanded  Edred  Cottrell  with  9k 
fiendish  sneer,  as  Rosalind's,  hand  was  on  the 
lock. 

'^  Noj  nor  the  malignant  skill  of  the  tale 
bearer.  That  lady  is  my  mpst  intimate  friend," 
replied  Rosalind  firmly ;  but  she  stayed  not  to 
hear  further  remark — she  lingered,  not^  to  look 
on  the  speaker. 

A  hollow  mutter — a  murmured  threat  broke 
on  her  ears  as  she  closed  the  door,  and  hurried 
to  her  room. 

When  she  next  met  £dred  he  was  gay  and 
amusing  as  ever ;  polite,  but  not  servilely  so^ 
to  Mrs.  Denhara ;  watchful,  but  not  obtrusive  in 
his  attentions  to  herself.  No  one  could  have 
guessed  from  his  demeanour  the  scene  of  the 
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morning  ;  even  Rosalind  began  almost,  to 
believe  it  a  dream ;  and  then  she  shuddered 
to  think  what  a  depth  of  decepttoa  was 
hid  beneath  that  careless  speech  and  meny 
laugh. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


The  morning  brought  a  letter  for  Rosalind 
from  her  father^  and  a  faintness  came  over  her 
as  she  read  the  contents. 

'<  What  is  the  matter  ?''  asked  Mrs.  Sewell> 
her  attention  having  been  drawn  to  Rosalind's 
agitation  by  a  look  from  her  hostess. 

Rosalind  placed  the  letter  in  her  hand  with 
a  burst  of  tears  that  saved  her  from  fainting. 

Mrs.  Sewell  read  it  with  sundry  express 
sions  of  grief  J  surprise^  and  alarm^  then  handed 
it  to  Mrs.  Denhamy  who  prepared  for  its 
perusal  in  a  methodical  manner^  first  settling^ 
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W  spectales  properly  upon  her  nose^  then 
walking  to  the  window  to  obtain  a  better  lights 
for  the  writing  was  scarcely  legible  from  the 
hurry  and  agitation  of  the  penman/' 

^'  Dear,  dear  me,  what  will  you  do  ?'*  asked 
Mrs.  Sewell,  with  tears  in  her  eyes. 

'^  Return  home  on  the  instant,  of  course/' 
answered  Rosalind,  checking  her  sobs.  ''  Will 
you,  my  dear  Mrs.  Sewell,  beg  your  servant  to 
give  the  requisite  orders,  whilst  I  go  and  pack ; 
and  pray  bid  him  make  all  possible  haste,"  she 
added,  as  she  was  leaving  the  room. 

The  letter  was  from  Captain  Trevor,  saying 
that  her  mother  waa  dangerously  ill,  and  giving 
it  as  his  private  opinion,  that  her  illness,  if  not 
caused,  was  at  least  increased  by  her  anxiety 
for  a  reconciliation  with  Mrs.  Denham. 

Rosalind  would  not  herself  have  put  this 
letter  into  the  hands  of  her  hostess,  and  per- 
haps had  she  been  consulted  on  the  subject,  she 
might  have  objected  to  its  being  done  by 
another ;  but  since  Mrs.  Sewell  had  done  ic  on 
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the  impulse  of  the  moment^  without  con- 
sideration or  consultation,  she  was  not  aorrj 
that  Mrs.  Denham  should  thus  become  ac* 
quaicted  with  the  feelings  of  her  early  friend: 
it  might  soften  her  resentment,  and  lead  to  the 
reunion  so  much  desired  by  the  invalid. 

''  Mrs.  Denham  will  send  her  own  horses 
with  you  to  C-^,  and  my  servant  shall  go  with 
you  the  remainder  of  the  way/'  said  Mrs. 
Sewell,  entering  Rosalind's  room  soon  after. 
^^  But,  dear  child,  why  did  not  you  summon 
my  maid  to  pack  for  you  ?  I  see  you  do  not 
know  what  you  are  about,''  she  added,  catching 
her  young  favorite's  bewildered  look,  and  ob- 
serving that  all  her  dresses  were  scattered 
about  in  wild  confusion/' 

^'  No :  I  do  not  indeed,''  said  Rosalind,  pres- 
sing her  hand  to  her  head  to  stay  the  throbbing 
of  her  temples.  '<  So  many  trials  have  come 
upon  me  lately,  and  I  have  not  been  so  strong 
since  my  illness.  And  then  my  mother^  my 
dear,  dear  mother !  if  she  should  die !  die,  and 
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I  not  see  her.  Oh^  that  I  had  never  come 
here !— never  left  Ivy  Cottage  P'  she  exclaimed^ 
clasping  her  hands  with  a  fresh  burst  of  tears. 
^'  Oh !  but  she  won't  die ; — she  shan't  die, 
dear  child,"  cried  the  kind  hearted  Mrs.  Sewell, 
throwing  her  arms  around  her,  and  mingling 
her  tears  with  hers.  '^  But  here  is  Harmev. 
Let  her  pack  your  clothes,  and  come  to  my 
dressing  room,  for  I  want  to  talk  to  you ;  and 
the  carriage  will  be  ready  in  a  few  minutes/' 

'^  What  did  Mrs.  Denham  say  on  reading  the 
letter?"  asked  Rosalind  abruptly,  when  esta- 
blished in  her  friend's  dressing  room. 

'^  That  is  one  thing  I  wished  to  tell  you.  She 
said  it  was  very  sad,  and  of  course  she  could 
not  hope  to  detain  you  here,  so  her  horses 
should  take  you  to  C.  She  would  have  sent 
her  carriage  and  servant  all  the  way,  if  I  had 
not  had  both  to  offer." 

'^  And  that  was  all  she  said? — ^very  sad^  and 
she  could  not  hope  to  detain  me,"  repeated 
Rosalind  indignantly.    '^  And  not  one  word  of 
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affectionate  regret  for  the  dangat>u8  iUnees  of 
her  earliest  and  once  dearest  friend !—  not  eren 
a  good  ivish — a  commonplace  message  to  soothe 
one  snffering^perhaps  dying !'' 

<*  My  dear^  Bosa,  you  take  up  these  things 
too  warmly — you  judge  so  hastily.  She  said  it 
was  Tery  sad ;  and  she  really  looked  very  pale 
when  she  said  so.  Mrs.  Denham  is  not  like 
me^  my  dear ;  she  does  not  say  all  she  thinks.^ 
^'  No ;  not  at  all  like  you^  dear  Minny. 
Would  that  she  were  P' 

^^  Besides,  dear  child,  she  begs  that  when  you 
have  taken  leave  of  all  the  others  you  will  go 
and  wish  her  good  bye  in  her  study ;  and  then 
I  dare  say  she  will  be  very  kind^  and  send  an 
affectionate  message  to  your  poor,  dear  mother." 
^'  She  may  say  what  she  pleases ;  words  are 
but  words,  and  deserve  litUe  gratitude.  Had 
she  ever  truly  loved  my  mother  I  should  not 
return  alone ;  but  she  cannot  love — it  is  not  in 
her  nature.*' 

"  Pbxhaps  you  will  say  the  same  of  me,  dear 
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Soae^  for  not  g(Hng  back  with  you ;  and  yet  I 
am  sure  I  love  your  mother  and  yourself  too 
very  much/'  aaid  Mrs.  Sewell  in  some  conr 
fiision. 

''That  I  am  sure  you  do,  dear  Minny ;  I  was 
not  thinking  of  you  when  I  spoke.*' 

''  No»  I  am  certain  of  that,  dear  child^  only 
perhaps  it  may  seem  odd,  and  even  unkind — 
yet  it  is  not  unkind.  The  fact  is  I  wished  to 
go  back  with  you  veiy  much,  only  Mrs.  Den* 
ham  appears  so  averse  to  it,  that  it  seems  to  me 

as  if  it  would  be  more  prudent  for  me  to  remain 

here ;  and  then  I  shall  be  at  hand  to  advocate 

your  cause.'' 
"  I  beg,  Mrs.  Sewell,  that  you  will  not  think 

of  advocating  my  cause; — I  have  no  cause," 

answered  Rosalind  warmly.'' 
"  Now,  Rosa,  my  dear  child,  don't  speak  in 

that  way--don'c  look  so  proud/'  said  Mrs. 

Sewell  soothingly,  vexed  and  perplexed  how  to 

please  her  old  friend,  and  her  young  one  too. 

^'  Mrs.  Denham  made  such  a  point  of  my  stay* 

F   3 
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ing  that  I  oould  not  well  go  without  ofiending 
her ;  and  then  she  might  be  angiy  with  you  as 
the  reason;  and  that  would  never  do.  She 
sajs  all  her  other  guests  are  goings  and  then 
she  shall  be  left  all  alone.  Tou  cannot  think 
how  earnest  she  was  for  mj  stay^  or  1  am  sure 
I  should  not  have  yielded.'^ 

^  Oh !  you  did  quite  right.  It  would  be  a 
sad  thing  for  Mrs.  Denham  to  be  left  alone^  as 
she  has  been  left  a  thousand  times  before  with 
a  house  full  of  servants^  and  a  neighbourhood 
fiillof  friends.'^ 

^  Now^  Rosa  dear^  how  can  you  speak  in  that 
proud^  scornful  manner?*'  said  Mrs.  Sewell 
coaxingly.  '^  Tou  know  that  I  mean  no  un* 
kindness — ^you  know  that  I  love  you  and  your 
dear  mother  a  thousand  times  better  than  Mrs. 
Denham ;  and  that  I  only  remain  through  pru- 
dence^  and  a  consideration  for  your  interest. 
Indeed  you  are  neither  just  nor  reasonable." 

^  That  is  very  true^  Minny ;  I  am  neither^ 
and  above  all  very  imgrateful  to  vex  you  with 
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my  proud  remarks/'  cried  the  warm  hearted 
girl,  quite  subdued  by  her  old  friend's  re- 
proaches, and  giving  her  an  affectionate  hug  to 
^pease  her. 

Rosalind's  own  conscience  was  a  witness 
against  her;  she  was  unjust  and  unreasonable, 
for  at  the  very  moment  that  she  was  blaming 
Mrs.  Denham  much  for  detaining  her  old  friend, 
and  that  old  friend  a  little  for  being  detained, 
she  could  not  but  admit  that,  imder  other  cir- 
cumstances, she  would  have  rejoiced  in  this 
detention,  for  Mrs.  Sewell  through  her  excess 
of  kindness  and  deficiency  in  judgment  was 
the  most  fidgetty,  and  at  times  troublesome  of 
nurses. 

^  Ah !  now  you  are  my  own  dear  Rosalind 
again,"  said  the  old  lady  quite  appeased,  re- 
turning the  affectionate  embrace.  "  You  must 
write  tQ  me  every  day — ^mind  every  day.  You 
know  I  never  grudge  postage ;  and  I  shall  be 
unhappy  if  I  do  not  hear  as  often  as  I  can. 
You  promise  me,  Rosalind  ?*' 
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<^  Tes ;  you  shall  hear  eveiy  day.'' 

^And  mind  too  that  should  your  mother 
wish  for  me^  I  will  go  to  her  directly  in  sjuteof 
Mrs.  Denham;  and  should  she  unhappily  get 
w(Nrse  I  will  not  stay  away  another  minute. 
And^  Rose  my  dear^  you  must  not  mind  taking 
fliis  firom  your  old  friend^  to  pay  for  your 
journey — tniyelling  post  is  expensive,''  she 
added,  putting  a  twenty  pound  note  into  Rosa- 
lind's hand,  who  drew  back  with  a  Uush,  then, 
seeing  that  Mrs*  Sewell  was  hurt  at  her  reluc- 
tance to  accept  her  gift,  she  made  no  further 
demur,  but  thanked  her  with  a^  warmth  that 
set  them  both  crying  together. 

The  sound  of  carriage  wheels  precluded  more 
last  speeches,  and  warned  Rosalind  to  tie  on 
he^  bonnet. 

Her  trunks  were  aQ  corded — ^her  general 
adieux  all  pud,  and  Rosalind  stood  with 
swimming  eyes,  and  a  beating  heart  before 
Mrs.  Denham  in  her  study. 

^<  I  am  no  great  talker.  Miss  Tretor;  and 
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if  I  wer€  you  would  not  thank  me  for  detaining 
you  at  the  present  moment  with  a  Iqi^  set 
speech  about  my  regret  to  part  with  you.  To 
yourself  I  fear  your  sojourn  here  has  caused 
more  pain  than  pleasure — it  has  been  a  time  of 
trial  rather  than  enjoyment ;  I  would  it  had 
been  different,  but  I  cannot  control  the  hearts 
of  others — it  is  a  hard  task  enough  to  control 
my  own.'* 

Rosalind  looked  up  in  surprise.  The 
speaker's  tone  was  sad^  and  she  almost  fancied 
that  there  were  traces  of  weeding  on  her 
cheeks  and  tears  in  her  glistening  eyes;  but 
she  made  no  reply^  and  Mrs*  X>enham  con- 
tiuued. 

<*  I  conclude  Mrs.  Stewell  has  told  your  that 
I  diisnadf^  her  from  accompanyix^g  you.  I 
did  not  know  what  your  wishes  were,  but^ 
judging  from  myself  I  thought  that  my  old 
friend  with  i^l  her  kindness  was  not  a  nurse  to 
be  desired  in  a  serious  illpcsst    I  hope  I  have 
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not  done  wrong  in  this — at  least  yon  must 
acquit  us  both  of  intentional  unkindness/' 

^  Indeed  I  do/'  said  Rosalind  wannlj — ^the 
more  wannlj  from  a  consciousness  of  having 
before  judged  her  hostess  harshly  on  this 
point. 

*^  I  trust  so^  Miss  Trevor ;  for  I  should  be 
sorry  if  you  believed  that  I  detained  her  only 
because  I  could  not  bear  to  be  alone  as  I  set 
forth  to  her^  not  liking  to  hint  at  her  being  too 
fiissy  for  a  sick  room.  To  satisfy  and  acquit 
me  to  my  own  conscience,  you  must  engage  to 
write  daily  and  truly  as  she  desires." 

''  I  will  not  fail,  madam ;  you  may  depend 
on  that." 

There  was  a  short,  a  veiy  short  pause,  and 
then  Mrs.  Denham  spoke  again  with  a  little 
embarrassment,  as  her  guest  imagined,  and 
in  a  colder  tone  than  she  had  used  before. 

"  I  hope  you  will  find  Mrs.  Trevor  better 
than  your  letter  has  led  you  to  expect;  but  as 
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ilbess  is  expensive  I  must  beg  you  to  accept 
of  this  trifle  to  procure  luxuries  for  the  invalid ; 
or  if  such  should  not  be  needed  dispose  of  it  as 
you  please.  And  now  I  will  detain  you  no 
longer^  than  to  wish  you  a  safe  and  expeditious 
journey." 

Mrs.  Denham's  draft  for  a  hundred  pounds 
lay  open  in  Rosalind's  hand ;  but  her  fingers 
did  not  close  upon  it^  and  the  tears  stood  in 
her  eyes  restrained  from  falling  by  wounded 
pride  and  disappointed  affection.  She  uttered 
no  words  of  gratitude^  but  there  she  stood, 
fronting  the  giver^  and  gazing  into  her  face 
with  quivering  lips  and  a  flushed  cheek. 

"  You  need  feel  no  scruples  about  taking  it. 
Miss  Trevor,  as  I  intend  making  a  present  to 
all  my  young  relatives  on  their  departure.  If 
I  gave  more  to  your  brother,  if  I  give  more  to 
others — " 

^'  Oh,  madam,  can  you  suppose  me  dis- 
pleased at  your  not  giving  me  more?'     Can 

you  really  understand  me  so  ill  ?^    exclaimed 
f  5 
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Hosalind  indignaiitly^  tbe  tears  whidi  she  had 
BO  longer  the  power  Id  repress  fidling  hat  as 
she  spoke.  ^^Take  bade  your  money^''  she 
added  hcdding  out  the  papei^  ^'  take  it  bade, 
and  know  me  better.** 

"  No^  Miss  TreTor ;  a  gift  cannot  be  re* 
called/*  said  Mrs.  Denham^  speaking  more 
slowly  and  deliberately  even  than  was  her  wont. 

^*  It  can  be  rejected — destroyed/'  answered 
Rosalind  proudly^  attempting  to  tear  the 
paper. 

^  Stop*  P'  said  Mrs.  Denham,  laying  her 
hand  on  her  arm.  ''  That  note  was  given  to 
procure  luxuries  for  your  sick  mother  should  she 
need  them;—- are  you  justified  in  rejecting,  or 
destroying  what  may  contribute  to  the  comfort 
of  another.  The  time  may  come  when  she 
may  need  eyen  necessaries." 

^  Then  I  must  keep  it — ^thank  you  for  the 
gifky  yet  know  that  you  despise  my  meanness 
and  deem  me  mercenary/'  said  Rosalind  with 
a.  drooping  headj  bowed  down  with  shame*. 
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^  I  do  not  deem  you  meroenaiy — I  do  not 
accuse  you  of  meanness*  Will  that  content 
you  ?''  asked  Mrs.  Denham. 

^'  I  will  tell  you  what  will  content  me/' 
cried  Rosalind  with  passionate  eamestnessj 
letting  the  p^per  fall^  as  she  clasped  her  hands 
in  entreaty.  ^^  Take  back  the  money ! — 1  feel 
humbled  by  accepting  it — and  send  instead  a 
message  to  my  mother.  Let  me  bear  her  a 
few  kind  words — a  few  kind  wishes  from  the 
friend  of  her  youth ;  she  would  prize  them 
more  than  all  the  wealth  that  friend  possesses." 

*'  I  hope  Ae  will  lecoyer — ^I  feel  assured 
that  she  will,"  said  Mrs.  Denhain^  turning 
away  firom  the  earnest  pleader^  and  speaking 
very  slowly. 

*^  And  is  that  all  you  wiU  say  to  her  whom^ 
you  loved  in  your  you(h  ?  The  only  message  > 
you  will  send  to  one  sick,  perhaps  dying  ? 
asked  SosaUnd  mournfully. 

<^  1  have  no  more  to  aay^  and.  would  not 
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detain  you  longer/'  answered  Mrs.  Denham 
with  the  same  chilling  deliberation. 

''  I  will  not  distress  jou  by  taj  longer  stay, 
but  rid  you  at  once  of  an  unwelcome  guest/' 
said  Rosalind  proudly.  '^  I  have  to  thank  you 
madam^  for  some  kindness,  which  shall  not  be 
foigotten ;  and  should  you  ever  long  for  the 
soothing  tones  of  affection,  may  they  not  be 
denied  to  you,  as  you  deny  them  to  my  mother. 
Good  morning,  madam/' 

"  My  dear  Rosalind^  pray  do  not  weep  in 
that  wild  way,"  exclaimed  poor  Mrs.  Sew*eU, 
encountering  the  sobbing  girl  as  she  crossed 
the  hall  to  the  carriage  firom  Mrs.  Denham's 
study.  *'  I  am  sure  your  mother  will  soon 
recover — I  feel  a  presentiment  that  she  will." 

''Don't  cry  so,  Rosalind;  whilst  there  is 
hope  there  is  life,  and  one  living  woman  is 
worth  two  dead  men,''  said  Richard  Weston, 
touched  with  pity,  and  trying  to  console  her  in 
a  style  peculiar  to  himself. 
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^'  I  cannot  bear  your  tears — I  cannot  hate 
you  as  you  hate  me.  Shall  I  accompany  you  ? 
Can  I  be  of  any  use  ?"  whispered  Edred 
Cottrell  as  his  cousin  stood  at  the  hall  door^ 
whilst  Richard  was  looking  to  the  safely  of 
the  trunks^  and  Mrs.  Sewell  was  giving  direc- 
tions to  her  servant. 

Uosalind  looked  upon  him  ip  wonder.  Was 
his  sympathy  real  ?  Were  his  offers  of  service 
sincere?  They  were — she  could  not  doubt  it, 
and  there  was  pity  in  her  look  and  tone  as  she 
declined  those  offers.  He  loved — loved  with- 
out hope — and  she  could  feel  for  that,  though 
she  could  not  return  his  regard,  and  deemed 
him  unworthy  of  her  esteem.  Had  she  wished 
for  revenge  it  was  hers.  He  might  have  wealth 
— but  not  happiness. 

^^  The  study  bell  rang^  Rosalind  lingered  a 
moment,  hoping  to  receive  some  message* 
The  servant  brought  her  a  small  packet.  His 
mistress's  compliments,  and  Miss  Trevor  had 
left  it  in  the  study  by  mistake.'' 
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It  was  the  bill  for  a  hundred  pounds  which 
Rosalind  had  left  on  the  fioor^  where  it  had 
fallen^  and  neyer  thought  of  since ;  and  which 
Mrs.  Denham  had  enclosed  and  sent  after  her« 

"  My  compliments  to  Mrs.  Denham^  and  1 
am  much  obliged/^  was  her  answering  message, 
as  a  glance  at  the  packet  told  her  its  contents. 

There  was  no  reason  for  any  further  delay, 
and  the  carriage  drove  off  amid  the  kind 
wishes  of  Mrs.  Sewell,  and  the  two  young 
men  who  had  handed  her  in. 

No  sooner  had  she  passed  through  the 
gates  than  she  gave  way  to  a  wilder  and  more 
passionate  burst  of  grief;  and  it  was  not  till  the 
last  tree  on  the  Denham  domain  had  been  left 
far  behind  that  she  became  sufficiently  calm  to 
note  the  objects  that  met  her  view. 

She  shuddered  on  entering  the  inn*yard 
}vhere  she  had  parted  with  her  father  some 
weeks  before.  Then  she  had  been  free  in 
heart — buoyant  in  spirit — gay  in  mood — ^feeling 
no  grief —and  fearing  none«     What  waa  sb^. 
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now  ?  Bowed  down  with  shame  and  sorrow^ 
bearing  the  burden  of  an  unrequited,  unsought 
love — dreading  a  doting  mother's  loss* 

^<  Oh !  that  I  had  never  gone  to  Denham  V^ 
was  her  thought.  And  yet,  despite  the  warn- 
ing voice  of  prudence  and  of  reason,  she  would 
not  if  she  could  have  obliterated  all  remem* 
brance  of  her  visit  there — she  would  not  if 
she  could  have  forgotten  Rupert*  He  should 
never  guess  her  regard  —  she  had  done  — 
would  do  all  she  could  to  promote  his  hap- 
piness— his  union  with  another ;  butshe  would 
remain  single  for  his  sake. 

And  who  so  cold,  so  rigid,  as  to  mock  at 
the  simple  fancies  of  a  young  and  loving 
heart?  its  lofty  devotion — its  unwavering 
self-sacrifice — may  he  who  mocks,  and  she  who 
jests,  never  be  blessed  with  suoh  a  love  T 

As  the  carriage  approached  Ivy  Cottage,  all 
other  hopes  and  fears  were  forgotten,  and 
Rosalind  thought  only  of  her  mother — leaning 
eagerly  out   of  the  window  to  catch  a  word. 


112  WHO   SHALL  BE    HEIR? 

from  the  villagers  as  she  passed  rapidly  on — ^to 
mark  some  object  that  should  give  sign  of 
amendment.  She  fancied  the  villagers  looked 
sad — she  fancied  the  cottage  and  garden  looked 
dull — mourning  for  the  absence  of  their  mis- 
tress. Her  father  was  not  in  his  study — the 
blinds  were  down  in  the  sick  room — old  Bnino 
did  not  come  to  the  door  to  welcome  her;  and 
her  heart  died  within  her. 

^^  My  mother  ?V  she  gasped^  unable  to 
utter  more. 

*^  Better,  Miss  Rosa/'  said  the  maid,  with 
an  encouraging  smile. 

^^  Thank  heaven  T'  cried  the  overjoyed 
Rosalind;  and  the  next  moment  she  was 
weeping  in  Captain  Trevor's  arms,  who  had 
hurried  down  to  receive  her. 

The  sufferings  of  the  last  few  days  had  been 
too  much  for  her,  and  it  was  some  time  ere  she 
was  sufficiently  recovered  to  question  and 
answer  with  any  tolerable  degree  of  calm- 
ness. 


^  *• 
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^  Mrs.  Trevor  was  better.  The  crisis  of  her 
disorder  had  passed^  but  her  amendment  was 
very  slow ;  and  it  was  months  before  she  could 
wander  in  the  garden^  or  even  leave  the  house. 
In  answer  to  her  eager  inquiries  as  to  how 
Mrs.  Denham  had  borne  the  account  of  her 
illness^  and  what  were  the  feelings  which  she 
entertained  towards  her^  Rosalind^  anxious  to 
spare  her  mother  all  needless  pain^  reported 
only  the  more  friendly  part  of  their  conversa* 
tion  in  the  study^  and  on  this  her  daughter 
saw^  with  vexation^  that  she  built  strong  hopes 
of  a  future  reconciliation  —  hopes  strengthened 
by  Mrs.  Sewell's  letters,  who  was  in  the  habit 
of  believing  all  she  wished,  and  saying  what 
she  thought  would  please  those  to  whom  she 
wrote ;  and  that  not  from  any  absolute  intention 
to  deceive,  but  only  from  her  exceeding  kind- 
ness  of  heart.  Mrs.  Denham's  gift  to  Rosalind 
was  a  proof  of  good  will  that  spoke  for  itself, 
and  could  not  be  argued  away;  and  Mrs. 
Trevor  looked  for  further  marks  of  friendship 
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till  even  she  had  become  almost  a  bankrupt  in 
hope. 

Without  entering  on  painful  explanations 
and  recounting  all  that  had  passed  between 
Mr8«  Denham  and  herself^  relative  to  Michael 
and  Rupert,  which  she  did  not  consider  herself 
justified  in  doing,  Rosalind  saw  the  impos^ 
sibility  of  making  her  mother  comprehend  the 
complete  estrangement  of  the  friend  of  her 
youth ;  so  she  had  no  alternative  but  to  allow 
her  to  indulge  in  happy  dreams,  which  could 
never  be  realised  —  her  very  delicate  health 
rendering  any  agitation  or  sudden  disa^^KMnt* 
ment  dangerous. 

Captain  Trevor  comprehended  the  state  of 
the  case  from  his  daughter's  manner,  but 
agreed  with  Rosalind  that  it  was  better  not 
to  undeceive  his  wife  on  a  point  in  which  her 
heart  was  so  much  interested.  Time  would 
gradually  show  her  the  fallacy  of  such  ex* 
pectations;  and  to  time,  therefore,  was  the 
task  committed. 
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Mrs.  Denham  had  said  truly  that  illness  was 
expensive,  very  expensive,  especially  such  a 
protracted  illness  as  Mrs*  Trevor's,  where 
luxuries  were  required  to  tempt  the  &iling 
appetite,  and  strengthen  the  enfeebled  frame ; 
and  as  Rosalind  marked  the  effect  of  the  deli« 
cacies  supplied  by  Mrs*  Denham^s  gift,  she 
learnt  to  feel  more  grateful  to  the  donor. 

Winter  came,  but  brought  with  it  little 
ehange.  Mrs.  Trevor  continued  very  delicate, 
and  Rosalind,  though  ever  cheerful  when  with 
the  invalid^  grew  thin  and  pale — so  thin  and 
pale  that  her  parents  became  alarmed,  fearing 
that  anxiety  and  a  too  great  confinement  to  the 
sick  room  were  injuring  her  health.  They 
urged  her  to  visit  some  friends  and  try  change 
of  air;  but  the  idea  of  quitting  Ivy  Cottage, 
or  even  mingling  in  the  society  round  appeared 
so  painful  that  they  gave  up  the  point,  rather 
than  distress  her  by  insisting  on  it* 

She  admitted  that  she  looked  ill,  though  not 
as  ill  as  they  asserted,  and  allowed  that  she  had 
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never  quite  recovered  from  the  effects  of  her 
indisposition  at  Denham,  subsequent  fright  at 
Balder  Cliffs,  and  the  succeeding  anxiety  for 
her  mother ;  but  persisted  that  she  was  getting 
better  every  day,  and  that  when  spring  really 
came  she  should  be  as  blooming  as  ever. 

Fresh  air  and  country  walks  would  set  her 
up  again — and  where  was  there  such  good  air, 
or  such  pretty  walks  as  round  lyy  Cottage? 
She  could  enjoy  neither  change  of  scene  iior 
society  till  her  mother  was  restored  to  health ; 
and  if  away  from  her  should  only  grow  thinner 
and  paler,  so  they  must  let  her  have  her  own 
way  for  once,  and  then  like  a.  butterfly  she 
should  come  out  aU  beauty  in  summer." 

"  Let  you  have  your  own  way  for  once, 
Rosalind  ?  I  fear  we  let  you  have  it  too  often," 
said  her  father  with  a  melancholy  shake  of  the 
head ;  for  he  could  not  but  fancy  her  spirits 
forced,  and  doubted  her  renovation  with  the 
spring. 

^^  I  will  never  assent  to  that,  my  very  des- 
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potically  inclined  papa.  Better — ^far  better! 
if  you  had  allowed  me  to  have  my  way  before, 
and  not  sent  me  to  Denham  Park/' 

"Why,  what  great  evil  befel  you  there?" 
asked  both  parents  at  once,  struck  with  her 
tone. 

"  Then  dear  mamma  might  not  have  been 
ill — and  old  Bruno  might  not  have  died — and 
my  favorite  rose-bush  might  not  have  been 
blown  down — and  the  old  turkey-cock  might 
not  have  been  broken  its  leg,  nor  Goody 
Rutter^s  blind  mare  fallen  into  the  quarry,  as 
she  assured  me  two  days  ago,''  answered 
Rosalind  gaily,  humming  a  merry  tune  as  she 
quitted  the  room. 

It  was  ^impossible  not  to  smile  at  the  odd 
medley  of  mischances  occasioned  by  Rosalind's 
absence,  but  Captain  Trevor's  smile  was  suc- 
ceeded by  another  melancholy  shake  of  the 
head;  he  feared  to  distress  his  wife  in  her 
delicate  state,  but  the  conviction  grew  upon 
him  that  there  was  some  other  cause  for  the 
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change  in  his  child^  than  she  choose  to  name. 
As  she  showed  such  a  great  disinclination  to 
be  questioned  on  the  subject  howeyer^  perhaps 
it  would  be  better  to  indulge  her,  as  he  was 
sure  he  could  trust  to  her  good  sense  and  firm- 
ness ;  if  he  could  aid  her,  he  knew  she  would 
apply  to  him  for  aid ; — so  Rosalind  was  allowed 
to  remain  quiet  at  home,  and  8adly>  very  sadly 
passed  the  winter. 

Now  first  she  really  understood  the  incon- 
stancy of  human  happiness.  The  ills  of  life 
were  crowding  round  her — the  pains  and 
penalties  of  womanhood  besetting  her.  Michael 
was  always  a  bad  correspondent — ^Mrs.  SeweU 
was  nursing  a  sick  relative  in  the  south  of 
France ;  besides,  as  we  have  said  before,  she 
never  wrote  what  her  friends  most  wished  to 
hear ;  and  Anne  was  discouraged  from  writing 
by  Mrs.  Weston,  who  grudged  the  postage  of 
all  letters  not  likely  to  advance  the  interest  of 
herself  or  children,  so  Rosalind's  information 
as  to  the  howabouts  and    whereabouts -*the 
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comiiigs  and  goings  of  her  young  cousins^  and 
the  rest  of  the  family  party  assembled  at 
Denham  had  been  Very  scanty. 

Maria  was  wooed  by  a  Baronet  of  middling 
fortune  with  whom  by  her  mother's  desire^  she 
played  fast  and  loose  till  the  sentiments  of  a 
rich  old  Earl,  who  seemed  much  struck  with 
her  beauty  could  be  ascertained. 

Terry  Weston  had  some  idea  of  bestowing 
himself  with  stock  and  whiskers  on  a  city 
heiress,  whose  ideas  did  not  outnumber  his 
own;  whilst  his  brother  Richard,  notwith- 
standing his  boasted  acuteness,  had  been 
taken  in  by  some  gentlemen  sharpers. 

Mrs.  Bailey  was  as  good  natured  as  usual, 
and  her  daughters  giggled  and  flirted  as  before, 
at  least  so  wrote  Anne  in  one  of  the  very  few 
letters  received  by  Rosalind.  Of  Rupert 
Wyvill  nothing  was  said;  but  Edred  Cot- 
trell*s  proceedings  were  minutely  detailed, 
owing  to  the  fancy  of  the  amiable  writer,  that 
his  proceedings  were  more  interesting  to  Rosa- 
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lind  than  those  of  others.  He  was  a  ficquent 
visitor  at  Denham^  much  consulted  by  its  mis- 
tress, and  ever  a  welcome  and  favored  guest. 

Rosalind  laid  down  the  letter  with  a  sigh ; 
then  starting  from  a  reverie  into  which  she 
had  been  thrown  by  its  contents,  she  busied 
herself  in  cutting  out  some  work  for  the  village 
school  children.  There  were  subjects  on  which 
she  dared  not  allow  her  mind  to  dwell,  and 
many  remarked,  with  admiration,  the  activity 
and  industry  of  Rosalind  Trevor,  Uttle  guessing 
the  wearing  grief  that  lay  beneath. 

Susan  Wray  was  a  worse  correspondent 
than  any  of  her  other  friends.  It  was  many 
months  since  Rosalind  had  heard  from  her ;  and 
to  write  and  scold  was  impossible,  as  she  did 
not  know  her  direction. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


Thb  8I10W8  of  winter  melted  away  beneath  the 
cheering  beams  of  a  Februarjr  sun^  and  the 
crocuses  and  snow-drops  were  peeping  forth 
when  Michael  unexpectedly  made  his  ap- 
pearance at  Ivy  Cotti^^  to  the  great  delight  of 
ita  inmates. 

^'  He  could  not  stay  many  days,  so  they 
must  pet  him  accordingly.  He  was  rejoiced  to 
see  Ms  mother  looking  so  much  better  than  he 
had  dared  to  hope,  and  trusted  his  presence 
wonld  qoite  restore  her." 

VOL.  III.  a 
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The  fond  mother  smiled  on  her  handsome, 
good  tempered  son^  and  declared  herself  ahreadj 
improved  in  health  by  his  mere  arrivaL 

But  of  all  at  Ivy  Cottage  none  were  so  much 
delighted  as  Rosalind  at  her  brother^s  coming. 
Alas !  that  we  so  little  know  at  what  to  rejoice^ 
and  at  what  to  mourn. 

'^  What  a  dear  creature  you  are,  Michael,  to 
come  all  the  way  out  of — shire,  to  see  us  only 
for  a  few  days,  ^^  said  Rosalind,  caressingly, 
twining  her  arm  within  her  brother's,  as  they 
set  off  for  a  walk  on  the  succeeding  day. 

^^  Perhaps  not  quite  as  good  and  disinterested 
as  you  imagine,''  answered  Michael^  with  some 
embarrassment. 

'^  I  did  not  laud  you  for  being  disinterested, 
Michael,  hoping  that  you  have  as  much  plea- 
sure in  seeing  us,  as  we  have  in  seeing  you." 

'*  I  ^ught  to  have,  Rosalind,  for  you  are  a 
dear,  good  soul;  but  the  truth  is,  I  am  come  to 
coax  you  to  do  me  a  most  essential  service" 

<<  Coax,  Mike ! — I  thought  it  was  only  we 
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weaky  fiivokua  women  who  coaxed^  and  that 
you  grand^  sturdy,  reasonable  men,  always 
commanded — particularly  wives  and  sisters." 

^^  Why,  Rose,  you  are  getting  your  old  spirits 
again ;  and  becanse  Rupert  Wyvill  is  not  here 
to  tilt  with  breaking  a  lance  on  me.  It  is  very 
pleasant  to  command  —  there  is  no  doubt  of 
that — but  it  isseldom  the  lot  of  a  poor  subaltern, 
who  must  submit  to  be  drilled  by  circum- 
stances; besides,  you  have  none  of  the  ele* 
ments  of  slavery  in  your  composition,  and 
might  rebel,  so  I  must  employ  coaxings  willy 
nilly.'^ 

'*  Oh !  by  all  means,  now  that  you  have  given 
reasons  for  so  doing : — gentlemen  never  do  any 
thing  without  good  and  suiCcient  reasons — at 
least  so  you  say.^ 

'<  I  must  get  you  a  husband  to  tame  you,'^ 
said  her  brother  laughingly ;  ^^  you  are  a  wild 
colt  stiU.'' 

''  Nay,  nay,  dear  Mike,  no  need  of  taming 
me;  it  has  been  a  sad,  sad  winter,  and  even 

o  3 
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now  my  amiks  are  ftint  and  chill  as  a  Decem- 
ber sunbeam  glading  across  a  trackless  snow. 
There  is  no  warmth  in  my  gaiety  as  in  days 
past — it  has  little  power  to  cheer  myself  or 
others.  But  let  that  pass  !'^  she  added  in  a 
less  melancholy  tone.  ^'What  can  I  do  to 
please  you?^' 

'^  What  you  offered  to  do  for  me  before,  my 
dear,  kind  sister^— namely,  lend  me  your  god- 
mother's l^;acy.'' 

'*  Oh  !  Michael,  you  have  not  run  into  debt 
again  ?"  exdaimed  Rosalind,  in  alarm.  ^  Do 
not  tell  me  that !" 

^^  Don't  be  silly.  Rose,  and  make  a  fuss 
about  nothing.  It  is  all  vastly  fine  for  people 
rolling  in  riches  like  Mrs.  Denham  to  preach 
about  keeping  within  yonr  income,  but  when  a 
a  poor  unhappy  wretch  has  no  income  to  live 
upon,  what  is  he  to  do?  EJimivivre — let 
the  learned  judge  dispute  the  point  as  long  as 
he  will  with  the  unlearned  thief/* 

^Kb  income,  dear  Michael!  what  do  you 
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mean  ?  When  papa  bought  your  commis- 
sion^  he  reckoned  that^  with  economy^  you 
could  live  very  comfortably  on  your  pay  and 
yearly  allowance ;  and  you  then  said  the 
8ame." 

*'  Poohf  Rose ;  I  did  not  know  any  thing  of 
life  then,  and  so  could  be  no  judge.  There 
may  be  a  few  people  who  have  a  talent 
for  economy,  and  living  comfortably  on  no- 
thing, but  unhappily  I  am  not  one  of  that  few  ;* 
and  what  is  more,  if  report  speaks  true.  Cap- 
tain Trevor  had  no  such  talent  in  his  youth, 
though  he  forgets  all  this  now  that  he  is  grown 
old." 

'^  But  to  spend  more  than  you  have  —  to 
incur  debts  which  yon  may  never  be  able  to 
pay !  Indeed,  indeed,  Michael,  it  is  not  ho- 
nourable/' said  his  sister,  earnestly. 

<*  I  never  expected  to  hear  Rosalind  Trevor 
brand  her  brother  with  dishonour,"  exclaimed 
Michael,  reddening  with  anger  and  vexation* 

'^  Oh,  Michael !  I  did  not  mean  that — ^you 
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know  I  did  noV^  cried  tlie  affectionate  girl  with 
tears  in  her  eyes,  clinging  to  the  arm  which  he 
endeavoured  to  withdraw. 

^'  Then  I  do  not  know  what  yon  did  mean^ 
Rosalind^  not  being  skilled  in  delicate  defini- 
tions; but  if  you  do  not  choose  to  lend  me  the 
money  say  so,  and  there  is  an  end  of  it — only 
do  pray  spare  me  a  lecture.^ 

*^  Had  all  the  world  asserted  that  you  would 
ever  be  unkind,  I  would  not  have  believed 
them/'  said  Rosalind  very  sadly,  Mrs.  Den- 
ham's  warning  striking  with  painful  force  upon 
her  mind. 

^^  Do  not  think  me  unkind,  my  own  dear 
sister;  I  can  never  be  so  to  you,^'  replied  her 
brother  subdued  by  her  gentle  reproach^  and 
kissing  away  her  tears.  ''  I  am  a  downright 
brute  to  say  any  thing  harsh  to  yon.  Rose ;  but 
the  truth  is,  I  am  driven  half  mad  by  duns, 
and  if  you  will  not  assist  me  I  shall  be  in  gaol 
within  three  weeks;  and  then — hey  for  my 
promotion !" 
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^'  And  70U  see  all  these  consequences,  Mi- 
chael,  and  yet — *' 

'^  Tes  I  see  them  all  so  you  need  not  remind 
me  of  them,"  said  her  brother,  stopping  her 
words  with  another  kiss.  ^'  I  know  all  you 
would  urge — I  feel  all  you  would  hare  me  feel. 
Do  not  encrease  my  pangs  by  reproaches — 
spare  me  those  and  I  will  strive  to  be  all  you 
wish  for  the  future." 

'^  Tou  know  that  I  would  do  any  thing  to 
serve  you,"  said  Rosalind  affectionately,  and 
yet  she  sighed,  for  her  penetration  made  her 
doubt  his  present  penitence,  or  future  self- 
denial. 

"  All  you  can  to  serve  me?"  questioned  her 
brother,  looking  anxiously  into  her  face. 

"  Do  not  doubt  me,  dear  Michael.  Where 
is  the  delight  of  having  money  if  not  to  make 
those  happy  whom  we  love  ?  But  do  you  need 
all  the  legacy  ? " 

^'  What  have  you  a  kelle  debt  of  your  own 
for  satins,  and  silks,  ar  d  feathers  and  flowers  ?" 
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asked  her  brother  arcUj,  ^  Ah^  Rose !  Rose ! 
And  this  after  lecturing  me/^  he  added  holding 
up  his  finger  in  rebuke. 

^'  I  have  no  debts  but  those  of  affection/^ 
answered  Rosalind  gravely,  hurt  at  his  sus- 
picions. ^'  As  you  know,  Mrs.  Denham's  hun- 
dred pounds  has  been  already  expended  on 
account  of  my  dear  mothei^s  illnesai,  and  I  in- 
tended when  I  came  into  my  little  fortune  to 
present  her  and  papawithtwo  very  comfortable 
easy  chairs.  Can  you  not  leave  me  enough 
for  that,  Michael  ?" 

*'  You  are  an  angel,  Rosalind !  Would  that 
I  resembled  youP'  ezdaimed  her  brother, 
touched  and  shamed  by  her  words.  ^  Tou  are 
always  thinking  of  others — never  of  yourael£" 

^  Ah !  Michael ;  yon  cannot  read  my  heart 
or  you  would  not  say  so/^  answered  his  sister 
blushing  at  his  praise.  ^  ^d  donH  talk  non- 
sense about  angels — that  is  only  what  ailly  boys 
say  to  silly  girb.  Tell  me  how  much  youreally 
want?'* 
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^  All,  Rosalind ! — more  if  you  had  it ; — I  do 
not  deserve  such  a  sister*  But  I  hope  soon  to* 
be  able  to  repay  it ;— a  friend  is  to  put  me  in 
the  way  of  becoming  rich,  and,  at  any  rate,  you 
shall  have  enough  for  the  two  chairs  by  the 
time  you  come  of  age.  I  am  ashamed  to  take* 
the  money,  but  my  difficulties  are  so  great  that 
I  cannot  do  without  it,''  he  said,  trying  to  ex- 
cuse himself  to  himself— bo  difficult  task  tot 
one,  who  judged  all  lenientty,  and  himself  mdre 
leniently  than  any.''' 

'^  Do  not  imagine  that  1  wi^h  to  retain  th& 
money,  dear  Michael ;  you  are  welcome  to  it,. 
quite  welcome ;  but  if  you  have  other  debts  I 
fear  this  will  be  only  a  temporary  relief,  and  I 
have  no  more  to  give."* 

^*  I  know  that>  dear  Bose.  That  formal|, 
prosy  old  woman  should  leave  you  her  pro« 
perty, for  you  deserve  it;  and  she  ought  to 
hare  given  you  as  much  aa^she  gave  me,  though 
to  be  sure  you  never  would  play  civil  to. her,, 
and  with  all  her  pretence  she  Ukes.  to  be; 
G  5. 
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courted  and  flattered  as  well  as  otber  people ; 
and  what  is  more  she  is  as  proud  as  the  old 
gentleman  himself;  and  as  imfoigiving  too,  or 
she  would  be  reconciled  to  my  mother;  but  it 
is  of  no  use  to  talk  of  these  things.  I  can  put 
off  my  other  creditors^  and  it  is  something  to 
gun  time  ; — a  trump  may  turn  up — I  may 
marry  an  heiress.  What  would  you  say  to  a 
very  rich  sister  in  law?^' 

^^  I  should  most  gladly  welcome  an  amiable 
one^  nvith  a  moderate  fortune/*  answo^d 
Rosalind  gravely. 

'^  Oh  !  of  course  she  would  be  amiable — all 
heiresses  are.  But  let  us  settle  about  your 
^S^cj/^  he  continued,  as  if  to  change  the  con- 
versation. '<  Will  you  sign  a  paper  engaging 
to  pay  over  the  money  to  me  immediately  on 
your  coming  of  age  ?" 

^^  I  will  do  any  thing  you  wish  ;  but  you 
seemed  to  think  at  Denham  that  there  would 
be  great  difficulty  in  obtaining  an  advance  on 
such  a  paper.'^ 
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'^  Trtie  ;  but  I  did  not  then  know  so  well  how 
to  manage  these  things.  I  will  ask  Lennard 
about  it  for  his  father  kept  him  so  short  for 
years  before  his  deaths  that  he  was  obliged  to 
applj  to  some  accommodating  money  lenders/' 

^'  Had  not  you  better  apply  to  some  one 
else?  I  doubt  his  being  very  acute  in  these 
matters.  Besides^  I  do  not  exactly  wish 
him  to  become  the  depositary  of  our  family 
secrets.'^ 

^  Oh !  he  is  acute  enough  for  that.  And 
why  do  you  object  to  his  being  instructed  in 
our  funily  proceedings  ?' 

*^  I  do  not  exactly  know^*'  answered  Rosa- 
land  colouring. 

''  Anglice,  you  do  not  exactly  choose  to  tell, 
my  pret^  sister.  Would  you  rather  that  I 
should  consult  Edred  Cottrell  ?'' 

^  No^  no  ;  I  hope  you  tell  him  no&mg,'^ 
observed  Rosalind  quickly  in  answer  to  his 
mischievous  look. 
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^  Why  not?  He  teUa  me  a  great  deal^  sweet 
Rose." 

^'  And  what  does  he  teU  you  ?"  asked  Bosa- 
lind  proudly. 

^^  He  tells  me  that  he  loves  a  sister  (^ mine; 
the  most  generous  and  affectionate^  yet  un- 
accountable of  human  beings.'^ 

*^  It  would  show  more  delicacy  if  he  said  no 
such  thing.'^ 

'^  Umph  !  Some  people  have  odd  notions 
of  delicacy^,  Tou  need  not  look  so  lofty — ^he 
did  not  say  tibat  you  loved  him." 

"  He  would  have  uttered  a  falsehood  if  he 
had.'* 

^'  But  what  if  he  hopes  that  you  may  at 
some  future  time  ?^* 

''  Convince  him  that  his  hopes  can  never  be 
fulfilled.  He  should  know  this — I  told  him  so 
too  plainly  to  be  misunderstood.'^ 

''  l*hen  you  teally  refused  hitn  in  right 
earnest^  after  making  me  believe  that  you  were 
ajbtached  to  him?*' 
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^*  I  do  not  know  what  you  mean  by  making 
you  believe  that  I  was  attached  to  him  $  I  never 
told  you  8o^  on  the  contrary^  you  know  how 
vexed  I  was  at  your  borrowing  money  from 
him/* 

^'  I  took  that  for  squeamishness — a  girlish 
fimcy  not  to  be  obliged  to  your  lover.  Tou 
were  always  talkiiig  and  la»ghing  wUh  him." 

'*  Tou  would  be  more  correct,  if  you  said  that 
he  was  always  talking  and  laughing  with  me ; 
besides^  I  never  heard  that  talking  and  laughing 
were  proofs  of  love/' 

^'  Perhaps  not ;  but  blushing  is,  and  you  are 
like — 

"  A  red,  red  rote  thai^i  newly  sprung  in  June/* 

"  I  colour  from  vexation.^  • 

^  I  cannot  see  any  s^ch  great  cause  for 
vexation  in  being  bved  by  Edred  Cottrell* 
young,  handsome,  clever,  amiable,  and  besides 
hia  present  income,  pretty  certain  of  coming 
in  for  Denham.  You  cauAot  doubt  the  strength. 
of  bis  afifectipp/' 
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''  I  wish  I  could ;  I  would  spare  even  him 
the  pang  of  loving  hopelessly." 

^'  That  you  can  easily  do  by  returning  his 
regard." 

««  Never,"  cried  Rosalind,  resolutely. 

**  Aye,  you  are  just  like  others  of  your  sex ; 
so  tender-hearted  in  words,  so  hard-hearted  in 
acts.  It  is  very  provoking,  for  it  would  be 
a  capital  match  for  you,  and  then  you  might 
assist  your  brother,  as  he  is  a  fine,  generous 
fellow,  and  always  ready  to  serve  me/' 

Rosalind  shuddered*  Assist  your  brother? 
— such  had  been  Edred's  own  words.  Was  he 
twining  his  toils  around  her  ?  Would  he  leave 
her  no  means  of  escape  ?  Would  he  ensnare 
her  through  her  purest  affections. 

'<  What  can  you  bring  against  him  ?**  asked 
her  brother,  finding  that  she  made  no 
reply. 

'^  A  thousand  things :—  there  is  scarcely  a 
crime  of  which  I  do  not  believe  him  capable, 
if  its  commission  could  advance  his  interests. 
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and  be  hid  from  the  wcnrld :  I  would  rather  be 
in  my  grave  than  wed  Edward  Cottrell.'' 

'^Tou  speak  strongly^  Rosalind/'  observed 
her  brother^  startled  by  her  vehemence. 

'^  Not  more  strongly  than  I  feel ;  bat^  answer 
me^  Michael,  and  answer  me  truly,  have 
you  borrowed  money  of  Edred  ?'^ 

^'  I  am  not  in  the  habit  of  uttering  false* 
hoods,  Rosalind,  that  you  need  adjure  me  to 
answer  truly.  It  was  nonsense  your  making  me 
promise  not  to  borrow  money  of  him ;  but  I 
have  kept  my  word.'' 

^*  Thank  heaven  I"  exclaimed  Rosalind,  fer- 
vently. 

*'  Tou  are  exceedingly  thankful  for  nothing, 
in  my  opinion.  Better  borrow  of  him  than  of 
others  who  require  usurious  interest ;  but  it  is 
of  no  use  arguing  the  point  with  you ;  when  a 
woman  once. takes  a  fancy  into  her  head,  there 
is  no  reasoning  her  out  of  it.  This  silly 
fancy  is  very  provoking,  nevertheless ;  for,  as  I 
said  before,  he  is  a  fine  fellow,  and  inclined  to 
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show  me  every  kindness.  I  have  seen  a  great 
deal  of  him  lately,  and  he  has  introduced  me  to 
some  monstrous  agreeable  companions." 

"  Distrust  him — shun  him — he  will  show 
you  kindness  from  no    good  motive ;''    said 
Rosalind  earnestly,  turning  very  pale. 

''  Nonsense,  Rose,  you  behold  him  with 
jaundiced  eyes ;  though  why  I  cannot  conceive 
for  'young  girls  ai'e  not  wont  to  consider  love 
to  themselves  an  unpardonable  crime.  He  and 
bis  friends  are  very  pleasant  associates." 

"  Are  his  friends  such  as  I  should  approve 
of  ?^'  asked  Rosalind  eagerly. 

''  Such  as  you  would  approve  of!"  repeated 
her  brother  laughing : — '*  Why,  no  one  stands 
muster  with  you  who  is  not  fitted  to  be  teacher 
in  a  Sunday-school.  Enough  for  me  that  I 
have  spent  the  last  fortnight  very  pleasantly 
with  them  in  town.'' 

^  In  town,  Michael !  I  thought  you  came 
direct  from  — shire.** 

^'  1  was.  obliged  to  stay  some  days  in  town 
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on  business'^  replied  her  brother^  in  confusion^ 
striking  at  a  thistle  with  his  switch  as  be 
spoke. 

''  Business^"  repeated  the  startled  Rosalind : 
— "  I  do  not  like  the  word." 

''Women  never  do  —  they  cannot  under- 
stand it^  and  therefore  they  dislike  it.'' 

''  Staying  in  town  is  very  expensive/'  re- 
remarked  his  sister^  after  a  pause. 

^  Tes,  but  business — ^military  business  must 
be  attended  to/' 

Rosalind  sighed :  she  wished  to  believe  him^ 
and  yet  she  could  not  help  remarkiDg  his  con- 
fusion at  her  observations^  and  remembering 
that  he  had  given  his  parents  cause  to  under- 
stand that  he  was  come  direct  from  his  regi- 
ment in  1  ■  ■  shire. 

^^  I  wish  I  had  known  your  opinion  of  Edred 
earlier^  for  young  Ridgeway  was  amazingly 
struck^  and  I  am  sure  would  have  fallen  deeply 
in  love  with  you  if  I  had  not  hinted  your  at- 
tachment to  Cottrell  I  and  as  things  have  turned 
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oat,  he  would  have  been  nearly  as  good  amatdi 
for  you*" 

''  Are  you  so  tired  of  your  sister  that  you 
wish  to  get  rid  of  her  ?**  asked  Rosalind  re- 
proachfully. 

'*  No,  Rose :  but  I  wish  to  see  you  in  a 
station  better  fitting  your  beauty  and  talaits.'^ 

^  I  am  in  the  station  in  which  it  has  pleased 
Heaven  to  place  me — ^let  that  suffice ;  and  I 
must  entreat  you  not  to  play  match  maker. 
If  you  persist,  I  give  fair  notice  that  I  will  do 
all  in  my  power  to  thwart  your  plans.^ 

^  That  1  can  beUeve,  for  in  some  things  you 
are  nearly  as  proud  and  particular  as  Mra, 
Denham  herself^  so  I  shall  be  secret  as  the 
grave  in  my  plots.  Ridgeway  is  out  of  the 
question  now,  for,  despairing  of  you,  he  is  pay- 
ing his  devoirs  to  another/' 

<'  I  am  rejoiced  to  hear  it.** 

'^  The  greater  simpleton  you,  sweet  sister ; 
you  may  go  further  and  &re  worse ;  and  as  fiyr 
your  having  a  taste  for  old-maidism,  I  never 
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believe  young  ladies  when  they  make  such 
assertions." 

'*  Then  I  shall  not  trouble  myself  to  assert 
it/^ 

**  A  very  wise  resolve ;  but  here  we  are  at 
home  again^  so  suppose  you  sign  that  paper  at 
once :  I  shall  be  glad  to  get  this  business  off 
my  mind,** 

There  is  only  one  thing,"  said  Rosalind^  as 
she  held  the  pen  in  her  hand.  **  If  my  father 
should  ask  me  what  I  have  done  with  the 
money^  what  can  I  say  ?^ 

**  I  thought  you  had  already  made  all  the 
objections  that  could  be  made,  but  you  have 
always  more  in  reserve,  I  find,'*  observed  her 
brother,  pettishly.  '*  When  was  a  woman  at 
fault  for  an  excuse,  if  she  wished  to  make  one.'' 

^  You  know  my  strict  adherence  to  truth,'' 
replied  Rosalind,  reprovingly. 

^^  Oh  !  yes ;  some  people  make  a  bugbear  of 
truth,  till  one  is  sick  of  the  very  name.  But  it 
does  not  matter — ^you  will  not  be  of  age  for 
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some  time^  and  long  before  then  I  hope  to  have 
won  my  heiress.  So  much  for  a  handsome 
person ! — ^it  can  be  coined  into  gold.^ 

^  Sorely  you  cannot  mean  that  you  would 
sell  yourself  for  wealth  ?^ 

^  That  would  I,  finom  the  top  of  my  head,  to 
the  tip  of  my  toe«  But  do  not  look  so  temfied, 
diild^  I  am  not  going  to  sell  myself  to  the  Evil 
One,  even  for  a  well  filled  piurse  that  shall 
never  diminish  in  weight.  My  heiress  is  no 
fiight  either,  and  if  a  iutie  bit  of  a  shrew,  it 
wi!l  only  make  her  the  more  piquante.  Now 
do  not  perpetrate  a  long  lecture  on  my  wicked- 
ness. Rose ;  all  have  not  your  romantic  notionsi 
*and  I  was  never  intended  to  perform  the  hers 
in  '  All  for  love,  or  the  world  well  losL'  If  you 
were  pestered  with  duns  as  I  am,  you  would  do 
as  I  do ;  so  sigp  this  like  a  kind  sister,  and  I 
really  will  try  to  be  a  good  boy  for  the  future," 
he  added,  kissing  her  cheek  and  guiding  her 
hand  to  the  paper. 

Rosalind  looked  at    him  with  many  mis- 
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givings,  but  wrote  her  name; — ^sbe  saw  that 
remonatrance  at  that  moment  would  be  useless 
— ^migbt  seem  unkind^  and  therefore  was 
silent. 

Michael  returned  from  his  ride  in  high  spirits 
'  ^'  It  is  all  settled  ; — I  shall  get  on  capitally ; 
and  all  through  you^  dear  Rose/'  whispered 
her  brother  as  he  joined  her  at  the  window. 
'^Lennard  is  a  capital  fellow  V* — a  favorite 
phrase  with  Michael  as  inay  have  [been  already 
discovered,  ^'  By  the  way^  my  dear  mother^ 
(agpropw  des  b&Ues)  I  have  asked  Lennard  to 
dine  here/^  he  added  aloud. 

MichaeFs  spirits  never  flagged  during  his 
short  stay  at  Ivy  Cottage,  and  not  only  did 
young  Lennard  dine  there  that  day,  but  also 
on  several  others. 

Amiable  and  good  tempered,  if  he  did  not 
set  the  table  in  a  roar  himself,  he  could  laugh 
with  those  who  did;  and  if: — 

"  He  nerer  laid  a  e&oer  thing 
He  qftm  did  a  wise  one.** 
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llichaers  manner  to  Rosalind  was  most  affec- 
ti<mate ;  and  in  spite  of  her  former  misgivings, 
she  b^an  to  hope  that,  warned  by  the  difficul- 
ties and  vexations  of  the  past,  he  would  be 
more  prudent,  more  considerate  for  the  foture. 

^  I  shall  be  here  again  in  May,  Rosalind,  so 
please  to  recover  your  bloom  by  that  time," 
were  his  last  words,  as  he  gave  her  his  last 
kiss. 

However  blooming  Rosalind  might  hope,  or 
intend  to  be  by  May,  she  did  not  look  very 
blooming  in  the  beginning  of  April,  and  though 
she  persisted  in  asserting  that  she  was  quite 
well^  her  parents  persisted  as  obstinately  in  her 
spending  a  few  days  with  a  distant  rektive  who 
resided  at  the  other  side  of  the  country. 

Rosalind  coaxed  and  protested,  but  it  would 
not  do ;  and  she  was  obliged,  against  her  will, 
to  try  Ihe  effect  of  change  of  air. 
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CHAPTER   VI. 


*'  WfiLL^  papa>  I  hope  I  have  colour  enough  to 
content  you  now/'  said  Rosalind^  on  her 
return. 

^'  I  do  not  &ee  much  difference/'  replied  her 
father^  after  a  short  scrutiny. 

'^  Nor  I  either, ''  said  Rosalind^  laughing  ; 
^'  so  you  will  please  to  let  me  stay  quietly  at 
home  next  time*  It  is  vulgar  to  have  a  colour, 
and  makes  one  look  like  a  countiy  girl." 

^^  I  would  rather  see  you  witU  ^  oolour,  not- 
withatanding.'^ 

^  Oh  papa !  you  never  study  the  fashion. 
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Some  people  make  a  great  {baa  about 
others  looking  ill ;  but  to  my  judgment^  neither 
Captain  nor  Mrs.  Trevor  ever  look  the  better 
for  their  daughtePa  absence/'  said  Rosalind^ 
playfiillyj  as  she  was  sitting  alone  with  her 
mother  the  morning  after  her  return. 

'<  We  have  had  something  to  fret  and  annoy 
uSy  my  child ;  and  I  am  afraid  your  father  is 
beginning  to  feel  more  anxious  for  your  future 
prospects  than  is  good  for  his  health." 

'*  My  future  prospects  I''  repeated  Rosalind, 
colouring.    *<  What  do  you  mean^  mamma  ?^ 

''  Were  he  to  die  now,  you  would  be  left 
almost  destitute,  he  says ;  and  my  jointure  is 
very  small.'' 

^  My  father  die  now !  Surely  you  do  not 
think  him  ill  —  in  danger?"  exclaimed  the 
aflfectionate  daughter,  turning  pale,  as  she  had 
turned  red  before. 

^^  Heaven  forbid,  my  dear !  but  a  late  unfor* 
timate  circumstance  has  caused  him  to  think 
more  seriously  of  our  situation." 
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^'  What  unfortunate  circumstance  my  dear 
mother  ?  you  are  talking  riddles  to  me.'' 

^^  I  forgot  that  you  were  away^  and  therefore 
know  nothing  of  what  I  refer  to ;  and  I  am  so 
ignorant  of  business  that  I  fear  my  explanation 
will  scarcely  make  it  intelligible.    When  we 
purchased  Ivy  Cottage^  Mr.  Harper^  the  owner^ 
being  an  old  friend,  proposed  that,  for  the 
accommodation  of  both,  only  a  part  of  the  pur- 
chase-money should  be  paid  at  once — the  rest 
whienoonvenientto  your  father — hepaying  inter- 
est in  the  mean  time.  Your  father  gladly  acced- 
ed to  the  proposal,  and  paid  the  remaining  two 
thousand  pounds  about  four  years  since,  through 
Mr.  WooUey,  who  was  to  obtain  a  release,  or  a 
receipt,  or  whatever  I  ought  to  call  it,  from 
Mr.  Harper,  who  was  living  near  him  in  York- 
shire, and  we  were  told  that  all    had  been 
done  as  desired;  but  somehow  or  other  the 
receipt,  or  release  was  never  sent  to  us,  Mr. 
Woolley  always  saying,  year  after  year,  that  he 
was  coming  down,  and  would  bring  it  himself: 

VOL.  III.  H 
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but  this  intention  was  never  fulfilled^  and  as 
you  already  know^  he  died  suddenly  some 
months  ago.  Your  father  wrote  to  his  execu« 
torS;  who  promised  to  send  him  this  paper^ 
when  they  could  find  it^  which^  unfortunately, 
they  have  not  yet  done ;  and  it  is  feared  that 
Mr.  Woolley  must  have  lost  or  destroyed  it  by 
mistake.  Had  Mr.  Harper  lived  this  would 
not  have  signified^  he  being  honorable  and 
friendly^  but  he  is  dead  also ;  and  his  heir-at- 
law,  a  grasping  attorney,  shunned  by  the 
respectable  of  his  own  profession,  and  who 
owes  your  father  a  grudge  for  having  defended 
a  poor  man  against  his  tyranny,  insists  that  the 
remaining  two  thousand  pounds  has  not  been 
paid,  and  we  unhappily  have  no  proof  to  pro- 
duce that  it  has,  your  father  having  acciden- 
tally destroyed  Mr.  Woolley's  letter  stating 
the  payment.  Mr.  Henry  Harper  wrote  to 
claim  the  two  thousand  pounds  whilst  you 
were  at  Denham,  but  receiving  no  further 
communication  in  reply  to  your  father's  assur- 


WHO    SHALL   BE    HEIR?  147 

ance  that  the  money  had  been  paid^  we  hoped 
he  was  satisfied.  Judge  then  of  our  surprise 
and  alarm^  when  the  day  after  you  left  us^ 
down  came  a  writ  and  bailiffs^  and  I  do  not 
know  what  besides. 

^  The  abrupt  entrance  of  these  men,  and  their 
violent  language  frightened  me  so  much,  that  I 
first  fainted,  and  then  fell  into  hysterics, 
which  only  increased  your  father^s  difSculties. 
I  am  not  as  strong  as  I  used  to  be — a  little 
overcomes  me  now.'* 

^'  And  how  did  it  end  ?''  asked  Rosalind, 
anxiously. 

^'  Better  than  1  could  have  hoped,  thanks  to 
young  Lennard,  who  came  in  at  the  moment. 
Your  father,  irritated  by  the  men's  violence, 
and  satisfied  of  the  injustice  of  the  claim, 
would  have  resisted  the  demand,  and  rather 
gone  to  prison  than  submitted,  at  least  so  he 
said  in  the  heat  of  the  moment ;  but  at  last,  to 
save  me  from  further  agitation,  he  consented 
to  pay  the  money,  though  declaring  that  he 
h3 
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sisted  on  lending  the  money;  and  we  conld 
hardly  persuade  him  to  take  your  father^s  bond 
for  the  amount/' 

<'  So  he  paid  it/'  murmured  Rosalind  moum- 
fuUy. 

^  Tes ;  and  in  the  kindest  way  imaginable 
too— we  can  never  be  sufficiently  grateful. 
But  what  is  the  matter^  Rosalind?  are  you 
going  to  faint  ?  you  are  looking  deadly  pale«^ 

''  Oh,  no !  I  am  not  going  to  faint/'  answered 
Rosidind^  rousing  herself.  ^  But  how  is  this 
money^  borrowed  from  a  stranger^  ever  to  be 
repaid  ?*' 

'^  Ah  1  there  is  the  difficulty ;  and  that  is 
what  frets  your  father.  With  our  very  limited 
means  we  can  save  but  little ;  and  that  little 
should  go  to  provide  for  your  comfort  here- 
after,  as  your  father's  pension  dies  with  him, 
and  land  is  not  of  as  much  value  as  when  we 
purchased  Ivy  Cottage." 

^^  Oh !  never  think  of  me :  I  can  work^  teach. 
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beg^  anything  hereafter ;  but  let  us  do  what  we 
can  to  pay  Mr.  Lennard.  I  cannot  bear  to  be 
under  such  an  obligation  to  a  stranger.'' 

'^  I  cannot  consider  young  Lennard  as  a 
stranger  after  his  kindness*'^ 

'^  I  wish  he  had  been  less  kind ;  thrusting 
himself  into  our  family  concerns/'  answered 
Rosalind^  pettishly..  ^'  It  was  pushing — imper- 
tinent.'^ 

'^  Pushing  and  impertinent  to  pity  and 
assist  your  parents,  Rosalind  ?  Tou  are  unjust 
and  undutifuL" 

^^  I  own  it,  dear  mother :  young  Liennard  is 
liberal,  and  kind-hearted/'  said  Rosalind,  with 
a  self-rebuking  blush*  ^*  But  I  wish  he  had 
not  lent  the  money — or  that  he  could  be  paid 
directly." 

^  The  first  is  done — the  last  I  fear  cannot 
be  done ;  but,  since  you  are  so  very  scrupulous^ 
you  can,  on  coming  of  age,  become  your 
father's  creditor  for  part  of  the  sum,  instead  of 
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young  Leonard ;  he  may  as  well  pay  interest 
to  you  as  to  him.'' 

Rosalind  turned  away  in  confusion — ^ber 
legacy  was  no  longer  in  her  own  power; — she 
had  parted  with  it  unknown  to  her  parents — 
she  had  lent  it  to  save  her  brother  from  a 
prison  and  disgrace.  K  she  should  be  further 
questioned  what  could  she  say  ?  How  should 
she  reply  with  truth,  so  as  not  to  commit  that 
brother^  and  reveal  his  selfish  extravagance  ? 

^'  I  did  not  mean  to  take  your  money  as  our 
own^  but  only  as  a  loan^''  said  Mrs.  Trevor, 
judging  from  Rosalind's  silence  that  she  feared 
to  lose  her  little  all.  ''  To  replace  it,  your 
father  proposes  to  sell  our  little  carriage  and 
pony — get  rid  of  one  of  our  servants;  and  if 
need  be,  dispose  of  the  large  meadow,  and  per- 
haps a  field.'' 

'^  Sell  the  little  carriage,  my  dear  mother ! 
And  then  what  will  become  of  you,  who  are 
not  strong  enough  to  walk  even  to  church  ? 
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And  if  the  large  meadow  were  gone,  what 
would  become  of  your  beautiful  cow  ?  Poor 
Star !  I  am  sure  she  would  not  be  happy  out 
of  her  own  field ; — she  comes  to  the  gate  to 
look  alter  you  every  day.  Oh,  no  !  we  must 
not  sell  the  carriage,  or  the  field,  at  least  not 
yet." 

**  1  do  not  see  how  it  can  well  be  helped,  if 
we  are  to  pay  young  Lennard,  unless  the  receipt 
can  be  found ;  but  your  father  has  not  decided 
on  it  yet,  so  there  can  be  no  use  in  fretting  at 
present — indeed  no  use  in  fretting  at  all.  We 
have  enjoyed  a  long  course  of  blessings,  and 
should  not  murmur  now  that  it  pleases  God 
to  send  us  trials.  1  once  hoped  that  Mrs. 
Denham  might  have  assisted  us,  or  at  least 
provided  for  you :  but  I  begin  to  fear  that  she 
is  implacable.  It  would  be  such  a  happiness 
to  be  reconciled  to  her  before  my  death,  for  I 
cannot  fo]:get  the  affection  of  our  younger 
years.'* 

H  5 
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^<  Hope  nothing  from  Mrs.  Denham^'^  obser- 
ved Rosalind  quickly. 

^  I  do  not  know  ihat,  my  dear.  Did  not  she 
show  you  eveiy  attention  during  your  iUness? 
and  did  not  she  otkr  to  send  her  servant  with 
you  ?  And  did  not  she  detain  Mrs.  Sewett  so 
considerately^  and  give  a  hundred  pounds  to 
provide  me  with  luxuries  ?"  replied  the  gentle 
Mrs.  Trevor,  anxious  to  excuse  her  former 
firiend,  and  wishing  still  to  maintain  the 
reasonableness  of  those  hopes^whose  unreason- 
ableness she  was  nevertheless  beginning  to  see 
herself,  though  she  would  not  admit  it  to 
others. 

^  Tes,  my  dear,  kind,  foigiiving  mother;  but 
this  was  all  :^ — she  was  attentive,  but  not 
affectionate; — her  usual  manner  was  cold  and 
formal  in  the  extreme.  When  near  her  I 
always  felt  as  if  in  contact  with  an  icicle.  If 
she  had  once  a  warm  and  feeling  heart,  as  yoa 
maintain,  it  has   become  petrifi^  now  fipm. 
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age,  or  wealth,  or  suspicion.  Once  I  could, 
almost  have  loved  her  ;  but  she  desires  not  the 
affection  of  her  kind,  and  mil.  die  unloved,,  as 
she  lives  unloving.^' 

'^  Tou  judge  her  hardly,  as  you  say  she 
judges  others.  Tou.  went  prejudiced  against 
her — I  cannot  recognise  the  friend  of  my 
youth  in  your  description,^*  said  Mrs.  Treves 
with  a  sigh. 

^  Let  her  act  according  to  your  early  recol- 
lections— let  her  throw  herself  into  your  arms 
— ^let  her  weep  for  her  past  estrangement,  dear* 
mother  ;  and  I  will  unsay  all  that  I  have: 
said." 

'^  I  will  still  hope  that  such  a  time  may 
come,"  observed  Mrs.  Trevor;  but  she  sighedi 
as  she  said  it,  and  Rosalind  sighed  too. 

'^  I  wish  you  would  be  a  little  more  civil  to> 
young  Lennard,  my  dear,"  remarked  Mrs. 
Trevor  breaking  a  long  silence. 

**  More  civil,  my  dear  mother  1 — I  hope  I  am* 
never  rude  to  any  one,"  answered  Rosalinda 
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colouring.  ''  This  is  the  second  time  I  have 
been  so  entreated^  though  the  object  before 
was  Mrs.  Denham.'* 

*^Not  exactly  rude^  my  dear; — I  do  not 
mean  that — ^but  you  do  not  talk  to  him/' 

^'  Not  talk  to  him,  mamma  ? — why  I  talked 
to  him  ever  so  long  only  yesterday,  and  asked 
very  politely  after  his  farm  and  his  garden,  his 
horses  and  dogs,  his  cows  and  his  poultry,  his 
uncles  and  aunts ;  and  all  his  cousins." 

*^  Nonsense,  my  dear,''  said  Mrs,  Trevor 
half  provoked,  though  utterly  unable  to  sup* 
press  a  smile.  *'  He  is  a  very  amiable,  high 
principled  young  man." 

'^  And,  as  Michael  says,  like  most  amiable 
young  men  is  exceedingly  stupid.  He  has 
nothing  to  say  for  himself.'' 

"  You  can  say  enough  for  both." 

'^  Excuse  me,  mother  mine  ;  I  will  play 
proxy  for  no  one,  especially  in  talking,  having 
enough  to  do  on  my  own  account  in  that 
way." 
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Perhaps  young  Lennard  is  not  very  bril- 
liant in  conversation — you  cannot  expect  every 
one  to  be  endowed  with  wit." 

^*  Wit  !  young  Lennard  witty !  why  he  is 
positively  yawny.  Just  bearable  on  a  bright 
sunshiny  day,  when  one  can  watch  the  motes 
that  dance  in  the  sun-beams,  or  stroll  out 
among  the  flowers,  instead  of  being  cooped  up 
in  a  dull  room,  listening  to  a  stupid  discourse  ; 
but  on  a  wet  day  he  is  beyond  endurance.  I 
shall  advise  Emily  Carrington,  who  has  so 
many  suitors,  to  learn  from  the  almanacks 
when  there  is  a  chance  of  three  consecutive  wet 
daya — no  difficult  matter  in  this  worst  of  all 
cUniates  the  grumblers  say — and  invite  them 
all  to  spend  those  days  with  her  at  the  Bustard 
or  the  Druid's  Head^  or  some  other  solitary 
abode  in  the  centre  of  Salisbury  Plain ;  and 
then  select  whomsoever  she  has  not  seen  yawn, 
or  found  stupid  during  that  period.  A  capital 
project!'' 


158  WHO    SHALL  BE   HEIR? 


t{ 


I  hope  you  will  propose  no  such  nonsense, 
Rosalind/'  said  her  mother  gravely. 

^^  Oh,  yes  I  must,  dear  mamma  ;  but  do 
not  look  frightened,  there  shall  be  proper 
chaperons,  depend  upon  that ;  I  am  very  parti* 
cular  about  the  proprieties/' 

*^  Those  men  who  are  the  most  brilliant  in 
society  are  rarely  amiable  companions  by  the 
fire-side,"  remarked  Mrs.  Trevor  still  more 
soberly. 

'^  That  is  a  moral  apothegm  I  know,  that 
one  is  bound  to  heu*,  always  assent  to,  and 
never  act  on  ;  but  as  I  only  desire  a  pleasant 
acquaintance,  and  not  an  amiable  fire*side  com* 
panion  I  wish  Mr.  Lennard  (since  having 
nothing  better  to  do,  he  will  spend  so  much 
of  his  time  at  Ivy  Cottage)  were  a  little  more 
instructive  or  entertaining.  But  dear  me !  it 
is  getting  late,  and  I  had  better  be  off  for  my 
walk  at  once,"  so  away  went  Rosalind  through 
one  door,  as  young  Lennard  entered  at  another, 
thus  dexterously  escaping  a  lecture  from  her 
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mother^  and  a  meeting  with  a  guest^  whose 
conversation  would  have  afforded  her  but  little 
more  amusement. 

But  though  Rosalind  might  escape  young 
Lennard  once,  she  could  not  escape  him  always ; 
and  there  he  was  at  Ivy  Cottage  day  after  day  f 
sometimes  in  the  morning,  sometimes  at  noon, 
sometimes  at  night ;  and  sometimes  morning,, 
noon,  and  night*  To  day  he  brought  some 
luxury  or  delicacy-^fruit,  flower  or  early 
chicken,  for  Mrs.  Trevor — ^to-morrow  he  rode 
over  with  a  new  publication  for  her  husband, 
or  daughter,  though  the  latter  made  a  point  of 
not  reading,  or  cutting  up  the  books  he 
brought.  Then  he  wanted  to  consult  Captain 
Trevor  about  this,  that  and  the  other ; — ^a  new 
horse,  or  a  new  species  of  com,  or  something 
on  which  it  was  absolutely  requisite  that  he 
should  have  his  advice. 

Rosalind  saw  all  this  with  regret,  and  a  vague 
feeling  of  alarm  came  creeping  over  her,-  filling 
ber  mind  with  doubts  and  fears — fears  which 
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"  I  hope  you  wil'  ^  to  her  parents,  lest  she 
Rosalind/'  said  I  "hat  she  shrank  from  answer- 

^*  Oh,  ye? .'  should  hear  what  she  wished  not 
not  look  lH  that  she  could  do  without  absolute 
chape*  ^  she  did.  She  avoided  young  Len- 
cul     /fls  much  as  possible,  heedless  of  his  sigh 

^litn  she  left  the  room :  she  was  grave  and 
/jU^itum  when  he  was  present,  receiving  all  his 
iittle  attentions,  wiih  a  coldness,  an  indifference 
that  checked  a  more  open  display  of  lover-like 
feelings,  if  he  entertained  any  such  towards 
her.  Cross  to  him  she  could  not  be,  for  his 
attentions  to  herself  were  never  obtrusive;  and 
his  kindness  to  her  parents  delicate  and  un* 
varying;  but  grateful  to  him  she  dared  not  be 
— at  least  in  manner. 

There  is  an  old  proverb  which  says  that 
misfortunes  never  come  alone,  and  so  it  seemed 
in  the  case  of  the  Trevors.  The  two  young 
farmers  (fine,  hale,  strong  young  men)  on 
whose  lives  Ivy  Cottage  and  its  surrounding 
little  domain  were  held,  perished  in  crossing  a 
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jrd  on  their  return  at  night  from  a 
aring  fair.  Constant  companions  and 
ids  from  childhood^  it  was  supposed  that 
the  one  who  could  swim  died  in  the  endeavour 
to  save  the  other  who  could  not^  for  the  swim- 
mer retained  in  his  death  grasp  the  coat  of 
his  early  playmate. 

It  was  young  Lennard  who  conveyed  this 
painful  intelligence  to  Captain  Trevor^  hoping 
to  diminish  the  shock  by  his  cordial  offer  of 
any  sum  that  might  be  required  for  the  sub- 
stitution of  other  lives. 

Captain  Trevor  demurred^  but  the  young 
man  was  so  urgent,  pressing  his  aid  with  such 
friendly  warmth,  yet  gentlemanly  delicacy,  that 
at  last  he  consented  to  apply  to  Mr.  Henry 
Harper,  and  learn  on  what  terms  he  would 
agree  to  the  desired  renewal. 

Mr.  Henry  Harper  could  not  legally  refuse 
that  renewal,  but^  the  terms  being  at  his  op- 
tion, he  made  an  exorbitant  demand — Three 
hundred  pounds  on  each  life. 
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'^  It  is  more  than  I  can^  or  ought  to  give ;  so 
the  property  must  fall  to  him  on  my  death/'  add 
Captain  Treror  after  some  little  consideration. 
Against  this    resolution    young    Lennard 
pleaded  so  energetically^  saying  that  it  would 
distress  Mrs.  Trevor,  who  was  much  attached 
to  Ivy  Cottage,  and  afford  a  triumph  and  ad- 
vantage to  the  grasping  and  vindictive  heir, 
that  Captain  Trevor  at  length  consented  to 
leave  the  decision  open  till  after  the  arrival  of 
his  son,  who  was  expected  shortly,    when  a 
family  consultation  on  the  subject  should  take 
place. 

Young  Lennard's  generous  conduct  naturally 
raised  him  still  higher  in  the  estimation  of  the 
owner  of  Ivy  Cottage,  and  his  daughter's  fears 
and  taciturnity  encreasedin  the  like  propor- 
tion.  She  was  no  longer  the  lively,  happy 
Rosalind  of  former  times,  and  her  parents 
watched  her  with  growing  anxiety.  They 
missed  her  buoyant  step  aud  merry  laugh. 
She  no  longer  went  about  the  house  with  a 
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joyous  smile,  or  light-hearted  carol;  but  her 
foot  fcU  slowly  —  heavily ;  —  she  uttered  no 
merry  jest^  and  her  smile  had  lost  the  bright- 
ness of  other  days.     It  was  evident  to  the  eye 
of  affection  that  some  secret  grief,  or  hidden 
anxiety  was  wearing  her  away ;  yet  when  ques- 
tioned, she  still  persisted  that  she  was  well, 
and  still  maintained  that  she  should  be  more 
blooming  in  the  summer.    None  guessed  how 
many  tears  she  shed  in  secret,  or  how  much 
she  felt  for  young  Lennard,  whilst  she  still 
retained  towards  him  a  cold  or  careless  de- 
meanour.   Her  greatest  pleasure  appeared  to  be 
in  taking  long  and  solitary  walks  and  she  was 
just  setting  off  on  one  of  these  lonely  rambles, 
when  a  carriage  drove  up  to  the  door.   Finding 
little  delight  in  society,   (her  favorite  neigh- 
bours all  chancing  to  be  absent),  she  was  on 
the  point  of  slipping  away  unperceived,  when 
the  glimpse  of  a  pretty,  girlish  face  arrested 
her  steps.    For  a  moment  she  stood  leaning 
against  a  garden  seat,  pale  and    trembling; 
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then^  mastering  her  emotion  by  a  strong  effort^ 
she  advanced  to  meet  her  guest,  and  was  the 
next  moment  clasped  in  the  arms  of  Susan 
Way^  from  whom  she  had  only  received  one 
hurried  letter  since  her  return  from  Denham  ; 
and  of  whose  subsequent  movements  and  ad- 
ventures she  knew  nothing. 

^'  I  have  so  longed  for  this  meeting.  Rose/' 
cried  her  lively  young  friend.  ^^  It  is  such  a 
time  since  1  have  seen  you !  and  yet  mamma 
ha3  made  me  promise  not  to  remain  more 
than  one  short  half  hour.  And  I  have  so 
much,  so  very  much  to  tell  you." 

'^  So  I  should  think,  Susan,  for  it  is  many 
months  since  I  have  heard  any  thing  of  you ; 
and  not  knowing  your  direction,  I  could  not 
write  to  ecquire  whether  you  had  or  had  not 
the  gout  in  your  hand.'' 

"  Very  true,  Rosalind  ;  I  am  very  naughty, 
I  admit ;  but  do  not  look  so  grave  about  it, 
and  I  will  behave  better  for  the  future.  The 
fact  is,  such  strange  things  have  come  to  pass 
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tbat  I  wished  to  tell  them  rather  than  write 
them ;  so  come  along  to  the  summer  house^ 
for  I  must  have  you  all  to  myself  during  my 
scanty  half  hour." 

*'  Pray  what  are  the  strange  things  that 
have  come  to  pass  ?''  asked  Rosalind  after  they 
were  seated^  finding  that  Susan  contrnued 
silent. 

^'  Oh !  very  strange  things^  Rose  !  so  strange 
that  I  do  not  know  where  to  begin^  so  perhaps 
I  had  better  jump  into  the  middle  at  once/' 
replied  her  blushing  friend.  <'  I  am  go— going 
to  be  married  in  August^  and  I  wish  you  to  be 
my  bridesmaid^  as  you  promised  ages  ago. — 
Ah  !  you  may  well  look  surprised/'  she  con- 
tinued after  a  pause,  for  Rosalind  said  nothing. 

*^  This  is  why  I  wished  to  see  you,  and  hear 
what  you  would  say.  But  bless  me !  how 
white  you  look — you  quite  frighten  me.  And 
I  think  you  might  congratulate  me,"  she  added 
a  little  vexed  at  her  friend's  silence. 

'^  I   do  congratulate  you  most  truly ;  and 


166  WHO   SB  ALL   BB    HEIR? 

wish  you  every  possible  happiness/'  answered 
Rosalind ;  but  in  a  tone  so  slow  and  measured 
— that  one  of  more  penetration  must  have  dis- 
covered that  its  steadiness  was  forced.  ^  I 
have  never  had  my  former  colour  since  my 
attack  at  Denham;  but  the  heart  beats  as 
warmly  as  ever,  Susan ;— doubt  not  that  your 
intelligence  has  surpised  me  as  much  as  you 
could  desire,  having  heard  nothing  so  long  of 
you  or  Mr.  Wyvill,  and  hence  my  silence  ; 
but  be  assured  yourself,  and  assure  him  that 
no  one  can  more  sincerely  desire  your  happi- 
ness than  Rosalind  Trevor." 

'^  I  shall  not  assure  Mr.  Wy  vill  of  any  such 
thing — ^he  is  nothing  to  me/'  cried  Susan 
blushing  and  pouting. 

*'  Mr.  Wyvill  nothing  to  you !"  exclaimed 
Rosalind  in  wonder.  *'  1  understood  that  you 
were  going  to  be — married.'* 

"  So  I  am— but— but  not  to  Mr.  WyvilL** 

« Not  to  Mr.  Wyvill  !"  repeated  Rosalind 
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trembling  in  every  limb.  Do  you  mean  that 
you  are  going  to  marry  some  one  else." 

*'  Yes,  my  dear." 

^'  Impossible  !  you  cannot  be  so  false !  so 
fickle !  Having  once  loved  him,  you  cannot 
love  another.  Where  is  his  equal?  you  are 
jesting,  Susan,  I  ^ill  not  believe  you." 

''  Do  not  look  so  strange  and  indignant,  dear 
Rose;  you  terrify  me,'^  said  Susan  without 
venturing  a  second  glance  at  her  companion. 
'^  It  was  all  stuff  and  nonsense  that  I  wrote  you 
about  Mr.  Wyvill ; — I  did  not  really  love  him 
— it  was  all  fancy,  papa  and  mamma  and  my 
brothers  all  made  a  fuss  about  my  dancing  with 
him  twice  in  the  same  evening,  and  warned  me 
not  to  think  of  ^  him,  because  he  was  not  rich ; 
and  I  suppose  that  made  me  think  of  him  and 
believe  I  liked  him ;  but  I  did  not  really  care 
for  him ;  indeed  I  was  always  half  afraid  of  him 
though  he  was  very  kind  to  me,  he  seemed 
so  superior  to  other  men.'' 
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^'  And  it  is  thus  that  you  would  pass  over 
your  faithlessness^  Susan  ?  But  however  you 
may  excuse  it  to  yourself,  how  can  you  excuse 
it  to  him  ?  How  can  you  ever  forgive  yourself 
for  paining  that  warm  and  noble  heart  ?  How 
can  you  ever  again  know  a  moment's  peace 
after  causing  him  such  bitter  pangs  ?  Give  up 
this  second  engagement,  founded  on  falsehood, 
and  seek  by  the  devotion  of  a  whole  life  to 
atone  for  this  cruel  wrong  to  one  whose 
happiness  depends  on  you." 

"Give  up  Harry  Marsham!  — No,  that  I 
won't  do,  Rosalind,  whatever  you  may  say ; 
though  you  look  so  strange,  and  awe  me  as 
Mr.  Wyvill  himself  used  to  do,  when  hurried 
away  by  some  burst  of  enthusiasm,  till  his  eyes 
flashed  like  lightning,  and  his  cheek  glowed 
as  yours  does  now.  I  wish  I  had  told  you  of 
my  marriage  by  letter — I  should  not  have 
minded  your  writing  half  as  much  as  your 
words,  which  shock  and  agitate  me,  as  if  I  had 
really  done  Mr.  Wyvill  some  grievous  wrong." 
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<^  As  if  you  had  done  him  some  grievous 
wrong ! — ^and  have  you  not  ?     Is  it  nothing  to 
fix  your  affection  upon  one^  and  then  for  that 
one  to  prove  unworthy  ?    To  love  with  your 
whole  heart — to  feel  that  your  whole  being — • 
your  very  existence  is  bound  up  in  another^ 
and  for  that  other  to  prove  false  and  faithless  ?^ 
"  Dear  Rosalind  do  not  talk  thus — do  not 
look  thus — I  cannot  bear  it.     It  seems  as  if 
you  had  borne  all  you  describe^  and  that  I  had 
caused  you  to  bear  it/'  said  Susan  bursting 
into  tears.    ''  I  forgot  that  you  were  such  a 
romantic  high    minded    person  ;     indeed    I 
thought  you  had  learned  the  nonsense  of  all 
this,  as  1  have  done  from  mixing  more  with 
the  world." 

^'  I  have  not  learned  to  be  fickle  and  wring 
a  noble  heart,  if  that  is  what  you  mean,''  cried 
the  indignant  Rosalind,  her  own  heart  aching 
at  the  pangs  endured  by  Wyvill. 

^  But  I  have  not  done  any  of  this/'  said 

VOL.   III.  I 
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said  Susan  in  a    deprecating    tone*     ^  Mr. 
Wyvill  never  loved  me/* 

'*  He  never  loved  you !"  repeated  Rosalind, 
starting  back. 

^'  N05  indeed^  Rose ; — ^it  is  true — indeed  it 
18^  though  you  will  not  believe  me*  But  you 
are  paler  even  than  when  I  first  saw  you^  and 
clutchiDg  so  wildly  with  your  hands*  Tou 
are  ill — ^let  me  call  some  one*'' 

^<  Noj  no/'  said  Rosalind^  detaining  her^  and 
mastering  her  emotion^  so  as  to  speak  dis- 
tinctly* '^  How  can  you  tell  me  that  he 
does  not  love  you  after  your  letter  to  me  at 
Denham?" 

^'  Oh  !  that  was  all  nonsense,  as  I  said 
before.  I  fancied  that  he  liked  me,  the  same 
as  I  fancied  that  I  liked  him^  but  indeed  it  was 
all  nothing  but  fanc^ ;  and  if  my  friends  had 
not  made  a  fuss,  I  should  not  have  been  so 
silly.  I  have  never  really  loved  any  one  but 
Henry — he  is  so  merry  and  good  tempered." 
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Merry  and  good  tempered!'*  repeated 
Roaalind  contemptuouslj*  ^^  And  do  you  main- 
tain  his  superiority  to  Mr.  Wyvill?'* 

*'  He  is  not  so  grand  or  dignified  as  Mr. 
Wyvill ;  not  but  what  he  could  be  merry  too 
sometimes,  only  then  at  others  he  was  so  lofty, 
talking  of  thmgs  that  I  could  not  comprehend, 
till  he  was  qtdte  awful ;  now  I  am  never  afraid 
of  Henry," 

^  And  what  do  you  say  about  meeting  Mr. 
Wyvill  at  Drinkboume,  and  fainting  in  his 
arms?** 

^^  I  do  not  know  what  you  mean  by  fidnting 
in  Mr.  Wyvill's  arms,''  said  Susan  reddening. 
^'  I  saw  him  ride  past  the  window  when  we 
were  staying  at  Drinkboume,  but  that  was 
alL'* 

^'  All  ?''  questioned  RosaUnd  sternly. 

"  Yes,  all.  Rose — really  all,  I  remember 
now  that  you  wrote  something  about  our 
meeting  having  been  observed,  which  I  could 
I  3 
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not  make  out;  and  intended  to  ask  for  an 
explanation/^ 

'^Am  I  really  to  believe  you?  Are  you 
quite  certain  that  Mr.  Wyyill  was  not  attached 
to  you  ?''  questioned  Rosalind,  fixing  an 
earnest  gaze  upon^  her  fiEu^e,  and  hanging 
anxiously  upon  her  words. 

^'  Quite  certain  ;  and  as  certain  that  I  was 
never  really  attached  to  him.  We  spent  a 
week  together  in  the  same  house  last  autumn, 
and  he  met  me  as  a  eommon  acquaintance, 
never  paying  me  any  particular  attention ;  and 
as  for  me,  I  never  knew  when  he  came  into 
the  room ;  and  never  cared  whether  he  spoke 
to  me  or  not." 

^^  Perhaps  Henry  was  by,^'  said  Rosalind 
with  a  faint  smile. 

^'  Yes,  he  was/'  replied  the  blushing  Susan. 

**  And  pray  how  soon  after  I  quitted  Denham 
did  you  begin  to  discover  that  your  love  for 
Mr.  Wyvill  was  no  love  at  all  ?^' 


WHO   SHALL   BE   HEIR?  173 

''Oh!  not  till  I  met  Henry,  Now  don't 
laugh^  Rose ;  though  I  would  rather  have  you 
laugh  than  look  as  you  did  just  now/' 

"  There  is  no  pleasing  you,  Susan.  How 
am  I  to  look  ?*' 

^  As  you  used  to  do  in  former  days ;  happy 
and  merry,  ready  to  laugh  with  every  body,  at 
every  thing.  I  told  Henry  that  you  would 
jest  with  him  by  the  hour  together ;  and  now 
I  know  not  what  he  will  say  to  me — you  seem 
80  much  altered/' 

'<  I  am  altered,  Susan — I  am  not  what  I 
was,  and  fear  I  never  shall  be  again.  I  have 
been  ill — and  my  mother  has  been  ill — and 
there  are  other  things  pressing  upon  me ;  but 
to  please  vou,  I  will  try  to  be  for  the  next  half 
hour  as  I  used  to  be  in  our  girlish  days/' 

*' Ah,  do!  there  is  a  dear.  Rose;  now  I 
shall  know  you  again.  Henry  bade  me  tell 
you  that  he  was  resolved  to  Uke  you  very 
much ;  and  you  must  like  him  too — but  that 
you  cannot  help." 
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"  Shall  I  try  and  cut  you  out  ?^  asked  Rosa- 
lind gaily. 

<^  Oh^  no !  I  should  not  like  you  as  a  rival. 
Besides^  is  there  nothing  in  proving  fidse  and 
fickle^  and  wounding  a  noble  heart  ? — I  wish  I 
could  remember  all  your  eloquent  words  that 
set  my  heart  beating,  and  my  cheeks  burning," 
answered  Susan,  unable  to  proceed  with  the 
repetition  of  Rosalind's  indignant  burst. 

^^  Fairly  retorted,  Susan!  After  this,  I 
must  for  very  shame  give  up  all  idea  of  rival* 
ship.  I  need  not  ask  if  your  Henry  is  perfec- 
tion— of  course  he  cannot  be  less/' 

''  You  are  not  changed,  Rosalind,  say  what 
you  will;  but  retain  your  old  merry,  provoking 
ways/'  replied  the  blushing  Susan. 

'^  How  was  this  wondrous  revolution 
wrought?    I  must  know  all  about  it." 

'^  Not  fiK>m  me,  RosaUnd  ;  you  are  in  too 
mischievous  a  mood  for  that.  If  I  told  you 
how  it  all  came  about,  you  would  do  nothing 
but  laugh  at  me,  and  Henry  too ;  now  I  should 
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not  mind  your  laughing  at  me — at  least  not 
very  much — ^but  I  might  not  forgive  your 
laughing  at  him^  so  you  aball  hear  none  of  our 
love  passages ;  sufficient  that  it  is  a  very  un- 
romantic  affiiir  for  the  heads  on  both  sides 
are  consenting^-he  is  not  at  all  jealous ;  and 
we  have  not  performed  one  single  lover*s 
quarrel,  and  are  to  be  married  in  August, 
when  your  presence  is  particularly  requested/' 

^<  It  seems  likely  to  be  such  a  commonplace 
affair  that  I  do  not  know  whether  1  shall  attend 
or  not/'  said  Rosalind  laughing. 

"  I  have  your  promise  to  be  bridesmaid,  and 
Henry  shall  pay  you  off  for  me ;  I  cannot  help 
feeling  rather  foolish,  or  you  should  not  go 
scot  free  depend  upon  it  now.  How  I  wish  I 
could  see  you  in  love,  that  I  might  torment 
you !  But  1  fear  there  is  no  hope  of  that,  you 
being  too  gay  to  be  sentimental ;  yet  you  used  to 
be  very  romantic  too — but  then  it  was  a  lofty  ro- 
mance, and  no  one  ever  did,  or  ever  can  come  up 
to  your  ideas  of  ^  hat  heroes  and  lovers  should 
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be.  If  Mr*  Wyvill  were  not  grown  so  uncom- 
monly stupid,  I  should  persuade  him  to  take 
you  in  hand.'^ 

^'  Is  be  grown  so  uncommonly  stupid/' 
asked  Rosalind  carelessly  stooping  to  pick  a 
flower. 

'^  Most  dreadfully  dull !  he  must  be  in  love, 
or  debt ; — and  so  Hemy  says.^^ 

^^  Is  your  Henry  stupid  then,  since  duUness 
is  a  consequence  of  being  in  love  V 

*'  No,  that  he  is  not ;  but  his  is  successful 
love.'^ 

"  And  Mr.  Wyvill's  is  not,  you  think." 
'^  I  supppose  not,  from  his  being  ao  silent 
and  gloomy.'^ 

'^  May  not  the  death  of  his  father,  which  I 
saw  in  the  papers,  account  for  this  y^ 

''  It  may,  though  I  still  think  that  he  is  in 
love.'^ 

^'  We  are  always  apt  to  think  others  affected 
with  the  same  complaint  as  ourselves,'^  ob- 
served Rosalind,  archly. 
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^  Out  upon  youy  Rose  I  for  calling  love  a 
complaint ;  at  least  I  do  not  complain  of  it.  I 
wanted  to  talk  to  Mr.  Wyvill  about  you,  but 
remembering  what  nonsense  I  had  written,  I 
could  not  summon  courage  for  the  attempt ; 
and  people  said  that  something  unpleasant  had 
happened  at  Denham  which  made  the  naming 
it  embarrassing,  so  I  held  my  tongue.  That 
he  neither  looked  well  nor  happy  is  certain, 
though  whether  love  is  the  cause  of  his  pain  I 
know  not*  But  here  is  your  mother  come, 
and  my  half  hour  gone— so  adieu.  You  are 
not  angry  with  me  now  for  preferring  Henry 
to  Mr.  Wy vill,  are  you  V 

'^  Not  at  all.*' 

'*  Remember  August ;  and  mind  you  are 
to  like  my  Henry  very  much,'*  whispered 
Susan,  with  a  rosy  blush,  as  after  paying  her 
compliments  to  Mrs.  Trevor,  she  took  a  last 
fiurewell  of  Rosalind. 

^'  I  shall  remember  both,^'  answered  Rosa* 
1  5 
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lind^  kissing  her.  hand  as  the  carriage  drove 
off. 

^  She  only   fiEUHcied    she    loved    him,  —  it 
could  have  been  only  fancy.    But  how  could 
she  love  another,  after  only  even  thinking  that 
she  loved  him  ?"  was  Rosalind's  thought,  as  she 
paced  a  sunny  walk  after  Susan  Way's  de- 
parture ;  and  something  of  the  lofty  and  indig- 
nant air  that  had  at  first  so  awed  her  friend 
came  over  her  as  she  thought  it.     '^  Yet  it  is 
better  as  it  is — she  could  not  understand  him 
— ^shc  is  not  worthy  of  him — ^who  is?'*  she 
added,  trembling  at  the  wild  beating  of  her 
own  heart.    '<  I  should  not  blame  Susan  for 
being  fickle,  and  given  to  change:   I  might 
have  known  that  it  was  her  nature — that  her 
affection  was  only  fitted  for  prosperity.    She 
could  not  live  upon  a  memory,  and  keep  her 
maiden  faith    through    years    of  doubt   and 
difficulty.    She  has  chosen  one  who  is  better 
fitted  for  her. — He  loved  her  not — and  yet  she 
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thinks  he  loves«^-Can  it  be  possible?  His 
words  and  manner  at  the  Pearsons  —  that 
happy !  happy  evening !  And  when  acting  to- 
gether in  the  charade  —  and  then  again  at 
Balder  Cliff :— things  that  I  dared  not  think  of 
then  for  fear  of  proving  false  to  Susan.  Oh  ! 
that  I  could  tell !  that  I  might  believe  1"  she 
continued,  whilst  the  rich  blood  mantled  on 
her  cheek.  "  But  the  lady  at  Drinkboume  !" 
she  added,  her  hands  drooping  by  her  side^ 
and  the  blood  retreating  to  her  heart» 

'^  If  you  please,  Miss  Rosa,  my  mis- 
tress wants  the  key  of  the  spice  cupboard/' 
said  a  servant,  who  had  approached  unob- 
served. 

A  third  repetition  of  the  question  roused 
Rosalind  to  a  knowledge  of  what  was  required 
of  her,  breaking  the  glittering  thread  with  which 
she  was  weaving  a  golden  tissue — ^a  veil  of 
hope  and  joy,  yet  across  which  shot  some 
thin  black  lines,  thrown  by  a  jealous  shuttle.. 
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How  impertinent  seem  the  conoeras  of  every 
day  life  if  intruded  on  us  at  a  moment 
when  fancy  holds  her  fSsdxj  rule,  and  the 
heart  is  filled  with  thoughts  above  this  lower 
earth! 
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May  had  come — come  as  she  should  come, 
with  her  myriad  of  flowers,  and  her  soft  balmy 
breeze;  and  yet  Rosalind*s  cheek  was  not 
blooming  as  she  had  asserted  that  it  would  be. 
The  languor  which  had  before  appeared  to 
oppress  her  was  no  longer  so  constant — she 
was  now  often  fitful  and  restless  in  mind  and 
body,  growing  thinner  and  thinner  day  by 
day;  at  least  so  thought  her  parents  and 
young  Lennard,  though  she  tried  to  persuade 
them  to  the  contrary. 
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It  was    the    day    fixed   for    her    brother'a 
arrival;  and  she  sat  at  her  favorite  window^ 
watching  for  his  coming,  yet  not  as  it  seemed, 
with  the  joyous    and  affectionate  anxiety  of 
former  days.     She  had  learnt  that  the  pleasure 
his    presence    brought    her  was    not    always 
unalloyed : — her  affection  was  still  as  fond ;  but 
not  as  proud — not  as  confiding.     She  began  to 
suspect  that  he  might  be  selfish — she  feared 
that  he  might  be  again  in  debt.     She   knew, 
too,  that  the  decision  concerning  the  renewal 
waited  only  his  opinion.     Should  that  opinion 
be  in  favour  of  agreeing  to  Mr.  Henry  Harper's 
terms,  there  would  be  a  still  greater  debt  and 
obligation  to  young  Lennard — ^and  how  were 
either  ever  to  be  repaid?    Did  he  —  did  her 
family  look  to  her  as  the  means  of  repayment  ? 
She  dared  not  ask  herself  the  question — ^the 
bare  idea  made  her  shudder.    Even  if  a  new 
loan  were  not  accepted,  how  was  the  old  one 
to  be  repaid,  except  by  a  retrenchment  painful 
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to  think  of  in  her  mother's  still  delicate  state 
of  healthy  or  by  her  own  hand  ? 

^*  And  yet  they  wonder  that  I  grow  thinner 
and  paler/'  was  her  passionate  thought,  as  she 
looked  up  suddenly. from  her  work,  flinging 
back  by  the  motion  the  long  curls  that  had 
fallen  over  her  pallid  face.  Her  brother  was 
beside  her.  He  had  entered  at  the  back  of  the 
house,  and  crept  stealthily  upon  her  solitude, 
undiscovered  till  his  arm  was  round  her. 

'^  You  keep  a  bad  watch.  Miss  Rose,  and  let 
the  enemy  come  at  noon-day,"  he  exclaimed, 
kissing  her  affectionately.  '^  And  how  comes 
this  ?  Where  are  the  roses  yoti  promised  me  ? 
May  is  here,  but  there  is  no  bloom  on  your 
cheek/' 

'^  I  side  with  the  House  of  York,  not  Lan- 
caster," answered  his  sister,  assuming  a  gaiety 
she  did  not  feel. 

**  Ah,  rebel !  to  desert  your  family  banners  ; 
— you  shall  be  tried  for  treason.-' 

"  And  who  shall  be  my  judge  ?" 
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"  Why,  as  I  am  inclined  to  be  merciful,  an 
old  friend  of  yours,  Edred  Cottrell." 

'^  He  shall  not  be  my  judge/'  exclaimed 
Rosalind  resolutely,  as  her  cousin  came  for* 
ward  at  a  sign  from  Michael. 

"  There  is  no  need  of  judge,  jury,  or  trial 
now,  for  you  are  sporting  your  old  colours 
again — *  the  red,  red  rose,*  *'  said  her  brother 
marking  her  embarrassment,  as  she  returned 
Edred's  greeting  with  a  crimson  blush.  '^  I 
thought  I  should  give  you  a  surprise." 

'*  You  have  indeed,'* 

'^  Not  a  painftil  one  I  hope,  Rosalind," 
whispered  Edred,  whilst  Michael  was  embrac- 
ing his  mother,  who  entered  the  room  at  the 
moment. 

Rosalind  had  not  the  heart  to  say  yes,  his 
manner  waa  so  sad,  so  pleading,  so  respectful. 
She  was  silent ;  and  her  cousin  gathered  hope 
from  that  silence.  As  Rosalind  for  fear  of  being 
questioned,  and  in  deference  to  Mrs.  Denham's 
wishes  had  not  hinted  her  su3picions  of  Edred 
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to  her  parents^  they  received  him  with  friendly 
warmth^  and  seconded  Michael's  invitation  to 
remain  till  the  morrow ;  and  as  much  longer 
as  he  pleased — an  invitation  which^  to  Rosa- 
lind's  annoyance,   was    thankfully   accepted. 
She  was  vexed  at  his  coming — vexed  at  his 
staying — and  still  more  vexed   at    perceiving 
that  he  had  not  abandoned  those  hopes,  the 
pressing  which  on  her  notice  had  pained  her 
so  much  at  Denham.    She  could  not  doubt 
that  he  still  loved  her — there  was  no  mistaking 
the  timid  yet  earnest  manner,  so  different  from 
his  former  gay  demeanour  and  merry  jesting-^ 
the  voice  that  softened  when  addressing  her — 
the  eye  that  watched  her  every  movement— 
the  jnind  that  anticipated  her  every  wish.    She 
could  not  but  pity  hini,  for  she  could  well 
understand  the  pangs  of  slighted  affection  : — 
she  even  admitted  that  she  had  no  right  to  be 
angry  with  him,  for  his  attentions,  though 
devoted,   were  not    obtrusive;    and    yet   his 
presence  fretted  her;   and  as  she  sat  in  the 
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cTeniog  with  £dred  on  one  side^  and  young 
Lennard  on  the  other,  both  striving  to  win  her 
r^ard  and  monopolise  her  conversation^  she 
fdt  herself  as  a  hound  victim  destined  to  be 
sacrificed  at  the  altar^  and  the  lear  that  had 
pressed  so  heavi^  upon  her  for  many  weeks 
grew  strono^  and  stronger  till  it  could  hardly 
be  endured.  Who  was  to  be  the  officiating 
priest,  and  phmge  the  dqgger  into  the  beait 
of  their  victim,  time  would  show. 

^  I  will  defer  the  evil  day  as  long  as  I  can — 
I  will  hear  nothing — ask  nothingy^  was  Rosfri 
Ifnd's  determination,  as  she  laid  her  aching 
head  on  her  piUow  and  tried  to  coax  herself  to 
sleep.  But  others  too  could  determine,  and 
plan,  and  act;  so  the  next  morning  afler 
breakfiut,  thanks  to  a  manceuvre  of  Michael's, 
she  foimd  herself  in  her  favorite  summer 
house  with  Eldred  by  her  «de,  and  no  one  else 
within  sight  or  hearing. 

'^  Ton  are  changed,  Rosalind ;  greatly  chang- 
ed since  we  last  met,  and  I  cannot  teU  you  bow 
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it  grieves  me  to  see  it,''  began  her  cousin,  love 
and  pity  imprinted  on  every  feature.  ^  Tou  are 
not  well — ^you  are  not  happy." 

'^  You  are  rude  this  morning  cousin  Edred ; 
and  I  will  not  stay  to  bear  any  more  uncivil 
speeches/'  answered  Rosalind  forcing  a  sickly 
smile. 

^'  Uncivil  speeches — Rosalind  1  unwelcome 
truths  I  fear ;  and  yet  I  utter  them  in  kindness 
— I  speak  from  pity—from  affection.  Nay,  but 
you  shall  hear  me,*'  he  added,  stepping  between 
her  and  the  door,  so  as  to  bar  her  egress. 

<<  Shall,  Mr.  Cottrell !— that  is  a  despot's 
word,  and  I  despise  it;  as  yet,  I  am  no  slave — 
not  bound  to  do  your  bidding.  Let  me  de- 
part 1"  said  Rosalind  proudly,  yet  shivering 
as  she  thought  that  her  free  agency  might  soon 
be  lost. 

'^  Forgive  me  if  I  spoke  too  warmly ;  I  come 
to  sue — not  to  command.  Only  hear  me — hear 
me  patiently  ;  and  1  will  not  then  detain  you 
against  your  will." 
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^'  You  can  tell^  and  I  can  hear  nothing  that 
can  benefit  either.  Let  me  go  V*  said  Rosalind, 
but  not  so  proudly  or  resohitely,  for  his  voice 
and  attitude  were  humble  and  respectful,  and 
worn  down  by  mental  suffi^ng,  she  had  no 
longer  the  power  to  control  herself  or  others, 
as  in  olden  times. 

'^  You  are  mistaken,  Rosalind ;  I  may  have 
the  power  to  serve  you  greatly,  and  my  will 
you  cannot  doubt*' 

'^  No,  no ;  you  cannot  serve  me ;  and  if  yon 
could,  such  serving  would  only  bind  me  in  a 
harder  bondage.' 

'*  Not  so,  dear  Rosalind ;  you  are  unhappy, 
and  I  cannot  bear  to  see  it.  Your  cheeks  are 
pale— your  eyes  are  hollow — there  is  no  light- 
ness in  your  tread  —  no  hope  within  your 
heart.    And  why  is  this  ?" 

"  I  am  anxious  for  my  mother — ^anxious  for 
my  father.'* 

**  And  anxious  for  yourself,  dear  Rosalind," 
he  added,  earnestly.    ^  And  I  am  anxious  for 
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you^  too.  You  are  required  to  sacrifice  your- 
self for  the  welfare  of  your  family — and  you 
shrink  from  the  trial." 

Rosalind  said  nothing;  but  a  slight  shiver 
shook  her  frame. 

*^  You  see  this— you  feel  this— you  have 
long  felt  it.  It  has  tamed  down  your  buoyant 
spirit — haunting  you  by  night>  and  haunting 
you  by  day — leaving  your  mind  no  peace — 
robbing  your  frame  of  health.  You  do  not^ 
you  cannot  lote  young  Lenntol.'^ 

^^  Mr.  Lenna^  is  amiable  and  generous  ;  he 
will  liot  press  an  unwelcome  suit  upon  me/' 
answered  Rosalind^  hurriedly,  and  looking 
away  to  hide  the  impression  made  by  his 
words. 

^<  Admitting  this— though  his  persevering 
attentions  can  scarcely  warrant  the  belief—  will 
your  parents  be  equally  generous?" 

'^  They  will  urge  me  to  nothing  that  can 
pain  me>"  said  Rosalind  with  a  glow  of  affec- 
tion. 
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"  Not  by  harsh  words — ^they  love  you  for  too 
well  for  those:  but  is  there  not  a  gentk 
tyranny  more  hard  to  be  withstood  than  angiy 
voice  and  frowning  brow  ?  Do  you  not  feel 
its  power  even  now  ?^ 

^^  They  have  said  nothing  to  me  on  the  sub* 
ject/'  observed  Rosalind,  evasively ;  ''  and  it 
is  too  delicate  a  point  for  you  to  meddle 
with.*' 

^^  Nay,  but  I  must  continue  —  pardon  me. 
Have  they  looked  nothing?  —  done  nothing? 
•—will  you  add  that,  too  ?— Do  they  not  en- 
courage his  visits?  Do  they  not  already  re- 
gard him  as  a  son,  incurring  debts  which  can 
alone  be  paid  by  their  own  beggary,  or  their 
daughter's  hand  ?  Do  they  not  pray  you  by 
those  gentle  pleading  looks,  so  difficult  to  be 
refused  from  those  we  love,  to  save  their  age 
from  hardships,  and  your  youth  from  penuiy  ?' 

''  They  will  listen  to  my  objections,  their 
first  thought  is  my  happiness.  I  shotdd  have 
spoken  plamly  before, '*  said  Rosalind  in  £d- 
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tering  acoentSj  that  touched  her  hearer,  who 
saw  that  she  was  speaking  against  her  own 
belief,  yet  trying  to  believe  her  own  asser- 
tion8« 

^'  Tour  silence  proves  that  you  dared  not 
speak — that  you  lingered  on  in  painful  doubt, 
fearing  a  confirmation  still  more  painful.  But 
supposing  your  parents  to  be  touched  by  your 
tears^  which  I  will  not  gainsay,  will  your 
brother  be  equally  pliable — equally  generous  ? 
How  is  his  debt  to  young  Lennard  to  be 
paid^  save  by  his  sister's  hand  V* 

<'  He  owes  nothing  to  young  Lennard," 
answered  Rosalind  boldly,  believing  the  charge 
invented  for  the  purpose  of  bending  her  to  her 
cousin's  wiU,  whatever  that  will  might  be. 

'^  He  is  his  debtor  for  twelve  hundred 
pounds — with  other  debts  beside/' 

'<  This  is  false  I  I  will  not  credit  it  P  cried 
Rosalind  warmly,  as  if  hoping  by  the  vehe- 
mence of  her  denial  to  disprove  the  asser- 
tion. 
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''You  doubt  me,  Rosalind;'  said  Edred 
reddening  with  vexation,  at  her  resolute  and 
rebuking  incredulity — *'  I  will  not  pledge  my 
honor  for  the  fact,  since  you  doubt  that  honor; 
but  ask  yourself  if  I  should  be  guflty  of  the 
folly  of  asserting  that  to  be  true,  which  one 
word  to  Michael  would  prove  to  be  false  ?  He 
owes  young  Lennard  twelve  hundred  pounds — 
and  it  may  be  more." 

'^  I  must  believe  you,''  said  Rosalind  with  a 
deep  sigh,  clinging  to  a  rustic  chair  for 
support. 

''  I  thought  you  knew  it,  or  should  not  have 
named  it/' 

''  I  did  not  know  it.  But  why  tell  me  of  a 
brother's  errors  ?  Is  this  a  fitting  theme  for  a 
sister's  ear?  Is  this  the  kindness  of  which 
you  boasted?" 

''  It  was  needful  that  the  sister  should  hear 
the  tale  however  painfull  She  now  under- 
stands her  position — she  sees  all  her  danger." 

*'  Yes,  I  understand  it  all  now — see  eveiy 
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thing  that  you  would  have  me  see.  And  now 
that  your  purpose  is  accomplished^  let  me  go  ; 
I  am  not  what  I  was — I  cannot  bear  what  I 
once  could,''  she  added,  passing  her  thin  trans- 
parent hand  across  her  aching  brow,  and  put- 
ting  aside  the  clustering  curls  that  prevented 
the  air  from  blowing  on  it, 

^^  Not  what  you  once  were  tndy.  Oh ! 
Rosalind,  what  must  you  not  have  suffered  to 
be  so  changed !" 

It  was  impossible  to  doubt  his  pity,  and  his 
cousin  was  moved,  though  she  made  no  remark 
but  tottered  towards  the  door. 

^'  One  moment  more,*'  he  said  gently  detain- 
ing her.  "  My  purpose  is  not  accomplished ; 
— to  make  you  aware  of  the  perils  of  your 
position  without  pointing  out  a  way  of  escape 
would  be  the  height  of  cruelty — ^that  way  is 
open  before  you.  Once  more  I  offer  the  de- 
votion of  a  heart,  that  loves  you  stiU  in  spite 
of  your  former  coldness.  Mrs.  Denham  desires 
our  union,  and  that  union  would  ensure  the 
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reconciliation  for  which  your  mother  pines.  As 
I  said  before^  my  wealth  should  be  yours — ^your 
brother's  debts  should  be  paid^  and  your  pa* 
rents'  declining  years  cheered  by  the  comforts 
which  their  age  requires.  You  do  not  speak, 
dear  Rosalind.  May  I  not  read  your  silence 
as  I  wish  ? — May  I  not  rgoice  in  the  fulfilment 
of  my  fondest  hopes?'  he  pleaded^  growing 
more  earnest,  more  impassioned. 

*^  No,  Edredy  no ;  it  cannot  be,"  said  Rosa- 
lind gently,  but  firmly,  withdrawing  the  hand 
which  he  would  have  taken.    ^^  Toa  offered 
this  before,  and  I  declined  it — ^you  should  have 
understood  and  not  have  offered  it  again ;  God 
help  you  in  yoiur  sorrow,  if  you  mean  me  well ; 
and  grant  you  pardon  if  you  mean  me  ill ;  and 
that  is  all  that  I  can  say.    Do  not  follow — do 
not  upbraid  me — do  not  plead ; — ^it  would  but 
pain  us  both,  and  yet  be  vain.    You  say  that 
I  am  sadly  changed : — ^lay  not  another  sin  to 
your  account,  by  bearing  hardly  on  a  breaking 
heart." 
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'*  I  woald  soothe  not  painyou^  Rosalind^**  said 
Edred  with  much  feeling,  walking  beside  her 
as  she  paced  slowly  up  the  gravel  path  that 
led  towards  the  house.  ^*  Do  not  reject  my 
aid— >  my  love.  Think  of  the  only  other  alter- 
native. To  save  your  father  and  brother  from 
a  prison — to  supply  your  mother  even  with 
needful  food  you  must  wed  young  Lennard.'' 
'*  It  may  be  so/'  replied  Rosalind  sadly^  still 
walking  on,  though  her  trembling  limbs  could 
scarcely  support  her  frame. 

*'  It  must  be  so — there  are  no  means  of 
escape/' 

^  There  is  death  1"  said  his  cousiu  abruptly 
with  a  wild  light  in  her  sunken  eye,  that 
alarmed  her  hearer. 

<'  Death !  surely,  Rosalind,  you  cannot  con- 
template 1" — he  began,  then  checked  himself 
ere  he  had  given  words  to  the  fearfid  doubt. 

A  scornful  smile  curled  Rosalind's  lip,  im- 
mediately succeeded  by  a  look  of  the  most 
touching  resignation. 

K    S 
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^  My  life  is  in  the  hands  of  Him  who  gave 
it.  Let  him  resume  it — ^let  him  prolong  it — 
fltin  may  I  say  His  will  he  done !  But  life  has 
lost  it  channs ;  and  I  would  lay  it  down  with 
joy  if  it  so  pleased  my  Maker/' 

Edred  turned  away  to  conceal  his  emotion ; 
but  that  emotion  was  unheeded  by  Rosalind, 
who  still  slowly  pursued  her  way  to  the  house 
with  her  eyes  bent  on  the  ground. 

''  And  you  prefer  death  to  a  union  with  me  ?** 
he  questioned  in  a  fettering  voice. 

^  I  do." 

^  And  you  would  wed  young  Lennard  rather 
than  Edred  Cottrell?*'  he  demanded  with  a 
frantic  vehemence,  which  he  had  not  before 
exhibited. 

^'  If  it  must  be  so;  but  I  would  rather  be  in 
my  grave  than  wed  with  either." 

^  Talk  not  of  dying,  Rosalind ;  reprove  me 
— hate  me-^pour  out  reproaches  on  my  head, 
but  speak  not — look  not  thus !''  he  exdaimed, 
giving  way  to  the  excitement  which  he  had 
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before  straggled  to  subdue.  "  Weep — sob — 
any  thing,  but  that  settled,  tearless  sorrow.^' 

^  It  is  too  late  for  tears — they  are  all  shed ; 
and  I  would  part  in  peace,  for  we  may  never 
meet  again.'' 

*^  Tes,  yes,  we  will  have  many  happy  meet- 
ings,'^  answered  Edred  striving  to  speak  more 
gaily,  yet  shuddering  at  her  words,  which  to 
his  ears,  sounded  prophetic.  ''  You  are  ill — 
you  ipust  have  advice — I  will  speak  to  your 
mother — she  shall  take  you  to  town.'^ 

^  And  who  will  supply  the  means  for  this  ?*' 
asked  Rosalind  bitterly* 

Her  cousin  turned  away — his  heart  smote 
him  for  his  selfish  cruelty — and  yet  his  purpose 
changed  not.  Remorse  is  not  repentance— nor 
self-condemnation  self-amendment. 

<'  I  will  supply  the  means.  At  least  receive 
health  at  my  hands,*'  he  exclaimed  again  turn- 
ing towards  her. 

For  a  moment  she  looked  steadily  in  his  face. 
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then  shook  her  head  with  a  mournful  gesture 
of  disappointment. 

''  Health !  can  the  frame  gain  health  when 
the  heart  is  breaking  ?  No^  Edred^  no ;  1  will 
take  nothing  at  your  hands— not  even  the  food 
that  would  save  me  firom  dying; — ^you  can 
show  no  kindness  without  the  hope  of  a  reward* 
This  is  your  doing — ^this  is  your  work — and  so 
you  will  feel  at  your  last  hour.  Your  wiles 
have  succeeded — ^your  falsehood  has  prospered. 
It  would  be  vain  to  appeal  to  your  pity — you 
can  only  be  moved  by  self-interest-— Mrs.  Den- 
ham's  heir  will  have  wealth  but  no  joy.  The 
deceiver — ^the  slanderer — the  perjurer  can  know 
no  peace  on  earth — and  for  a  future  life — God 
grant  him  penitence  V^ 

So  saying  Rosalind  passed  into  the  house^ 
but  Edred  remained  where  she  had  left  hioif 
pale^  silent,  motionless ;  his  eyes  fixed  on  the 
spot  where  she  had  stood — ^hia  mind  still  under 
the  influence  of  her  solemn  words.    It  was  an 
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awful  sight  to  see  a  bold,  strong  man  so  moved 
bj  the  speech  of  a  weak,  simple  girl.  His 
ghastly  look — his  trembling  limbs,  proclaimed 
the  force  of  truth. 

Within  an  hour  he  was  on  his  way  from  Ivy 
Cottage  to  Denham  Park,  with  the  words  of 
that  simple  girl  still  ringing  in  his  ears,  though 
he  had  so  far  mastered  his  emotion  as  to  take 
a  quiet  leave  of  the  Trevors ;  —  all  except 
Rosalind,  who,  pleading  a  head-ache  in  excuse, 
had  not  descended  to  bid  him  farewell.  None 
guessed  the  tumult  in  his  mind — the  agony 
that  wrung  his  heart. 

It  was  some  days  before  Rosalind  was  well 
enough  to  leave  the  house.  She  had  been 
suffering  from  a  severe  cold,  her  mother  said 
and  thought — that  mother  did  not  know  that 
her  child  had  never  closed  her  eyes  on  the 
night  after  Edred's  departure ;  but  had  sat  at 
the  open  window  to  cool  her  feverish  brow, 
pantingi  gasping  for  breath,  with  her  hands 
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daaped^  and  her  tearless  eyes  fixed  on  the 
starry  sk  J. 

^  I  shall  drive  you  out  to  day^  Rosalind ; 
it  will  do  you  good/'  said  her  father. 

^  But  then  you  must  drive  out  mamma,  too/^ 
answered  his  daughter. 

Any  thing  to  avoid  a  Uie^-Uie  with  any  one 
of  her  family  ! — there  was  safety  in  numbers — 
for  once  even  she  rgoiced  in  young  Lennard*8 
presence^  who  came  to  dine,  according  to  cus- 
tom, when  not  otherwise  engaged ; — she  could 
not  be  questioned  when  he  was  by.  And  yet 
she  loved  her  family,  and  they  loved  her;  but 
it  was  that  very  nffisction  which  made  her  trial 
all  the  harder.  How  could  she  refuse  her 
consent  to  what  would  place  them  in  comfort? 
Tet  how  could  she  stand  before  the  altar  with 
one  whom  she  did  not  love — and  that  too,  when 
the  mere  naming  of  another  had  power  to  make 
her  tremble  ? 

She  was  better  for  the  drive,  as  her  fiither 
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had  predicted — still  better  for  a  second  on  the 
morrow^  and  lured  to  linger  in  the  open  air  by 
the  beauty  of  the  day,  instead  of  entering  the 
house  on  her  return,  she  strolled  into  the 
garden,  and  thence  into  the  little  shrubbery 
beyond,  where  she  seated  herself  on  a  bench 
beneath  a  spreading  beech,  believing  that 
Michael  was  out  riding,  and  no  one  near  to 
disturb  her  solitude.  She  was  mistaken  :-^ 
she  had  not  been  there  many  minutes  before 
her  brother  took  his  place  beside  her. 

'^  You  are  mending  apace,  Rose,'^  he  ob^ 
served,  affectionately. 

^^  Yes ;  but  I  must  be  prudent,  and  not 
remain  out  too  long,  lest  I  catch  cold  again/' 
she  replied,  rising  as  she  spoke  with  the  inten- 
tion of  returning  to  the  house:  not  that  she 
really  feared  the  damp — but  only  the  being 
alone  with  him. 

"  Fiddle-de-dee,  Rose ;  you  would  not  catch 
cold  if  you  sat  here  for  hours,^'  cried  Michael, 
passing  his  arm  round  her  waist,  and  thus  de- 
k5 
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taining  her.    ''  I  want  to  have  a  talk  with 
you," 

'^  I  am  not  equal  to  a  talk^  Michael ;  I  am 
not^  indeed/'  said  his  tremblings  frightened 
sister, 

'^  It  need  not  be  a  long  one^  dear  Rose^  but 
I  must  say  what  I  have  to  say,  having  already 
waited  several  days  for  an  opportunity*  That 
Harper  is  a  villain  there  can  be  no  doubt^ 
though  it  would  be  impolitic  to  tell  him  so ; 
but  nevertheless  we  must  decide  about  this 
plaguy  renewal^  and  the  decision,  it  seems, 
must  rest  with  you/' 

^^  It  cannot  rest  with  me — I  know  nothing 
of  business/' 

'*  This  is  a  matter  of  feeling  rather  than 
business." 

'*  The  renewal  of  lives  in  a  copyhold  a  matter 
of  feeling!  You  have  strange  fancies  in 
some  things ;  but  feeling,  or  business  I  am  not 
equal  to  the  discussion  at  present." 

'^  You  are  not  equal  to  much.  Rose,  that  I 
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can  see  plainly.  We  are  all  anxious  on  your 
account.  What  say  you  to  a  foreign  trip,  to 
give  you  strength  and  roses  ?" 

'^  It  would  be  useless  to  give  an  opinion  on 
what  cannot  be  accomplished  ;*'  she  answered 
gravely,  wondering  at  his  remark. 

"  But  it  can  be  accomplished  very  com- 
fortably 5  and  I  can  either  stay  and  nurse  my 
mother,  or  go  and  help  nurse  you." 

'^  I  do  not  understand  you/^  said  his  sister, 
in  surprise. 

"  Then  you  must  be  very  dull  of  compre- 
hension, or  would  have  me  suppose  so.  Why 
should  not  your  wedding  tour  be  to  Italy  ?'' 

"  I  am  not  going  to  be  married — I  shall 
never  marry,''  exclaimed  poor  Rosalind,  with 
uncontrollable  emotion. 

"  I  understand  —  that  is  a  girPs  proper 
answer." 

^^  It  is  a  woman's  resolution,"  observed  his 
sister  reproachfully. 

'^  A  woman's  resolution,  if  you  prefer  it* 
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And  how  long  does  a  woman's  resolution  last  ? 
Love  will  soon  win  a  different  reply : — I  must 
send  Lennard  to  plead  his  own  cause*'^ 

"  I  will  hold  no  conversation  with  Mr. 
Lennard  on  the  subject/' 

**  Then  you  must  hold  it  with  me/'  said  her 
brother,  again  detaining  her  beside  him  against 
her  will.  '  *'  He  has  waited  patiently  for 
months,  thankful  to  win  a  gracious  word  or 
smile,  but  he  cannot  be  expected  to  wait  much 
longer.  He  deserves  better  at  your  hands 
than  to  be  kept  in  suspense.'^ 

*^  I  have  no  wbh  to  k€«rp  Mr.  Lennard  in 
suspense*—!  have  no  wish  to  influence  his 
actions  in  any  way — he  is  your  friend,  not 
mme. 

^^  There  was  a  time  when  Michael  Trevor's 
friends  would  have  been  his  sister's  also ;  hot 
Rosalind  can  change  as  others." 

''There  was  a  time  when  Rosalind  Trevor 
was  dear  to  her  brother,  and  that  brother 
would  say  nothing  to  pain  her." 
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''  Rosalind  is  still  dear^  very  dear  to 
her  brother ;  and  therefore  it  is  that  he 
would  secure  her  happiness  by  uniting  her  to 
one  worthy  of  her  regard^  and  devotedly 
attached  to  hen  It  is  time  that  Lennard 
should  be  received  as  an  accepted  lover — his 
probation  has  been  long  enough/' 

Rosalind  shook^  and  gasped  for  breath ; 
then  summoning  all  her  firmness,  answered 
her  brother  with  a  tolerably  steady  voice. 

*'  If  you  speak  thus  at  Mr.  Lennard's  de- 
sire, say  that  esteem  for  his  many  virtues  is 
the  warmest  feeling  that  I  can  ever  entertain 
towards  him ;  and  of  this  the  coldness  with 
which  I  have  ever  received  his  attentions 
should  have  convinced  him.  Nor  can  I  say 
much  for  the  delicacy  of  the  terms  employed, 
if  you  repeat  his  words  correctly." 

^  Psha!  Rosalind;  the  words  are  my  own-«> 
you  must  know  that  Lennard  is  too  humble 
and  devoted  to  say  any  thing  that  conld  anger 
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you ;  80  give  me  a  pretty  message — he  deserve* 
it  from  your  lips/' 

'^  Say  to  him  what  I  have  said — I  can  give 
no  other  answer." 

'^  I  shall  say  no  such  thing.  Rose,  and  you 
must  give  him  another  answer:  —  he  has 
received  too  much  encouragement  to  be  fooled 
or  jilted  in  this  way/' 

<*  He  has  received  no  encouragement  from 
me,"  answered  Rosalind,  hurriedly,  no  longer 
able  to  conceal  or  control  her  emotion. 

She  felt  that  this  conversation  would  decide 
her  fate — she  had  Uttle  hope  that  this  fate 
would  be  other  than  she  feared  ;  and  yet  sbe 
sought,  with  almost  childish  eagerness,  to  defer 
the  dreaded  decision. 

'^  He  has  been  here,  day  after  day,  for 
months;  and  you  never  told  him  that  his 
visits  were  disagreeable  to  you,"  replied  her 
brother  warmly. 

'^  He  never  said,  or  even  hinted  that  those 
visits  were  to  me.*' 
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'^  And  you  never  suspected  it^  my  most 
innocent  sister;  but  concluded  he  rode  over 
here  daily  to  see  Captain  and  Mrs.  Trevor— 
an  old  married  couple.'' 

"  It  would  have  been  indelicate  to  speak 
out  on  a  mere  suspicion ;  but  I  ever  gave  him 
a  cold  reception.^' 

«  Then  you  did  him  a  great  wrong,  for  he 
deserved  a  warm  onC)''  observed  her  brother, 
changing  the  ground  of  his  charge,  and  making 
no  attempt  to  conceal  his  vexation  at  her 
replies. 

She  offered  no  defence  against  this  new 
accusation,  and  Michael,  after  remaining  silent 
for  some  minutes,  broke  out  abruptly. 

'^  It  is  of  no  use  mincing  matters.  Rose : 
Lennard  seeks  your  hand  with  the  full  appro- 
bation of  all  your  family ;  and  I  have  told  him 
that  he  need  not  despair.'^ 

"  I  cannot  wed  young  Lennard,"  —  said 
Rosalind,  in  a  hollow  voice,  turning  very 
pale. 
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And  why  not?  You  did  not  choose  to 
have  Cottrell^  though  I  gave  hun  a  chance, 
thinking  that  you  might  prefer  him^  notwitb- 
standing  what  you  said  before ;  for  there  is  no 
comprehending  what  you  women  mean.  Tou 
have  not  a  fancy  for  Ridgeway  after  all  have 
you  r 

«  No.** 

'^  Very  well  then,  Lennard  is  the  man. 
Young,  honorable,  rich,  and  generous." 

*'  He  is  all  this — yet  I  cannot  love  him," 
said  Rosalind,  timidly. 

"  Pooh,  child,  you  will  love  him  enough  in 
time." 

''  Never  !'*  exclaimed  Rosalind,  vehemently. 

'^  Come,  come,  Rose,  don't  talk  nonsense. 
Why  there  is  no  contenting  you.  Two  of  the 
best  matches  in  the  county  at  your  command, 
yet  you  will  have  neither  of  them.  If  the 
Admirable  Crichton  himself  were  to  sue  for 
your  hand,  I  verily  believe  that  you  would  say 
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him  nay.  I  am  sick  of  such  fancies.  What 
more  can  you  require  in  a  lover?' 

"  I  require  nothing  but  to  be  freed  from 
unwelcome  suitors." 

"  Suitors  you  must  hfiv&T— your  beauty,  and 
winning  manners  will  always  ensure  them.'' 

^  Beauty !  I  wish  I  had  but  one  eye^  half  a 
nose,  and  no  mouth/'  exclaimed  poor  Rosalind, 
with  a  tinge  of  the  wild  gaiety  of  former  days. 
^'  Then  I  might  be  allowed  to  remain  as  I  am, 
which  is  all  I  ask,''  she  added,  mournfully. 

^  Most  probably ;  I  doubt  any  one's  wooing 
you  then,"  answered  her  brother  with  a  half 
smile.  "  But  having  a  pair  of  very  beautiful 
eyes,  a  well  shaped  nose,  and  a  very  pretty 
mouth,  with  wit,  grace,  and  excellence,  you 
must  submit  to  woman's  fate ;  and  not  only 
be  wooed — but  won.'* 

'^  At  least  I  am  so  far  a  free  agent  that  I 
may  choose  my  master,"  observed  Rosalind,  a 
little  bitterly,  hurt  at  her  brother's  manner. 

"  As  for  the  matter  of  free  agency.  Rose— 
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women^  aye,  and  men  too^  must  bend  to  drcum- 
stances.'^ 

'^  I  Mould  make  circumstancea  bend  to  me/' 
said  Rosalind^  proudly. 

'^  Do  so,  my  lofty  sister.  Pay  oflf  my 
father's  debt  to  Lennard — furnish  money  for 
the  renewal  by  the  mere  force  of  your  will, 
and  then  you  may  be  free  to  choose." 

'^  Should  I  be  quite  free  even  then  ?*'  she 
questioned. 

He  turned  avi^ay  from  her  keen  gaze — then 
spoke  abruptly  as  he  had  done  before* 

^^  This  is  sheer  folly,  Rosalind ;  the  debt  to 
Lennard  must  be  paid.'' 

'^  I  have  no  means  to  pay  it — the  little  all 
1  had  my  brother  has — he  took  my  money,  yet 
he  shows  no  pity." 

*'  Do  you  reproach  me  with  being  your 
debtor  ?" 

'^  No,  Michael,  no,  1  woidd  not  reproach 
you ;  but  spare  me — spare  me — urge  me  not  to 
a  union  that  must  make   me  miserable  "- 
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claimed  the  wretched  Rosalind^  changing  her 
tone  of  reproof  to  one  of  passionate  entreaty. 

"  I  only  urge  you  for  your  own  good/*  said 
her  brother^  more  gently.  "  Knowing  the 
pains  and  penalties  of  poverty^  I  would  fain 
save  you  from  their  endurance.  You  cannot 
dislike  Lennard — it  is  impossible  to  do  that : — 
nay,  you  admit  his  worth,  and  esteem  soon 
ripens  into  love.  Refuse  him,  and  not  only 
the  elegances  of  life,  but  even  the  comforts  to 
which  your  parents  have  been  accustomed 
must  be  retrenched  to  repay  the  loan  already 
made ;  and  at  my  father's  death  you  and  my 
mother  will  be  beggars.  And  how  will  you 
bear  to  see  them  enduring  these  privations — 
privations  so  painful  at  their  age — and  know 
that  it  is  your  doing  ?  Accept  him,  and  our 
parents  will  live  in  peace,  blessing  their 
daughter  as  the  means,  for  Lennard,  with  his 
love  and  fortune,  will  think  nothing  of  the 
petty  sum  of  two  thousand  pounds  lent  to  his 
wife's  father." 
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'^  Nor  of  the  twelve  hundred  lent  to  his  wife's 
brother?" 

^^  I  know  not  who  told  you  of  this  loan ;  but 
since  you  throw  it  in  my  teeth,  I  shall  not 
scruple  to  use  it  as  an  argument  agamst  you/' 
replied  her  brother,  reddening  to  the  very  roots 
of  his  hair  with  shame  and  anger.  ^'  I  owe 
Lennard  twelve  hundred  pounds  as  you  say, 
and  have  no  means  of  repaying  him,  but  by  the 
sale  of  my  commission.  This  villainous  daim 
of  Harper's  has  taken  all  the  little  money  that 
my  father's  strict  economy  had  enabled  him  to 
save;  ColonelRidgeway,  prejudiced  by  illnatured 
reports,  will  not  exert  his  interest  to  procure 
my  promotion ;  and  to  borrow  more  of  Lennard, 
save  in  the  character  of  your  husband,  is  im- 
possible. On  your  decision  therefore  rests  my 
fate : — it  is  for  you  to  say  whether  I  shall  be- 
come  disgraced,  dishonored — ^perhaps  the  in- 
mate  of  a  prison — or  whether  I  may  yet  stand 
a  chance  of  redeeming  my  fallen  fortunes.'^ 

^^  Oh  I  Michael  how  coidd  you,  knowing  our 
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poverty,  and  after  your  promises,  bring  your- 
self and  all  who  love  you  into  such  painful 
straits?''  exclaimed  the  agitated  RosaUnd,  clasp- 
ing  her  hands  in  agony. 

'^  It  is  of  no  use  to  talk  of  the  past,  Rose ;  it 
is  done — ^and  it  cannot  be  undone.  As  I  told 
you  before,  I  was  not  cut  out  folr  a  poor  man — 
it  is  not  my  vocation.  Besides,  it  is  partly 
owing  to  yourself;  you  were  so  reluctant  to 
lend  me  your  legacy  that  I  tried  to  win  the 
money  at  play ;  but  my  usual  ill  luck  pursued 
me,  and  I  lost  considerably/' 

^'  Thank  Heaven  that  it  was  so>  Michael ! 
The  gains  of  a  gambler  bring  shame  and  not 
profit.  So  it  seems  all  the  blame  is  mine — and 
I  must  pay  all  the  penalty,"  said  his  sister  re- 
proachfully. 

^'  If  so  thankful  that  I  lost,  you  should  be 
more  willing  to  assist  in  paying  my  debts ;  and, 
in  truth,  it  is  no  such  great  thing  I  ask  of  you 
— no  such  unheard  of  hardship  to  many  a  rich 
and  amiable  young  man>  who  worships  the 


214  WHO   SHALL   BE   HEIR? 

veriest  trifle  that  you  have  touched^  or  looked 
upon/' 

*^  Is  it  nothing  to  go  to  a  husband's  arms  not 
only  a  beggar — ^but  a  debtor  ?"  demanded  his 
sister  with  a  burst  of  indignation,  at  his  unge- 
nerous and  worldly  arguments.  '^  And  that  this 
should  be  done  by  my  brother — my  only  brother 
whom  I  loved  so  well !  Is  it  nothing  to  be 
bartered  against  my  will  for  gold?  Sold — lite- 
rally sold  to  provide  for  a  brother's — "  she 
paused  abruptly. 

'^  A  brother's  what  ?  Speak  it  out  boldly» 
Rosalind — pay  no  heed  to  my  feeUngs/'  said 
her  brother  bitterly. 

'^  No,  Michael ;  I  wiQ  say  nothing  unkind — 
think  nothing  unkind  if  I  can  help  it.  But  do 
not  urge  me  too  far — ^you  cannot  tell — you  can- 
not guess  how  wild  the  thoughts  that  come  at 
times  across  my  brain.  Mrs.  Denham  was 
right  when  she  warned  me  that  I  should  be 
sacrificed  for  the  good  of  others ;  and  that  a 
brother's  hand  would  bind  me  to  the  altar,'' 
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"  She  had  the  penetration  to  foresee,  but  not 
the  benevolence  to  prevent  the  wrong.  She  is 
a  covetous,  prosy,  selfish  old  woman,"  cried 
Michael  in  wrath ;  **  but  you,  Rosalind — ^you 
were  once  kind,  gentle,  and  loving,^'  he  added 
more  softly. 

'^  I  am  still  all  these,  dear  Michael ;  but  it  is 
cruel  to  oppress  the  loving  and  the  gentle  with 
so  hard  a  burden." 

'^  Do  not  call  me  cruel,  dear  sister.  What 
can  I  do?''  said  Michael  affectionately,  sub- 
dued by  her  appeal.  '^  I  know  that  I  have 
been  wrong — very  wrong; — I  cannot  with- 
stand temptation — I  never  could ; — you  have  a 
right  to  reproach  me — yet  do  not  think  me  un- 
kind. What  do  I  ask?  Not  one  iota  more 
than  I  would  do  myself.  I  would  marry  Miss 
Verrender  to-morrow,  if  she  would  have  me ; 
and  yet  I  have  no  particular  love  for  her,  and 
she  is  not  half  as  amiable  as  Lennard.  A  plague 
on  the  scandal  mongers,  who  made  her  believe 
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me  an  inveterate  gambler,  Tou  should  not 
accuse  me  of  cruelty  in  only  urging  on  you 
what  I  would  readily  do  myself." 

*'  The  world  has  changed  you^  Michael. 
There  was  a  time  when  you  had  higher^  nobler 
thoughts." 

'^  I  have  grown  more  reasonable^  Rosalind/* 
replied  her  brother,  colouring  at  her  rebuke, 
though  uttered  in  a  gentle  tone  that  had  more 
of  sadness  than  reproof,  '*  Those  who  live  at 
Rome  must  do  as  the  Romans  do ;  and  those 
who  live  in  the  world  must  do  as  the  world 
does; — it  is  of  no  use  for  one  person  to  try  to 
stem  the  current,  so  take  my  advice  and  do  not 
attempt  it ;  you  would  only  be  borne  down  in 
the  flood  and  drowned." 

Rosalind  sighed — sighed  for  her  own  fate, 
and  her  brother's  change.  They  were  no 
longer  one  in  heart  and  mind,  as  they  had 
been  in  their  young  days.  The  taint  of  the 
world — the  blight  of  selfishness  was  on  him : 
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she  might  endeavour  to  close  her  eyes  and 
heart  against  the  conviction^  but  his  conduct 
would  force  the  painful  truth  upon  her." 

<'  Do  not  sigh  so  sadly,  Rose ;  and  do  not 
look  so  ghastly.  You  cannotthink  howyou  shock 
me,*  said  Michael,  drawing  her  closer  to  him. 

"  If  you  would  not  be  shocked  still  more 
save  me — spare  me,'' — pleaded  the  wretched 
girl,  looking  earnestly  into  his  face. 

^I  would  do  any  thing -*  try  any  thing, 
Rose,  to  save  you  pain — to  make  you  happy. 
You  know  if  I  had  wealth,  how  fully,  bow 
freely  you  should  share  it.'' 

"  Yes,  dear  Michael,  I  am  sure  of  that,'' 
said  his  sister,  warmly. 

'^  But,  alas  1 1  have  no  wealth  to  share  withyou, 
dear  Rosalind,  I  need  not  repeat  all  that  1  said 
before — you  know  how  matters  stand.  Comfort 
for  all,  and  our  blessings  upon  you  for  giving  it ; 
or  pinching  poverty  —  perhaps  a  gaol  for  my 
father  and  mother ;  and  a  prison  and  disgrace 
for  myself.    Can  you  hesitate,  Rosalind  V 

VOL,   III.  L 


218  WHO   SHALL   BE    HEIR? 

*'  Mr.  Lennard  would  never  put  either  of 
you  in  prison/'  said  Rosalind^  with  a  wild 
hurry  in  her  manner. 

'^  Perhaps  not ;  but  we  should  still  be  his 
debtors.  The  very  crusts  that  kept  us  from 
starving  would  be  a  robbery  of  our  liberal 
creditor.  Is  it  honourable — ^is  it  magnanimous 
to  turn  his  generosity  against  himself?" 

'^  It  would  be  an  ill  return  for  that  generosity 
to  give  him  a  hand  without  a  heart,''  said 
Rosalind  in  a  hollow  whisper. 

*^  But  the  heart  would  soon  follow  the  hand ; 
—you  love  no  other^  or  I  would  not  urge  you 
thus." 

Michael  felt  his  sister  shudder  in  his  arms, 
but  she  made  no  remark^  and  he  proceeded. 
'^  Besides,  you  are  yourself  his  debtor,  Rosa- 
lind. He  advanced  the  money  on  your  note, 
and  would  have  paid  thousands  instead  of  hun- 
dreds had  I  asked  it,  only  to  possess  the  words 
your  hand  hfid  traced.'' 

'^  And  could  you  let  this  be?    Had  you  no 
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care  for  your  sister's  fame  and  delicacy?      I 
had  a  brother  once,  and  he  would  not  have 
done    this  thing.      He  was  high-minded  and 
affectionate,  and  would  have  perished  rather 
than  give  a  stranger  reason  to  talk  lightly  of 
his  sister ;    but  that  brother  ii?ent  into  the 
world,  and  there  learnt  to  love  the  things  of 
the  world  far  better  than  his  only  sister.     I 
have  no  brother  now  to  cherish  and  protect  me.'' 
'^  Hush  I    hush !    for  heaven's  sake,  speak 
not  80  sadly,  so  reproachfully,*'  exclaimed  her 
brother,  with  a  faltering  voice,  twining  his  arm 
more  fondly  round  her.     "  I  love  you  still 
with  all  a  brother's  true  affection »—  I  would 
protect  you  with  my  life  from  insult  and  from 
wrong : — and  Lennard — he  would  do  the  like, 
or  more.      Think  lightly  of  you  for  the  note  ! 
he  said  that  you  were    more    than  woman, 
bidding  me  not  tell  who  lent  the  money,  lest 
you  should  feel  distressed.     He  is  as  generous 
and  high-minded,  as    you  believe  me  to   be 
mean  and  selfish.'' 
l3 
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^^  Not  mean  and  selfish  Michael— I  did  not 
•ay  BO — did  1  ?** 

'^  No^  but  you  thought  it ;  and  I  deserve  that 
you  should  think  it.  Alas !  for  my  fatal  ex- 
travagance^ which  compels  me  to  urge  you 
against  your  will.  But  set  my  debts  aside- 
forget  that  you  have  a  brother,  BtUl  you  have 
parents.  Will  you  condemn  them  to  a  prison^ 
or  to  penury,  when  one  little  word  will  save 
them  this,  and  bless  your  brother's  generous 
friend?  Can  you  do  this?  The  question 
rests  with  you — the  time  is  come  for  your 
decision  ?*' 

'^  Is  there  no  other  course  ?"  gasped  the 
weeping  girl,  clasping  her  hands,  and  gazing 
into  his  face  with  a  look  of  passionate  en* 
treaty.*' 

^'  None,  Rosalind,  none,'*  said  her  brother, 
sadly  and  slowly,  turning  away  that  he  might 
not  see  her  agony,  yet  pressing  her  closer  to 
his  heart  as  he  spoke. 

The  unclasped  hands  drooped  by  her  side— 
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the  pallid  face  sank  on  his  shoulder — a  cold 
moisture  came  on  her  noble  brow — ^her  lips 
movedj  but  no  sound  was  heard. 

This  silence  is  fearful^  Rosalind.  Speak^  I 
entreat  you/'  said  her  brother  after  a  while,  in 
a  husky  voice^  but  with  a  still  averted  head. 

''  Give  me  time/'  gasped  the  shuddering 
girl. 

"  Yes,  dearest,  any  time  you  wish :  days, 
weeks,  months,  nay,  even  years,  if  you  desire 
it.  All  shall  be  as  you  will,''  exclaimed  her 
brother,  in  the  flow  of  his  gratitude  for  her 
compliance,  limited  as  it  was,  imprinting  a 
kiss  on  her  marble  brow,  but  starting  at  its 
deathlike  coldness.  '*  Bless  you,  sweetest, 
best  of  sisters !  Heaven  bless  and  reward 
you !  you  have  saved  me  from  despair — you 
have  made  me  feel  how  utterly  unworthy  I  am 
of  all  your  goodness.  Receive  my  thanks—- 
my  unbounded  thanks.*' 

''  I  prayed  for  time — I  must  first  speak  to 
Mr.  Lennard,"  faltered  Rosalind,  shivering  as 
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she  felt  that  he  considered  her  consent  to  have 
been  given^  and  shrinking  against  her  will  from 
his  affectionate  caresses^  and  fervent  gratitude. 

'^  Yes,  dearest ;  you  shall  have  fitting  time 
— depend  on  that ;  you  shall  say  what  you 
will  to  Lennard.  Forgive  me  for  having 
caused  you  pain  ;  and  now  let  us  talk  of  other 
things.  It  would  shock  my  mother  to  see  you 
thus — it  is  very  dreadful : — compose  yourself. 
I  thought  you  stronger — firmer/* 

'^  I  am  but  a  poor  thing  now — I  mean  to  be 
better  by  and  bye/'  said  Rosalind,  withdrawing 
from  her  brother's  encircling  arms,  that  he 
might  not  feel  how  she  shook,  and  resting  for 
support  against  the  arm  of  the  garden  seat 
with  her  bowed  face  leaning  on  her  hand. 
'^  Speak  no  more  of  this  now — talk  of  other 
things — things  that  will  have  no  power  to 
move  me.*' 

She  was  too  faint  at  the  moment  to  bid  him 
leave  her — too  weak  to  return  to  the  house 
without  needlessly  alarming  her  mother. 
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Michael  obeyed  her,  talking  on  general  sub- 
jects till  she  became  sufficiently  composed  not 
only  to  understand  what  he  said,  but  occasion- 
ally to  ask  a  question. 

"  By  the  way.  Rose,  1  do  not  think  I  have 
told  you  of  my  having  seen  most  of  our  cousins 
since  we  last  parted,  so  I  will  give  you  a  full, 
true,  and  particular  account  of  all  their  doings, 
and  misdoings.  Maria  Weston,  having  played 
off  the  baronet  against  the  earl  with  her  small 
skill,  has  succeeded  in  piquing  his  gouty  lord- 
ship into  making  a  proposal,  which  having 
been  joyfully  accepted,  the  beauteous  Maria  is 
to  become,  within  a  month,  the  Countess  of 
Dunster ;  a  coronet  and  handsome  jointure 
outweighing  in  her  mind,  that  is  if  she  has  a 
mind,  the  torment  of  nursing  a  lump  of  ill- 
temper,  gout,  and  flannel.  To  vex  Mrs. 
Weston,  I  flirted  furiously  with  the  bride  elect 
in  the  presence  of  her  intended,  who  looked  as 
black  as  the  eau  medecinale  itself,  and  ended 
by  promising  a  pair  of  cupids  for  a  wedding 
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gift.    To  the  meddling  of  thia  ladj  I  attribute 
Miss  Verreoder's  coolness,  so  I   owed  her  a 
little  spite.    On  Wednesday  next,  Mr.  Terry- 
Weston  is  to  bestow  himself,  pet  stock,  and 
favorite  whiskers,  on  his  repnted  city  heiress— 
I  say  reputed,  for  it  turns  out  that  her  fortune 
is  only  moderate,  but  he  is  too  far  committed 
to  get  out  of  the  scrape,  the  young  lady  having 
uncles  who  are  good  shots.    Richard  is  gone 
down    into    the  West    to    keep  a    subscrip- 
tion pack  of  hounds,  an  office  fitting  his  talents, 
fer  he  is  a  good  sportsman ;  and  your  fiivorite 
Anne,  who  is  amazingly  improved  in  appear- 
ance, and  promises  to  be  tolerably  pretty  one 
of  these  days,  is  going  to  Italy  with  her  aunt, 
to  her  great  delight  as  you  may  imagine.     She 
sent  a  thousand  loves,  which  I  ought  to  have 
delivered  long  ago.    As  to  the  Baileys,  they 
are  much  as  they  were ;  but  there  is  a  report 
that,  if  she  should  not  receive  a  better  ofifer  in 
the  course  of  the  season,  the  youngest  will 
condescend  to  accept  the  hand  of  Tunothy 
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Grabbles  Esq.,  junior  partner  of  the  well 
known  and  long  established  house  of  Trucleton, 
Saveall,  and  Orubbles,  or  some  such  names. 
Gottrell  you  have  seen,  therefore  I  need  not 
report  of  him,  so  here  ends  my  bulletin  of  all 
our  very  affectionate  cousins,  who  formed  items 
of  the  &mily  party  at  Denham  Park.  Oh,  no !: 
I  have  forgotten  one  whom  I  met  in  the  north 
at  my  friend  Worralls,  Rupert  Wyvill  to  wit, 
with  whom  you  used  to  have  such  sharp 
encounters  when  present,  though  you  defended 
him  furiously  behind  his  back." 

'Ms  he  well?"  asked  Rosalind  in  a  low 
;oice,  shading  her  face  more  completely  with 
her  hand; 

''  As  the  Americans  say — he  is  a  sort  of  so  ;. 
and  a  sort  of  not  so.  I  really  do  not  know 
what  answer  to  give.  He  had  neither  the 
influenza  nor  the  typhus,  but  seemed  suffering 
from  a  sort  of  mental  ague — alternate  fits  of 
listlessness,  and  over  activity — as  if  he  thought^, 
till  he  dared  think  no  more,  and  then  rushedi 
L  5. 
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into  action  as  a  relief  from  painful  reveries.  I 
doubt  if  he  has  ever  quite  got  over  that  horrid 
trial,  being  so  sensitive  in  points  of  honor; 
and  though  none  of  his  friends  believe  the 
verdict  a  just  one,  he  declares  that  nothing 
shall  induce  him  to  sell  another  horse  till 
he  shall  have  proved  the  peijury  of  the 
vritnesses.'^ 

''  Has  he  any  chance  of  proving  that  ?^' 
*'  Not  that  I  know  of,  but  his  mind  is  set 
upon  it ;  and  I  believe  the  verdict  weighs  on 
his  spirits,  poor  fellow,  though  the  young 
ladies  in  the  north  attributed  his  occasional 
dreaminess  to  his  being  in  love,  as  he  was 
perfectly  invulnerable  to  all  their  charms,  a 
charge  substantiated,  some  asserted  by  a  faded 
rose  having  been  found  by  some  prying 
damsel  in  his  desk,  folded  in  silver  paper. 
However  his  being  or  not  being  in  love  is 
nothing  to  you,  or  me;  he  is  an  honorable 
fellow,  despite  the  jury  at  C— .  and  can  be 
very  agreeable  when  he  does  not  assume  the 
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office  of  lecturer^  like  a  certain  Rosalind  Trevor 
of  my  acquaintance/' 

'^  Did  he  lecture  you  then  V  asked  Rosalind 
in  some  surprise. 

^'  That  did  he ;  and  I  will  do  him  the  justice 
to  say  that  had  I  followed  his  advice  I  should 
have  been  a  richer  man^  for  his  opinion  of  some 
of  Cottrell's  acquaintances  was  quite  correct ; 
they  did  me  out  of  my  money,  as  he  said  they 
would.  Poor  fellow  !  I  wish  he  were  better  off, 
for  eight  hundred  a  year  is.but  a  poor  pittance ; 
and  as  for  keeping  a  wife  on  it — that  is  out  of 
the  question." 

^^  My  father's  income  is  less/'  said  Rosalind 
timidly. 

"  And  you  see  what  has  come  of  it.'* 

Rosalind  was  silent,  she  did  not  hint  that 
no  income  could  stand  an  extravagant  son^  and 
Michael  went  on. 

*^  We,  that  is  Cottrell  and  myself,  for  as  I 
said  before,  you  always  defended  Wyvill 
behind  his  back,  used  to  exclaim  at  his  stingi- 
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ness,  and  want  of  affection  towards  his  fiither, 
wondering  how  he  spent  aH  his  allowance, 
which  was  reputed  to  be  so  handsome,  but  the 
truth  has  come  out  since  the  old  man's  death ; 
and  instead  of  being  a  mean  spirited  miser  and 
undutiful  son,  he  is  proved  to  have  been  moat 
liberal  and  dutifid,  stinting  only  himself,  and 
bearing  aH  kinds  of  accusations  rather  than 
clear  his  own  fame  by  criminating  a  parent 
It  appears  that  old  Wyvill  was  one  of  the 
most  selfish,  plausible,  and  vindictive  wretches 
that  ever  lived,  though  maintaining  a  good 
character  in  the  eyes  of  the  world.  Some  few 
years  after  his  marriage  with  Wyvill's  mother, 
he  succeeded,  under  an  assumed  name,  in  per- 
suading a  young  lady  of  respectable  con- 
nections to  elope  with  him  from  her  uncle's 
house.  On  learning  from  himself,  in  a  moment 
of  anger,  soon  after  the  birth  of  a  girl,  that 
she  was  not  his  lawful  wife,  a  former  one  being 
still  alive,  shocked  at  her  involuntary  crime, 
she  quitted  him  immediately^  which  so  enraged 
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him,  that  he  left  her  and  her  baby  to  periBh 
for   want,  which  they  would  probably   have 
done,  but  for  the  kindness  of  a  distant  relative 
to  whom  she  applied  at  the  time,  and  the  sub* 
sequent  assistance  afforded  by  Rupert,  who, 
chancing  to    learn  her  story,  supported  her 
and  her  daughter  out  of  his  own  allowance, 
finding  it  useless  to  appeal  in  their  behalf  to 
his  father.    The  young  lady  at  Drinkbourne, 
seen  by  Cottrell,  was  this  half-sisteri  who  was 
at  the  moment  loading  him  with  thanks   for 
having  smoothed  some  difficulties,  which  had 
hitherto  prevented  her  marriage  with  a  young 
man  to  whom  she  was  much  attached,  and  to 
whom  she  has  since  been  united.    There  is  a 
romantic  tale,  suited  to  your  taste  f    Few  men 
would  have  acted  thus,   bearing  blame,  sus- 
picions,   and  many  deprivations  to  shield  an 
unfeeling  father  from  the  world's  reproaches. 
Accident  revealed  the  truth,  and  placed  his 
character  in  its  true  light.    I  wonder  you  did 
not    discover   that    he    was    such   a  hero  of 
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romance^  and  fall  in  love  with  him ;  but  it  is 
much  better  as  it  is,  since  he  has  not  enough 
to  marry  on,  for  his  very  worthy  father  it  turns 
out  has  been  living  on  principal — not  principle 
mind  you — and  interest  too/' 

"  I  hear  his  step  !  take  him  away  !  you  pro- 
mised that  I  should  not  see  him  yet/'  cried 
Rosalind,  looking  up  with  so  wild  an  expres- 
sion that  her  brother  trembled  for  her  reason. 

'^  I  will  lead  him  away — he  shall  not  appear 
before  you,  till  you  desire  his  presence :  trust 
to  me  for  that.  But  for  heaven's  sake  calm 
yourself,"  he  replied,  kissing  her  cheek  with  a 
brother's  fond  affection,  ere  he  rose  to  stay  the 
steps  of  young  Lennard,  who  was  coming  along 
the  path  towards  them. 

Rosalind  listened  pale  and  breathless,  till 
she  heard  the  steps  of  her  brother  and  lover 
die  away  in  the  distance,  then  sinking  back  on 
the  garden  seat,  her  thoughts  returned  to  the 
subject  from  which  they  had  been  drawn  by 


WHO    SHALL   BE    HEIR?  23 1 

her  fear  of  meeting  young  Lennard — but  the 
chain  of  those  thoughts  was  broken. 

"  Noble^  generous^  Wy vill !  so  disinterested, 
so  self-denying !  The  lady  at  Drinkbourne — 
his  half-sister.  A  faded  rose  carefully  kept : — 
he  said  he  would  keep  the  one  I  gave  when  he 
rode  beneath  the  window.  Can  this  be  it? 
And  if  it  be — what  then? — It  is  too  late." 
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CHAPTER    VIIL 


Thanks  to  her  brother's  care,  not  only  was 
Rosalind  spared  an  interview  with  youug  Len- 
nard  that  evening,  but,  pleading  fatigue,  she 
experienced  no  opposition  to  her  wish  of  keep- 
ing her  room  for  the  remainder  of  the  day,  in 
perfect  solitude;  and  when  Michael  knocked 
at  her  door  in  the  morning  to  enquire  how  she 
was,  the  voice  in  which  she  assured  him  of 
her  being  better  was  sufficiently  cheerful  to 
lessen,  if  it  did  not  remove  his  anxiety ;  but 
her  appearance  on  entering  the  breakfast  room 
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did  not  bear  out  her  words^  though  she  tried 
to  smile  and  seem  strong  and  happy* 

Shocked  beyond  measure  at  marking  in  his 
sister's  languid  step^  and  hollow  eyes,  the 
efiect  of  the  preceding  day^s  conversation^ 
Michael  heaped  her  plate  from  every  dish  at 
table,  till  poor  Rosalind,  though  appreciating 
his  kind  intentions,  was  obliged  to  remonstrate, 
assuring  him  with  a  sickly  smile  and  painful 
attempt  at  playfulness  that  she  could  not,  even 
to  please  him,  be  so  vulgar  as  to  turn  beef- 
eater. 

The  parents  looked  at  their  child,  and  then 
at  each  other,  till  sigh  echoed  sigh,  whilst 
Michael  turned  away  to  the  window  under  the 
pretence  of  looking  out  at  a  strange  bird,  but 
in  reality  to  conceal  the  tears  that  filled  his 
eyes. 

With  all  his  worldly  notions — with  all  his 
thoughtless  extravagance,  and  we  might  add 
consequent  selfishness,  he  was  still  fondly 
attached  to  his  sister,  and  had  any  other  fea- 


234  WHO    SHALL    BE    HEIR? 

sible  plan  preseoted  itself  to  free  himself  and 
parents  from  penury,  he  would  immediately 
have  relinquished  all  idea  of  pressing  her  union 
with  young  Lennard ;  though  utterly  unable 
to  understand  her  repugnance  to  what  all 
might  consider  a  desirable  match,  supposing 
her,  as  he  did,  to  have  no  attachment  to  ano- 
ther. Nay,  a  vague  notion  came  into  his  mind 
of  giving  up  this  much  desired  union,  appeal- 
ing  to  young  Lennard's  generosity,  selling  his 
commission,  and  going  to  Australia,  or  doing 
something  else ;  but  as  yet  it  was  only  a  vague 
notion,  not  a  fixed  resolution ;  so  poor  Rosa- 
lind was  still  doomed  to  become  an  unwilling 
bride. 

Before  the  conclusion  of  breakfast  a  note  was 
delivered  to  Rosalind  from  Mrs.  Philips,  a  lady 
residing  about  three  miles  off,  and  who,  with 
her  husband,  a  cousin  of  young  Lennard's,  had 
been  abroad  for  many  months. 

"  Dear  Mrs.  Philips;  I  am  so  glad  that  she 
has  returned,^'  cried  Rosalind  with  more  pi 
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sure  than  she  had  shown  for  many  months, 
impatiently  breaking  the  seal^  and  handing  the 
note  after  a  hasty  perusal  to  her  father,  who 
sat  beside  her. 

^^  The  Philipses  returned  three  days  ago^  and 
young  Lennard  dined  there  yesterday ;  but  I 
forgot  to  tell  you/'  said  Michael. 

*^  What  does  she  say?"  asked  Mrs. Trevor. 

'^  A  thousand  pretty  things^  my  dear,  after 
the  manner  of  women,''  replied  her  husband, 
reading  what  might  be  termed  the  head  of  the 
note,  according  to  a  habit  of  his. 

*'  Only  just  returned — grieved  to  hear  that 
you  and  your  mother  have  been  ill — very  anxi- 
ous to  see  you — particular  reasons  for  coaxing 
you  to  dine  and  sleep  at  the  Mount  to-day — 
will  not  hear  of  a  refusal — send  the  carriage  at 
two,  and  send  you  back  to-morrow,  if  I  cannot 
persuade  you  to  stay  longer — Love  to  your 
mother,  &c.  &c.'' 

'^  Her  dear  Rosalind  had  better  stay  quietly 
at  home — that  is  my  opinion ;   she  overdid  it 
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yesterday,  lingering  so  long  in  the  garden," 
said  Captain  Trevor  looking  anxiously  at  his 
daughter. 

^'  But  it  is  so  long  since  I  have  seen  her ; — 
and  she  is  such  an  old  friend — and  I  can  be  as 
quiet  there  as  I  like/'  pleaded  Rosalind  with  a 
flush  that  gave  her  for  the  moment  the  appear* 
ancc  of  amended  health.^ 

^  I  side  with  Rosalind,  holding  that  what- 
ever an  invalid  fancies  must  be  good  for  her/' 
interposed  Michael,  anxious  to  please  his  sister. 

**  The  drive  is  short,  and  the  little  change 
may  be  of  service,**  observed  Mrs.  Trevor, 
differing  for  once  from  her  husband. 

^'  I  am  in  a  minority  I  see ;  so  must  yield 
with  a  good  grace/'  said  Captain  Trevor 
smiling. 

^'  What  can  she  mean  by  a  particular  rea- 
son ?"  asked  Mrs.  Trevor. 

'*  I  suppose  she  has  some  foreign  curiosities 
to  show  me  that  are  to  be  sent  away/*  answered 
her  daughter. 
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tc 


Mr.  Philips  is  Leonard's  cousin — this 
\rish  to  go  looks  well/'  was  Michael's  thought. 

And  what  was  Rosalind's  thought  ?  Perhaps 
it  was  nothing  so  marked  as  a  thought^  merely 
a  fancy — ^the  restless  longing  for  change  usually 
attendant  on  suffering. 

She  should  be  spared  for  some  hours  the 
consciousness  that  all  around  were  watching 
her  every  movement  with  anxious  affection^ 
comparing  what  she  had  been  with  what  she 
was ;  and  then  there  was  a  vague^  undefined 
idea^  which  she  could  not  have  embodied  in 
speech,  that  somehow  or  other,  she  could  not 
tell  how,  her  old  friend  Mrs.  Philips  would  be 
able  to  aid  her. 

^'  You  are  a  good  child  to  come  at  my  bid- 
ding," said  Mrs.  Philips  embracing  Rosalind. 

**  None  of  your  palaver,  my  lady  5  Rosalind 
Trevor  does  not  care  a  sixpence  for  you,  and  is 
only  come  to  see  mc,'^  said  her  good  humoured 
husband,  giving  his  young  guest  such  a  hearty 
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shake  of  the  hand  that  she  could  scarcely  for- 
bear crying  out, 

"  Come  to  see  you  indeed.  No^  such  thing, 
Mr.  Philips  V  replied  Rosalind  VFith  a  playful 
toss  of  the  head.  '^  I  am  come  to  see  the  lion 
to  which  your  wife  promised  to  introduce  me, 
if  I  would  pay  her  a  visit/' 

"  Here  is  the  promised    Hon,"    said    Mrs. 
Philips,  pointing  to  Mrs.  Denham.    The  star- 
tled Rosalind  coloured,  turned  pale,  and  be- 
came embarrassed ;  but  almost  instantly  resu- 
med her  self-possession    on    Mrs.   Denham's 
addressing  her  with  her  usual  coldness  and  for- 
mality.   She  expressed  no  pleasure  at  meeting 
her,  no  regret  at  hearing  that  she  had  been  ill ; 
and  above  all,  made  not  one  single  enquiry  after 
her  parents. 

''  I  wish  I  had  stayed  at  home,"  thought 
Rosalind. 

'^  Now,  my  dear^  come  and  tell  me  all  aboot 
yourself  and  your  father  and  mother,  before 
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any  one  comes  to  interrupt  us^"  said  the 
friendly  Mrs.  Philips,  seating  Rosalind  between 
herself  and  Mrs.  Denham. 

Her  many  kind  enquiries  were  scarcely 
answered  ere  the  door  opened  and  young  Len- 
nard  entered,  much  to  Rosalind's  annoyance. 
She  had  accepted  Mrs.  Philips's  invitation 
partly  to  avoid  him,  yet  here  he  was :  and  so 
eager  and  tender  in  his  enquiries  after  her  health 
that  Rosalind  felt  herself  crimson  at  his  ad- 
dresS)  whilst  the  consciousness  that  Mrs. 
Denham's  eyes  were  fixed  upon  her  increased 
her  confusion  so  much,  that  she  could  scarcely 
command  herself  sufficiently  to  give  coherent 
answers  to  his  queries. 

"  Ah,  George !  what  you  here,  playing  the 
pretty  to  Miss  Trevor  ? "  exclaimed  Mr. 
Philips,  with  a  sly  look  at  Rosalind,  coming 
into  the  room  a  short  time  after  with  an  elderly 
gentleman,  who  was  staying  in  the  house.  "  I 
am  going  to  show  Treson  the  farm,  but  I  sup- 
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pose  it  will  be  useless  to  ask  you  to  leave  the 
ladies.*' 

''  Quite  useless :  I  am  too  happy  where  I 
am/'  replied  young  Leonard,  settling  himself 
with  great  satisfaction  in  the  seat  which  he  had 
secured  next  Rosalind. 

"  I  have  brought  home  some  additions  to 
my  conservatory ;  come  and  pronounce  judg- 
ment on  them/'  said  Mrs.  Philips. 

Rosalind  rose  with  alacrity,  glad  to  escape 
from  so  dose  a  proximity  to  young  Lennard, 
and  the  whole  party  proceeded  to  inspect  and 
criticise  the  foreign  treasures, 

''  What  a  beautiful  passion  flower !"  cried 
Rosalind,  supposing  her  hostess  to  be  beside 
her  at  that  moment,  as  shebad  been  some  few 
moments  prior ;  but  Mrs.  Philips  was  at  the 
other  end  of  the  conservatory  with  Mrs.  Den- 
ham,  and  young  Lennard  alone  was  near. 
Before  she  guessed  his  purpose  he  had  gather^ 
ed  the  flower  and  presented  it  to  her  with  an 
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emprtisement  that,  situated  as  they  were,  was 
painful  to  Rosalind. 

^^  I  am  very  sorry  that  you  should  have 
given  yourself  so  much  trouble/'  she  observed 
drawing  back. 

"  Will  you  not  receive  even  this  poor  flower 
from  me  ?  I  had  thought — I  had  ventured  to 
hope*^ — ^began  young  Lennard  with  a  faltering 
voice,  after  a  moment's  pause  of  surprise  and 
disappointment  at  her  rejection  of  his  ofier- 
ing. 

Rosalind  longed  to  say — think  nothing — 
hope  nothing;  but  the  remembrance  of  her 
father's  debt  restrained  her ;  and  she  only  hur- 
ried away  to  rejoin  Mrs.  Philips,  tiying  to  look 
as  if  she  had  not  heard  him.  To  have  accepted 
the  flower,  presented  with  such  a  manner, 
woald  have  been  a  tacit  acceptance  of  his  suit ; 
and  though  painfully  conscious  that  it  must 
come  to  that  at  last,  she  still  shrank  with  dread 
from  any  act  or  word  that  should  bind  her  past 
recall. 

VOL.   HI.  H 
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• 

^  Tou  are  not  the  Rosalind  Trevor  that  you 
were  when  I  went  abroad;  so  come  and 
ait  down  by  me  that  I  may  question  you  as  to 
those  once  bright  eyes  looking  so  dull  and 
hollow.  Tou  had  a  little  flush  on  your  first 
arrival  which  concealed  the  ravages  of  sickness, 
or  sorrow/'  said  Mrs.  Philips  on  re-entering  the 
drawing-room  after  dinner. 

<'Do  not  submit  to  this  threatened  cross* 
examination^  Miss  Trevor,  but  come  to  the 
library  and  aid  me  in  hunting  for  a  book,'* 
observed  Mrs.  Denham. 

'^  That  will  be  the  more  profitable  enjoy- 
ment, so  you  may  count  on  my  services;  I 
could  never  abide  being  questioned/'  answered 
tlosaltnd  with  an  attempt  at  playfulness,  sur- 
prised at  Mrs.  Denham's  proposition,  yet 
hojMng  little  good  from  her  acquiescence,  so 
coldly  was  the  proposal  uttered. 

''What  book  shall  I  seek  ?*' asked  Rosalind, 
finding  that  Mrs.  Denham  continued  silent, 
looking  out  of  one  of  the  library  windows. 
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^'  I  would  read  your  heart,  Rosalind ;— that 
is  the  bode  which  I  would  hare  laid  opea  before 
me/'  replied  Mrs.  Denham  abruptly^  fronting 
her  young  companion  as  she  spoke. 

''  Its  history  would  be  a  sad  one ;  and  to 
you  uninteresting/'  answered  the  startled  girl. 

''  Tou  are  mistaken ; — ^it  would  be  interest- 
ing— most  interesting,'' 

Rosalind  gazed  in  growing  surprise  at  her 
compani<m>  who^  for  the  first  time  since  she 
had  known  her^  showed  strong  emotion ;  but 
that  emotion  was  almost  instantly  subdued^ 
and  Rosalind  again  felt  chilled  and  hurt^  as  she 
showed  by  her  reply. 

'^  It  is  many  months  since  we  parted^  Mrs. 
Denham.  ,  I  left  you  in  sorrow-^yet  nerer 
once  during  that  time  haire  you  asked  of  my 
welfare.  Does  that  show  an  interest  in  my 
fate?" 

'*  Tou  are  giving  your  own  suppositions  the 
importance  of  facts^  and  asserting  as  true  what 
examination  may  prove  to  be  fake.    I  sent 

M  3 
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neither  letter  nor  message  during  that  time, 
and  I  had  my  reasons  for  this — ^perhaps  insuffi- 
dent  onee^  hot  we  will  discuss  them  hereafter. 
Yon  seem  nnwUling  to  confess,  so  I  must  follow 
Mrs.  Fhilips^s  lead  and  question.  Are  you  en- 
gaged to  Mr.  Lennard  ?^' 

'^  No— yes — no/*  answered  the  agitated  Rosa- 
lind^ confused  by  the  abruptness  of  the  demand. 

«  No— yes — no*  Which  am  I  to  believe. 
Miss  TVevor?**  asked  Mrs.  Denham  coldly. 

'^  I  would  si^  that  Mr.  Leunard  has  never 
spoken  to  me  on  the  subject,''  replied  Rosalind, 
mastering  her  emotion  to  a  certain  extent. 

*'  Nor  Captain  or  Mrs. Trevor ?' 

^'  No,  madam." 

^^  Have  they  hinted  nothing  by  words  or 
looks?"  questioned  Mrs.  Denham,  evidently 
surprised  at  her  reply. 

"  Nothing  by  words." 

''Nor  your  brother?*^  fixing  a  scrutinising 
gase  upon  her. 

^  This  is  more  than  I  can  bear,  Mrs.  Den- 
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ham/'  exclaimed  poor  Rosalind^  with  a  bunt 
of  passionate  feeling.  ''  If  you  haire  a  kindly 
purpose  in  your  heart  towards  me  and  mine 
say  so^  and  I  will  tell  you  all ;  but  if  you  only 
question  me  from  curiosity— «  cold  unsympa- 
thising  curiosity-^then  let  me  go  :— you  cannot 
tell  what  I  have  borne— what  I  must  bear." 

^  And  why  cannot  1  tell  this  ?"  questioned 
Mrs.  Denham,  in  an  excited  tone. 

^'  Because  you  are  rich,  and  do  not  know 
what  it  is  to  dread  a  prison  for  those  whom 
you  love  best : — because  you  have  never  loved, 
and  therefore  cannot  tell  what  it  is  to  be  com- 
pelled to  give  your  hand  without  your  heart." 

**  1  have  loved,  Rosalind  Trevor !  loved  as 
purely,  as  unselfislily  as  you  have  done,''  ex- 
claimed Mrs.  Denham,  with  a  burst  of  agony» 
that  coming  from  one  generally  so  cold,  so 
self-possessed,  startled  and  touched  her  hearer. 
**  You  may  have  heard  among  my  many  suitors 
the  name  of  Hubbert.  To  all  others  I  was 
indifferent*-  for  him  I  would  have  laid  down 
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my  life  —  for  bim  I  sacrificed  mjttiL  We 
parted  as  lovers — affianced  loven,  though  hj  our 
mutual  wish^  the  world  knew  it  not ;  and  at  the 
expiration  of  my  mourning  for  my  Biother,  we 
were  to  be  united.  His  letters  grew  studied — 
cold: — ^bis  return  was  delayed^  and  when  at 
length  he  came,  I  saw  that  his  heart  was 
changed,  though  his  words  were  the  same. 
He  had  seen  one  fairer  —  younger,  but  too 
poor  to  wed.  He  loved  another — and  yet  he 
would  have  claimed  my  hand  despite  his  breach 
of  faith,  had  I  not  guessed  his  falsehood.  I 
sought  out  her  he  loved : — she  was  worthy  of 
his  regard,  and  her  heart  was  his,  for  she  knew 
nothing  of  his  prior  engagement.  From  me 
she  received  the  dowry  which  enabled  her  to 
wed : — 1  attended  that  wedding,  and  the  world 
said  it  had  been  at  most  but  a  passing  ftnqr 
between  me  and  my  peijured  lover,  and  then 
the  same  world  added — ^  she  is  too  cold  to 
love !'  I  never  loved  another,  and  could  not 
meet  him  even  now  after  so  many  years  without 
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the  beating  of  my  hearty  proclaiming  him 
its  master ;  and  yet  when  his  fair  bride  died» 
and  he  dared  sue  to  me  again^  I  seemed  so 
cold — so  calmj  I  could  not  brook  to  be  the 
second  where  I  had  once  been  first.  Shocked 
by  a  lover's  perfidy  I  turned  to  friendship  for 
relief;  but  I  was  somred^  and  had  grown  proud 
and  jealous.  There  too  I  wished  to  be  the 
first — I  could  not  bear  a  rival  near  my  friend : 
— she  must  love  me^  and  me  alone—  a  wife — a 
mother  would  have  dearer  ties.  It  was  this 
feeling,  and  the  malicious  report  of  some 
galling,  but  just  observations  on  my  petty 
jealousy  and  forbidding  manner,  that  made  me 
your  fisither's  enemy,  and  induced  me  to  exert 
my  influence  against  his  hopes.  Reasoning 
and  persuasion  were  alike  in  vain,  the  devoted 
lover  was  preferred  to  the  exacting  friend ;  and 
then  it  was  that  I  felt  myself  alone  in  the 
world ;  but  not  unloving  as  that  world  sup- 
posed, only  unloved.  Pining  for  affection,  yet 
disdaining   to   sue    for    it;    repelling   by  my 
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manner  thooe  who  might  haye  been  won  by  m  j 
benefits.    Writhing  under  the  effects  of  faith- 
lessness  and  falsehood — wounded   by   your 
mother's  prefinence  lor  another — soured  and 
made  suspicious  by  the  servile  homsge  paid 
to  my  wealthy  I  resolved  that  the  mind  should 
overrule  the  heart — that  I  would  subdue  all 
feelings  that  could  disturb  my  peace — ^that  I 
would  be  no  longer  the  slave  of  hope^  or  fear,  or 
love.    There  were  many,  who  thought  I  had 
succeeded^    and   Rosalind  Trevor  was  one  of 
the  number  ;  but  she  knew  me  not — they  knew 
me  not  —  I  knew  not  myself:  —  despite  the 
struggle  of  long  years  —  despite  the  studied 
reserve  of  my  manners^  nature  would  have  her 
way — I  felt — I  suflfered^  though  none  guessed 
it.    I  could  assume  the  appearance  of  cold 
indifference,  but  I  could  not  attain  its  reality. 
The  world  judged  me  unfeelingly,  influenced 
to  charity  only  by  a  cold  sense  of  duty.    As 
that  poor   palsied  woman  said^  upright  but 
harsh;  and  so  thought  Rosalind  Trevor;  but 
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■he  waa  mittaken,  and  to  her  I  ia^  what  I  have 
never  said  to  another." 

"  Forgive  me,  my  dear  Mrs.  Denham,"  ex- 
claimed the  affectionate  girl,  throwing  her 
arms  round  her  neck,  and  bursting  into  tear8> 
too  much  moved  by  her  appeal,  so  full  of  th« 
heart's  eloquence,  to  be  restrained  by  a  fear  of 
her  fancied  coldness.  "  I  have  misjudged  you 
indeed !  I  would  not  believe  my  mother  when 
she  spoke  of  the  warmth  of  your  heart.  If  I 
had  but  understood  you  sooner,  how  different 
would  have  been  my  conduct!  how  diSerent 
might  have  been  my  fate  !" 

"  The  blame  of  this  misunderstanding  must 
rest  mostly  with  myself :  a  word  would  have 
touched  you — an  expression  of  affection  would 
have  won  you :  1  saw  that  it  did  from  others,, 
yet  I  was  too  proud  to  utter  that  word,  too 
suspicious  to  aeic  for  your  affection,  even  in 
our  private  interviews,  though  deeply  touched 
by  your  conduct :  I  repelled  your  con6dence,. 
and  controlled  my  own  emotion:  I  gave  you. 

u  h 
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no  reason  to  believe  me  other  than  oold,  and 
yet  I  felt  aggrieved  at  your  bo  doii^.  Thon^ 
irritated  at  your  motber^a  marriage,  I  never 
lost  sight  of  her  and  her  fomily,  learning  all 
that  I  dcured  to  know  from  Mrs.  Sewell, 
without  her  underBtaoding  my  purpose ;  and 
yet  I  was  fretted  at  your  believing  that  1  had 
never  inquired  afler  the  fortunes  of  my  early 
friend.  As  I  felt  myself  groning  old,  I  longed 
to  see  her  and  her  children,  but  too  proud  to 
own  that  longing,  I  summoned  all  my  young 
relations  round  me,  that  the  presence  of  your- 
self and  brother  might  not  seem  marked, 
allowing  Mrs.  Sewell  to  spread  the  report,  the 
ofispring  of  her  own  fancy,  that  this  assemblage 
was  for  the  purpose  of  enabling  me  to  choose 
an  heir.  The  servility  of  some  —  the  mean 
manceuvres  of  others,  disgusted  me ;  nay,  pre- 
judiced by  the  insinuations  of  a  wily  hypocrite 
I  suspected  even  yoa  for  a  time  of  interested 
motives,  believing  that  you  had  been  tutored 
by  your  mother ;  and  when  your  fither'a  letta 
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cune^  infiuesced  by  a  seemingl;  aimpte  speech 
from  that  same  deceiver,  I  resolved  to  think 
that  your  summonB  home  was  but  a  ruse  to 
•often  my  heart  la  favour  of  your  parents.  It 
was  a  supposition  of  what  might  be,  rather 
than  a  conviction  of  what  was ;  but  I  chose  to 
act  upon  it]  though  scarcely  able  to  maintain 
my  wonted  cold  demeanour  at  your  indignant 
ngection  of  my  gift,  and  appeal  to  my  better 
feelings.  By  detaining  Mrs.  Sewell,  and  en- 
forcing a  compliance  with  her  wish  to  bear  by 
every  post,  I  secured  not  only  daily,  but  correct 
intelligence  of  the  state  of  your  mother** 
health.  Had  she  grown  worse,  I  would  have 
travelled  day  and  night  to  have  received  her 
parting  embrace  —  her  forgiveness.  No  oue 
knew  it,  but  I  bad  every  thing  prepared  for  the 
journey.  Her  amendment  altered  my  plans, 
and  yielding  again  to  wily  insinuations,  I  be- 
came confirmed  in  my  suspicions,  that  her 
reported  illness  had  been  but  a  ruse.  I  ac- 
quitted  you  of  being  a  party  to   the    trick. 
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counting  you  only  a  blind  instrument  in  the 
hands  of  Captain  Trevor^  for  your  mother  I 
knew  must  be  changed  indeed  if  she  could 
scheme^  or  even  enact  deception/' 

^^  Ton  should  have  known  that  my  father  is 
too  high  minded  to  stoop  to  such  meanness/' 
observed  Rosalind  indignantly^  reddening  at 
the  doubt  implied,  if  not  uttered  of  her  parent*s 
honor. 

^^  I  should  have  known  many  things,  Rosa- 
Mnd :  but,  blinded  by  pride  and  prejudice,  I 
saw  nothing  as  it  really  was.  Mrs.  Sewell's 
fancy  of  choosing  an  heir  grew  gradually  upon 
me;  and  I  watched  all  around.  My  eyes  and 
ears  were  ever  open,  yet  so  quiet  was  my  scru- 
tiny, so  perfect  my  acquired  self-command, 
none  felt  the  keenness  of  my  obsen'ation,  and 
were  therefore  the  more  open  to  my  inspection. 
From  my  youth  I  have  piqued  myself  on  my 
almost  superhuman  penetration  ; — ^my  pride 
uid  self-confidence  have  been  sorely  punished 
-^but  of  this  more  hereafter.    I  have  spoken 
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and  if  you  will  but  let  me,  will  love  you  veiy 
dearly." 

'^  Let  you  ! — why,  I  would  bribe  you  to  that 
love  with  all  my  wealth ;  if  gold  could  buy 
affection/^  exclaimed  Mrs.  Denham  with  nearly 
as  much  warmth  as  Rosalind  herself,  kissing 
her  glowing  cheek,  and  passing  her  arm  cares- 
singly round  her  neck.  '^  I  shall  turn  simple* 
ton,  Rosalind,  if  you  talk  in  this  way ;  and 
people  will  say  that  I  am  in  my  dotage." 

"  Never  mind  what  the  people  say ;  but  be 
a  dear,  kind,  loveable  simple^n,  rather  than  a 
grave,  severe  philosopher,''  cried  Rosalind  gaily, 
with  the  confidence  of  growing  affection,  seat- 
ing herself  beside  Mrs.  Denham  on  the  sofa, 
and  holding  her  hand  in  hers, 

*'  Now  for  my  questions,  Rosalind.  Do  you 
love  young  Lennard  ?'' 

«  No." 

'^  Yet  your  father  and  brother  would  compel 
you  to  give  him  your  hand." 

"  No  indeed,  dear  Mrs.  Denham ;  you  wrong 
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meV*  questioned  Rosalind^    looking    eagerly 
into  her  companion's  face. 

I  will  t  it  was  for  that  purpose  that  I  came.'' 
Heaven  bless  joxiy  Mrs.  Denham  !  I  have 
no  words  to  thank  you ;  I  could  have  borne 
death  better  than  this  hated  marriage.  At 
times  I  thought  I  should  go  mad,  for  I  had 
none  to  tell  my  sorrow  to.  But  you  do  not 
know  the  extent  of  our  debt  to  young  Lennard/' 
she  added^  the  glow  of  hope  and  gratitude 
fading  away  at  the  thought. 

**  Nearly  two  thousand  pounds  lent  to  your 
father  to  satisfy  an  unjust  claim ;  and  twelve 
hundred  lent  to  your  brother  to  pay  for — 
needful  military  accoutrements  I  suppose  I 
must  say/*  repKedMrs.  Denham  sarcastically 
'^  I  warned  you  of  what  you  should  expect 
from  your  brother^*' 

'^  Tou  did  'f  yet  he  is  ever  kind  and  affectio- 
nate ;  and  had  he  wealth  would  load  me  with 
gifts.'' 
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"  And  leave  his  debts  unpaid — that  is  his 
honest  debts,  to  honest  tradesmen.  A  gambler's 
debts  of  honor — debts  of  dishonor  they  should 
be  called — must  be  provided  for.  But  he  is 
your  brother,  and  I  will  not  be  hard  upon  him ; 
all  shall  be  paid.  It  is  barely  three  days  unce 
I  beard  of  these  losses,  and  I  only  delayed  my 
journey  hither  to  g^ve  Mrs.  Philips  notice  of 
my  purposed  visit  Let  the  speed  of  my  move- 
ments attest  the  warmth  of  my  regard." 

"  This  is  kind—most  kiod.  There  is  only 
one  thing,"  said  Rosalind  in  some  confusion. 
"  I  need  not  ask  who  told  you  of  our  difficul- 
ties, but  not  to  lead  you  astray,  I  must  repeat 
to  you,  what  I  said  to  him,  that,  if  compelled 
to  f^ve  my  hand  to  either,  I  would  rather  wed 
young  Lennard  than  Edred  Cottrell." 

"  Tou  would  show  your  wisdom  in  so  doing ; 
I  DO  longer  desire  that  match,  and  far  from 
controlling,  will  not  even  seek  to  influence 
your  choice.  To-night  or  to-morrow  momiog 
I  will  speak  to  young  Lennard — pay  all  that  is 
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owed  him ;  and  bint  that  he  must  seek  a  bride 

elsewhere.'' 

<^  Thank  you !  thank  you !  I  have  not  had 
such  a  light  heart  for  many,  many  months. 
But  you  will  do  this  gently,  dear  Mrs.  Denham 
— ^very  gently — will  you  not  ?  We  may  repay 
his  money,  but  we  can  never  repay  his  un- 
sought, delicate  kindness ;  his  unremitting  at- 
tention to  my  parents — his  patient  endurance 
of  my  caprices,''  said  Rosalind  with  a  look  of 
pity  for  the  pangs  which  she  had  unwillingly 
caused  him. 

^'  Your  hand  would  repay  him ;  and  you 
seem  very  tender  hearted,''  observed  Mrs.  Den- 
ham eyeing  her  keenly. 

"  Not  my  hand  without  my  heart ;  and  that 
he  cannot  have,"  answered  the  blushing  girl, 
looking  away. 

'*  He  shall  be  kindly  dealt  with,  Rosalind ; 
doubt  it  not— this  is  the  least  reparation  that  I 
can  offer  for  believing  him  capable  of  making 
an  ungenerous  use  of  his  wealth.    But  my 
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delighted  Rosalind,  once  more  throwing  her 
arms    around    her.      ''  I    am    quite    happy 


now/* 


'^  I  am  veiy  glad  to  hear  it,  my  dear,  but  do 
not  smother  me  in  your  joy  and  gratitude,'' 


Mrs.  Denham; — ^yet  not  harshly — not 
coldly,  for  there  were  tears  in  her  eyes,  as  she 
kissed  her  young  companion's  brow.  ''  Keep 
your  raptures  for  Rupert,  who  will  doubtless 
return  and  be  grateful  for  them.'' 

^  Does  he  then  know ?  Is  he  coming  here?'' 
asked  RosaUnd  blushing  and  confused. 

''  I  wrote  this  morning,  telling  him  that  you 
had  always  asserted  his  innocence;  and  that 
the  proofs  of  the  conspiracy  against  him  were 
in  your  hands.  Do  you  think  his  coming  will 
be  long  delayed  ?" 

'*  Oh  1  Mrs.  Denham,  how  could  you  tell 
him  this  ?  What  will  he  think  ?  What  wiU 
he  say?"  exclaimed  the  blushing  Rosalind, 
trembling  like  an  aspen. 

''That  is  your  concern,  my  dear,  as  his 


transports  of  gratitude  vill  doubtless  be  ad- 
dresaed  to  you — not  me." 

**  If  be  should  think  that  I  knew  of  this 
letter — that  I  had  aaDctioDcd  it — I  shall  die  of 
shame," 

"  Come,  come,  Rosalind,  I  have  never  heard 
•f  yoang  ladies  dying  thus  outright,  though 
thej  have  often  talked  of  it.  Be  calm,  and 
listen  to  me.  Do  not  let  maidenly  terrors 
overmaster  your  strong  good  sense." 

"  Be  calm,  Mrs.  Denham  !  Will  the  ocean 
be  smooth  aa  a  mirror  if  you  hid  it  ?" 

"  Were  I  such  an  idiot  as  to  issue  the  order, 
I  should  deserve  to  be  overwhelmed  in  its 
waves  for  my  folly.  I  should  never  have 
thought  of  comparing  you  to  the  Atlantic  or 
the  Pacific — certainly  not  the  latter,  but  you 
can  control  your  emotion,  for  1  have  seen  you 
do  it,  when  even  1,  so  long  practised  in  the 
art,  was  surprised  at  your  resolution.  I  have 
not  acted  without  knowledge  and  consideration ; 
and  surely  you  may  rely  on   my  having  said 
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nothing  that  could  pain  the  most  sensitive 
delicacy.  My  enquries  hare  informed  me  that 
he  came  with  a  whole  heart  to  Denham^  but 
took  not  a  whole  heart  away :  that  is  to  say, 
not  the  same  whole  heart.  The  lady  at  Drink- 
bourne  was  his  half*sisterj  who  with  her 
mother  owed  every  comfort,  it  might  almost  be 
said  their  lives,  to  his  bounty.  What  you 
meant  by  saying  that  he  was  attached  and 
engaged  to  a  friend  of  yours  I  cannot  make 
out,  as  he  persists  in  denying  any  attachment 
prior  to  knowing  you.^ 

*'  It  was  a  mistake — a  misapprehension.'' 

'*  A  very  unlucky  mistake,  causing  much 
misery,'^  said  Mrs.  Denham. 

'^  Yes,  it  was,''  answered  Rosalind^  with  a 
sigh.  '^  But  how  did  you  become  acquainted 
with  his  —  sentiments — his  ?" 

'*  Love  for  you ;  —  out  with  the  word, 
Rosalind ;  there  is  no  one  but  an  old  woman 
present  to  mark  your  embarrassment.  You 
do  not  desire  to  have  your  curiosity  gratified 
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me,  aa  I  suspect,  in  the  hope  of  inducing  me 
to  repeat  the  pleasing  intelligence;  but  for 
once  I  will  indulge  you,  I  learnt  it  irom  Mr. 
Adnam,  and  he  learnt  it  from  Rupert  himself, 
whose  sudden  emotion  on  heariag  of  your 
intended  union  with  young  Lennard  betrayed 
bis  secret .-  not  that  I  needed  this  confirmatioa 
of  my  suspicions,  for  I  never  doubted  the  fact 
after  marking  Wyvill's  look  of  despair  on  hear- 
ing that  he  should  not  see  you  again  before 
his  departure  from  Deubam.  Mr.  Adnam,  it 
seems,  having  taken  a  fancy  to  you,  desired  to 
make  up  a  match  between  you  and  his  young 
friend ;  but  till  this  sudden  betrayal  of  Rupert's 
feelings  believed  him  to  be  as  indi&rent  to 
you,  as  he  still  imagines  you  to  be  to  him,  for 
I  hare  not  undeceived  him  on  tliat  point,  as  t 
see  you  are  fearing.  Whether  Mr.  Adnam's 
conduct  at  Denbam  was  that  beat  calculated  to 
promote  his  views,  I  leave  you  and  Rupert  to 
decide  hereafter:  but  there  is  one  question. 
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Rosaliad,  which  you  must  answer  truly,  that  I 
may  see  my  course  clear  for  the  future.  Had 
you  not  been  misled  by  the  idea  of  his  pre- 
engagement,  would  not  his  words  and  manner 
on  more  than  one  occasion,  have  induced  you 
to  believe  him  attachad  to  yourself?'^ 

'^  Tes/'  faltered  Rosalind ;  '^  and  I  waB  fright- 
ened at  the  belief,  lest  I  should  be  led  to  prove 
false  to  my  friend." 

'^  My  poor  Rosalind  !  you  have  had  many 
trials,  but  I  trust  they  are  past  now ;  and  that 
you  will  be  blest  for  the  future,"  said  Mrs. 
Denham  affectionately.  ''  I  leave  Rupert  to 
ask  of  your  feelings  towards  him ;  and  yet,  if 
I  judge  correctly,  he  was  no  favorite  on  your 
first  arrival*" 

'*  No ;  he  had  called  me  a  romp  two  years 
before,  just  at  that  age  when  a  girl  is  so  ambi- 
tious of  being  thought  a  woman,  and  I  was  the 
more  piqued  and  provoked  at  this  from  being 
compelled  to  admit  his  superiority  over  most 
other  men,    I  could  not  despise  his  judgment 
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my  detfv  for  your  good ;  your  high  spirit  leads 
you  to  rebellious' 

^*  I  never  rebel  against  those  I  love ;  and  who 
love  me/'  aaid  Rosalind  a  little  reproachfully. 

^^  I  will  rq>ort  that  to  Rupert.'' 

^  Indeed  you  shall  do  no  such  thing :  I  only 
meant  it  for  you.  If  he  play  the  tyrant — ^let 
him  look  to  it !"  said  Rosalind  with  a  pretty 
pouty  half  pride^  half  playfulness; 

'^  He  shall  be  warned  of  your  fieiy  mood. 
But  you  have  not  yet  asked  how  the  proofs  of 
the  jdot  against  his  honor  came  into  my  pos- 
session ?*' 

^  Tou  have  been  talking  such  nonsense^  that 
I  could  not  ask  anything.'^ 

'^  Then  I  suppose  I  must  tell  without  being 
questioned^"  replied  Mrs.  Denham  with  a 
smile*  *'To  tell  the  truths  your  tale  of  the 
meeting  at  Hawthorn  Dell  appeared  so  strange 
and  mysterious  that  I  could  not  help  attri* 
butmg  much  of  its  seeming  singularity  to  your 
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fiervent  imagination^  though  I  never  doubted 
your  believing  that  you  had  seen  and  heard  all 
as  related ;  but  now  I  admit  my  error.    There 
was  BO  exaggeration  in  your  report,  and  to 
your  account  of  the  meeting,  and  Rupert's 
own  humanity  is  be  principally  indebted  for 
the  means  of  confounding  his  enemies.    The 
third  man^  whose  accidental  stumbling  alarmed 
you  and  the  plotters,  was  the  son  of  Hester 
Darley,  who^  on  learning  to  whom  his  mother 
had  been  indebted  for  so  much  kindness,  came 
forward  of  his  own  accord  to  clear  the  character 
of  his  benefactor,  by  repeating  the  conversation 
which  he  had  overheard  between  Edred  Cott- 
rell  and  Fisher.    It  appears  that  Rupert's  ser- 
vant having  some  years  before  attempted,  with 
the  aid  of  Fisher,  to  rob  Edred  was  ready  to 
become  his  instrument  in  injuring  his  master, 
partly  to  secure  himself,  and  partly  to  be  re- 
venged for  his  hasty  dismission ;  but  Fisher, 
whom  it  was  also  needful  to  bribe  to  ensure 
success  to  the  plot,  fearful  of  being  har^eafker  J 

N  3 
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made  the  scapegoat,  insisted  on  treating  with 
Edred  in  person ;  and  thence  the  meeting  at 
Hawthorn  Dell  as  jou  described.  The  con- 
federates parted  on  the  instant,  and  by  dint  of 
swift  running,  taking  short  cuts,  and  leaping 
hedges  and  ditches  Edred  succeeded  in  reach- 
ing the  house  some  minutes  before  yourself, 
thus  hoping,  I  conclude,  to  allay  your  suspici- 
ons, should  you  have  formed  any/' 

<'  To  whom  did  Richard  Darley  tell  all  this  ?** 
asked  Rosalind. 

"  To  me  J — you  look  surprised.'* 

^  I  thought  you  had  a  warrant  out  against 
him,  and  wished  to  send  him  from  the 
country,'^  answered  Rosalind  hesitatingly. 

^'  Out  with  the  truth,  Rosalind ;  I  can  bear 
it  now,  though  it  chafed  me  then.  Like  that 
poor  palsied  creature  you  thought  me,  if  an 
upright,  yet  a  hard  woman ; — you  were  right. 
Their  truth  made  those  words  more  galling, 
and  they  dwelt  on  my  mind  till  I  was  forced  to 
admit  to  the  justice  of  the  remark  so  humbling 
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mj  pride.  It  was  then  for  the  first  time  since 
many  years  that  I  prayed  with  humility^  and  a 
sense  of  dependance ;  before,  in  my  angerj  I 
had  said  in  my  heart  I  will  suffice  to  myself. 
I  provided  for  the  old  woman's  wants — I  visited 
her  often,  though  her  manner  ever  continued 
ungracious,  for  the  ideas  impressed  on  her 
waning  intellect  could  not  be  effaced  by  after 
kindness ;  and  touched  by  her  strong  affection 
for  her  sod,  and  judging  that  he  who  could  in- 
spire such  a  constant  regard  could  not  be 
utterly  depraved,  I  overlooked  his  misdemea- 
nours towards  myself,  and  so  far  interested 
others  in  his  behalf  as  to  enable  him  to  reside 
with  his  child  and  mother,  supplying  him  with 
work  so  as  to  leave  him  no  excuse  for  idleness 
or  theft.  My  favor  has  not  been  abused,  and  I 
hope  he  has  abjured  his  evil  ways  for  ever; — 
his  gratitude  I  believe  sincere.  You  must  go 
and  see  them^  Rosalind — you  are  not  forgotten 
by  any  of  the  three ;  for  your  gifts  are  ever 
doubled  in  value  by  your  gracious  manner, 
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whilat  niiiie — ^but  I  must  mend  my  mamier— 
yoa  most  teachme  how  to  win  hearts.  Throogh 
Darky's  agency^  I  have  secured  the  depositioQ 
of  Fisher  as  to  the  fact  of  his  having  been 
bribed  byEdred  Cottrell  to  pcijuie  himself 
about  the  leap,  and  Todd*s  state  of  sobriety; 
and  as  this  deposition  was  made  before  two 
magistrates^  he  can  scarcdy  be  guilty  of  per- 
jury a  second  time,  let  Edred  bribe  as  he  may ; 
and  there  is  every  diance  of  trscing  Stebbing 
and  gaining  an  admission  of  the  truth  from 
him,  so,  at  the  next  summer  assises,  we  may 
obtain  a  different  verdict  from  the  last.  I  have 
brought  the  deposition  with  me  that  Rupert 
may  receive  it  from  your  hands,  aa  some  httle 
reparation  for  my  harshness  and  inoredolity 
when  we  last  discussed  the  subject.  No 
thanks.'^ 

^  Tea ;  but  I  mtuit  thank  you  dear  Iln. 
Denham.  And  yet  I  know  not  how,''  answered 
Rosalind,  her  eyea  swimming  in  tears. 

^  Then  do  enact  the  ailent  woman  for  once. 
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my  dear.     I  am  not  Rupert  Wyvill,  that  you 
need  rebel  or  tilt  agaiaat  me." 

"  I  would  not  have  believed  that  you  could 
look  or  apeak  ao  mischievously,"  said  the 
blushing  Rosalind,  confused  by  her  raillery: 
then  changing  the  topic,  she  asked — "  Does 
Edred  know  alt  this  ?" 

"  He  has  not  heard  it  from  me,  but  I  will 
never  again  pretend  to  decide  on  the  extent  of 
his  knowledge.  He  seems  to  know  every 
thing,  and  turn  every  thing  to  his  own  advan- 
tage. I  clearly  perceive  that  you  would  have 
bad  me  say — Edred  Cottrell,  you  are  a  slan- 
derer, a  peijurer,  a  hypocrite — let  me  never  see 
you  agua." 

"  I  did  BO  myself,"  said  Rosalind. 

"Pardon  me  if  I  observe  that  your  havingdor 
so  is  no  proof  of  wisdom :  you  mayrepent  bavir 
provoked  his  enmity.  To  put  bim  on  his  guai 
before  we  had  procured  full  evidence  againi 
bim  might  cause  bis  triumph  instead  of  oura- 
enough,  that    he  shall  never    enter  Denhai 
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again^  nor  ioherit  aught  from  me.  He  sup- 
poses me  to  have  come  hither  on  his  errand, 
since  he  it  was  who  told  me  of  your  intended 
imion  with  young  Lennard^  finding  his  own 
endeavours  to  prevent  it  vain ;  but  though  I 
expressed  no  displeasure  in  words,  he  may  have 
guessed  my  thoughts,  for  as  I  said  before,  he 
guesses  every  thing,  and  turns  every  thing  to 
his  own  advantage.  If  I  had  not  been  blinded 
by  an  erroneous  belief  of  the  infallibility  of  my 
judgment,  and  the  unerring  keenness  of  my 
penetration — if  I  had  but  believed  him  what 
you  reported^  how  much  sufiering  should  I 
have  saved  us  all !  But  I  am  no  longer  his 
dupe,  as  he  shall  find  in  due  time.  I  have 
asked  you  many  questions,  Rosalind;  but  I 
would  ask  you  one  more. — Tour  mother — ^we 
have  been  long  estranged,  and  that  estrange- 
ment was  all  my  doing — can  she  meet  me  now 
with  the  confidiog  affection  of  other  days  ?  Will 
she  not  regard  me  with  coldness  and  distrust  T* 
^'  Only  meet  her,  dear  Mrs.  Denham,  and  let 
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her  manner  be  yoar  answer.  In  all  our  joys 
her  thought  has  ever  been — '  Oh^  that  Sarah 
were  but  here  to  share  them  ! — in  all  our  woes 
— ^if  Sarah  did  but  know  of  our  misfortunes 
she  would  be  here  to  soothe^  and  to  remove 
them.' " 

*•  Then  why  not  apply  to  me  ?" 

^  No^  my  dear  madam,  that  could  not  be  s 
you  knew  that  my  mother  was  illy  perhaps 
^T^^g  9  <u^d  yet  sent  no  message/^ 

*^  Sa  if  your  mother  had  proposed  appealing 
ta  me  in  your  troubles,  her  husband  and 
daughter  would  have  dissuaded  her  from  so 
deingj' 

'^  Forgive  me,  my  dear  Mrs.  Denham,  but 
could  I  do  otherwise  >  Would  you  not  then 
have  despised  us  for  making  such  an  appeal  ? 
To  spare  my  Hiother  pain  I  spoke  mostly  of 
your  kinchiess.'^ 

^  And  said  little  of  my  coldness^  and  reserve  r 
I  understand  you/'  observed  Mrs.  Denliamy 
with  a  sigh,.    ^  Tour  mother  judged  me  less 
If  5 
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kttdlj — I  wuh  I  migfat  say  more  jiutfy— -thtn 
h«r  family;  but  I  deaerved  not  that  you  shonid 
think  better  of  me^  or  that  the  friend  of  my 
youths  whom  I  flung  off>  should  still  regard  me 
with  aflfection^  yet  the  continuance  of  her 
regard  through  so  long  an  estrangement  is  very 
touching.  Tou  say  I  may  test  that  regard  by 
her  vianner^  so  let  it  be  then.  And  your 
fiither-^ow  will  he  meet  me  ?'' 

*'With  file  warmest  gratitude,  and  the 
deepest  r^ret  for  having  misjudged  you.  Do 
not  doubt  them— -only  meet  both  frankly  and 
warmly^  and  it  will  be  as  if  you  had  always 
been  friends — as  if  you  had  parted  only  yes* 
terday/* 

^'  Would  that  it  could  be  so^  Rosalind ;  but 
it  cannot — will  not — I  dare  not  hope  it : — ^my 
anticipated  joy  is  mixed  with  fear..  There  is  a 
weight  on  my  spirits — I  feel  doomed  to  pnmsh* 
ment  for  my  long  oourse  of  pride.  Either 
your  mother  will  not  meet  me  as  you  say;  or 
I  shall  not  live  to  welcome  her  to  Denham/' 
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^^  Do  not  think  it :  you  have  been  talking  of 
the  past^  my  dear  Mrs»  Denham,  that  is  alL 
Do  not  cloud  my  joy  by  such  painful  anticipa- 
tions,'^ said  Rosalind  affisctionately,  kissing  the 
hand  she  held. 

''  The  issues  of  life  and  death  are  in  the 
hands  of  the  All-nvise,  All-good — it  may  please 
him  not  only  to  permit  me  to  repair  some  of 
the  evil  done  but  also  to  witness  its  reparation. 
Let  him  do  as  he  seetii  best,''  said  Mrs.. 
Denham,  submissively.  '^  But  I  would  not 
infect  you  with  my  sadness,  and  here  comes  a 
summons  to  tea.  Shall  I  speak  to  young 
Lennard  to-night,  or  to-morrow  ?/'' 

*f  To-night,  if  you  please;  every  moment 
that  prolongs  his  delusion  is  a  fresh  wrong 
towards  him/' 

''  To-night  let  it  be  then :  I  am  ever  for 
prompt  measures.*' 

^*  Where  is  Lennard,  Miss  Trevor  P  asked 
Mr.  Philips  after  tea,  having  concluded  a  long 
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argument  wkh  Mr.  Tuson  concerning  the  poor- 
kw8. 

''  He  is  gone  with  Mrs.  Denham  into  the 
next  room  to  look  ttt  your  new  Madonna^'' 
observed  Mrs.  Philips,  coming  to  the  relief  of 
the  blushing  Rosalind,  who,  knowing  that  the 
subject  under  cUacussion  was  neitherpainting  nor 
painter,  sat  vainly  endeavouring  to  conceal  her 
agitation  by  a  [M^tended  attention  to  her  work* 

^  Rey  day  I  that  is  rather  suspicious,  I 
think.  If  I  were  you>  Miss  Trevor,  I  would 
follow  to  play  proper.^*' 

<^  I  think  I  shall  play  proper  much  better  by 
remaining  here^"  answered  Rosalind,  forcing  a 
smile. 

A  question  from  Mr.  Tuson  turned  his  host's 
thoughts  to  other  subjects,  and  almost  imme- 
diately after  Mrs.  Denham  called  on  Rosalind 
to  look  at  the  clouds  in  the  west. 

^  Is  it  over  ?  How  did  he  bear  it  ?"  asked 
RoBalind>  timidly*. 
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Admirably.  I  could  almost  wish  that  he 
had  been  your  choice;  but  he  requests  per- 
mission to  speak  to  you — to  bid  you  farewell. 
Do  not  be  distressed  and  alarmed,  my  dear ; 
he  has  promised  not  to  detain  you  above  five 
minutesj  and  not  to  pain  you  by  entreaties, 
which  he  fully  understands  would  be  useless. 
I  would  have  spared  you  this  trial,  but  his 
heart  is  set  upon  it ;  and  you  owe  him  some- 
thing in  reparation.'* 

'^  I  do,  indeed,'^  answered  Rosalind,  sadly. 

'*  Forgive  me.  Miss  Trevor,  for  seeking  this 
interview.  I  will  say,  and  do  nothing  to  dis- 
tress you ;  I  will  not  even  embarrass  you  by 
speaking  of  an  affection,  which  I  fully  compre- 
hend from  Mrs.  Denham  you  never  have,  you 
never  can  return,"  exclaimed  young  Lennard 
with  a  quivering  lip,  advancing  eagerly  to  meet 
her  as  she  entered  the  room  where  he  awaited 
her.  **  I  am  not  worthy  of  you — I  was  too 
presumptuous  in  aspiring  to  your  hand — my 
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devotion  might  moye  your  pity,  but  I  have  no 
talents  to  acquire  your  regard." 

^*  Not  worthy  Mr.  Lennard  ?  most  worthy  of 
all  regard  !  and  I  deeply  regret  that  I  cannot. — *' 

*'  Ye«,  yes ;  I  understand — you  pity  me ;  and 
that  is  all  that  I  should  have  expected/'  said 
young  Lennard  closing  her  sentence.  ^  But 
it  was  not  for  this  I  requested  your  presence ; 
f  wished  to  convince  you  that,  till  informed  of 
the  fact  by  Mrs.  Denham,  1  had  no  idea  of  my 
suit  having  been  pressed  upon  you  ungene- 
rously,  and  that  I  am  deeply  grieved  and  shamed 
that  such  has  been  the  case.  Believe  me  when 
I  assure  you^  most  solemnly  assure  you^  that 
any  little  services  which  it  has  been  my  hap- 
piness to  render  to  your  family  were  rendered 
without  the  idea,  or  hope  of  reward ;  and  that 
I  am  shocked  to  find  they  were  urged  to  in- 
fluence your  decision  on  a  subject  on  which  I 
above  all  desired  your  unbiaased  choice.  Do 
you  acquit  me  of  this  cruelty  ? 
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'^  Fully  !  readily  !  Even  when  pained  by 
your  peraevering  attentions^  and  still  more 
pained  by  a  representation  of  our  obligations 
to  yoOj  I  always  felt  that  you  would  not  have 
pleaded  as  another  pleaded  for  you.  I  knew 
that  you  could  not  harbour  one  ungenerous 
thought^  and  that  an  appeal  to  you  would  f  ree 
me  from  importunity,  though  not  from  debt/' 

^  Thank  you,  Miss  Trevor,  for  this  kind 
assurance,  which  has  set  my  mind  at  ease," 
exclaimed  young  Lennard  warmly.  ^'  Can  you 
do  more  ?^ — can  you  forgive  me  the  pain  which 
I  have  unwittingly  caused  you  ?*' 

^^  It  is  for  me  to  ask  forgiveness  of  you,** 
said  Rosalind  overcome  by  his  generosity,  the 
tears,  which  she  had  in  vnin  endeavoured  to 
repress,  falling  fast  as  she  spoke.  '^I  must 
ever  feel  towards  you  the  sincerest  gratitude.*' 

*'  And  you  forgive  me — you  weep  for  me — 
you  promise  me  your  esteem.  I  will  endeavour 
to  prove  myself  worthy  of  your  good  opinion. 
1  shall  leave  England  immediately,  for  I  could 
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not  remain  in  the  same  country  and  not  see 
you ;  or  see  you  and  not  pain  you  now — ^here- 
after I  hope  to  meet  you  as  a  friends  God  bless 
yoUy  Miss  Trevor !  I  shall  never  forget  your 
pitying  kindness  —  your  gentle  words  have 
soothed  my  pangs/' 

A  tear  fell  on  the  hand  be  pressed  to  his 
lips  ;  but  before  Rosalind  could  reply  he  had 
rushed  from  the  room  and  out  of  the  house. 

A  hint  from  Mrs.  Denham  to  her  host  and 
hostess  saved  Rosalind  all  embarrassing  re<» 
marks,  though  Mr.  Philips  was  very  much 
annoyed  that  his  rosebud,  as  he  called  her,  was 
not  to  become  his  cousin. 
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CHAPTER    IX. 


''  Are  you  quite  sure  that  your  mother  knows 
nothing  of  my  intended  visit  ?"  asked  Mrs. 
Denham  as  the  carriage  containing  herself  and 
Rosalind  approached  Ivy  Cottage  on  the  suc- 
ceeding morning. 

"  Quite  sure,  for  I  see  her  in  the  garden 
tying  up  her  favorite  flowers ;  and  I  am  certain 
she  would  be  too  much  agitated  to  do  that  if 
she  knew  of  your  coming.  Now,  do  not  cloud 
our  happiness — your  happiness  may   I   say? 
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by  idle  fancies^  dear  Mrs.  Denham/'  added 
Rosalind^  taking  her  hand  caressingly^  seeing 
that  she  changed  colour,  '^  Let  my  mother's 
manner  at  this  meeting  be  the  test  of  her 
feelings,  as  I  said  last  night ;  but  to  make  it  a 
just  test^  there  must  be  warmth  in  your  greet- 
ings as  well  as  in  your  heart.  Do  not,  I  entreat 
you,  disdain  to  show  what  I  see  you  feeV 

'*  You  are  convinced  at  last  then  that  I  can 
feel,"  she  replied,  returning  the  pressure  of  Rosa- 
lind's hand. 

''  Yes,  quite  convinced  of  that;  and  I  count 
myself  an  idiot  for  not  having  discovered  it 
nearly  a  year  ago.  But  here  we  arc  at  Ivy 
Cottage." 

Mrs«  Denbam  had  before  been  leaning  back, 
but  as  the  carriage  turned  round  the  little 
sweep  to  the  door,  she  bent  forward  for  a 
moment  —  that  moment  was  sufficient.  Mrs. 
Trevor  ^recognised  her  at  a  glance,  and  was 
soon  in  the  arms  of  her  old  firiend,  pouring 
forth  broken  exclamations  of  joy  at  their  pre- 
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sent  meeting,  and  regret  at  their  long  estrange- 
ment.  Now  smiling — now  sobbing ;  and  won- 
dering how  any  one  could  ever  have  thought 
Mrs.  Denham  cold  or  reserved,  so  warm  was 
the  greeting  she  received  in  return  for  her  own 
affectionate  and  unceremonious  welcome* 

^  Did  I  say  more  than  was  true^  dear  Mrs. 
Denham?"  asked  Rosalind,  entering  the  room 
where  the  two  old  friends  had  been  con- 
siderately left  together, 

'^  Not  one  word  too  much,  dear  girl,''  replied 
Mrs.  Denham,  kissing  her  affectionately,  and 
wiping  away  the  tears  that  glistened  on  her 
own  eyelashes.  ''  But  though  I  acquit  you 
of  exaggeration  on  that  point,  not  so  your 
mother;  I  cannot  persuade  her  that  I  was 
ever  really  as  chilling  and  awful  as  you  de- 
scribe.** 

''  I  am  glad  of  it ;  since  it  proves  that  your 
manner  has  been  as  warm  as  I  now  know  your 
heart  to  be.  Tou  may  scold  as  you  please, 
mamma,  and  I  will  not  say  one  word  in  my 
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defence — I  should  have  looked  beneath  the 
surface/'  answered  Rosalind  smiling  through 
her  tears. 

'^  My  wife  has  had  you  to  herself  long 
enough^  Mrs.  Denham ;  you  must  now  listen 
to  my  thankSj  and  pronounce  my  pardon  for 
having  doubted  your  friendly  feelings  towards 
my  family/'  said  Captain  Trevor^  holding  out 
his  hand  and  speaking  with  much  feeling. 
"  Jealous  of  your  influence  over  Rosalind — 
hurt  at  your  seeking  to  prevent  our  union,  the 
lover  made  remarks,  which  the  man  most  truly 
regrets.  And  here  you  come  like  the  good 
spirit  in  a  fairy  tale  to  shame  me  into  repent* 
ance,  by  showering  your  bounty  upon  me  and 
mine.  You  have  freed  me  from  debt; — ^you 
have  done  more-— *you  have  saved  my  noble  and 
afiectionate  child  from  sacrificing  herself  for 
the  good  of  others.  You  may  not  forgive  my 
reproaches  of  former  days,  but  you  cannot  for- 
bid my  present  gratitude— so  sincere — so  un* 
bounded.    Say  w*hat  you  will — do  what  you 
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vrhat  you  will  hereafter ;  but  I  must  Btill  be 
your  debtor  for  life/^ 

"  No  debtor  at  all.  Captain  Trevor,"  replied 
Mrs.  Denham  with  a  voice  as  unsteady  as  his 
own.  *^  I  was  more  to  blame  than  yourself  in 
former  days ;  and  am  bound  to  repair  the  mis- 
chief caused  by  my  own  pride  and  folly.  Rosa- 
lind— our  Rosalind,  for  she  nmst  learn  to  regard 
me  as  a  second  mother-^has  been  the  greatest 
sufferer,  and  we  must  make  her  happiness  our 
first  consideration.  I  was  selfish  in  bygone 
years,  when  I  strove  to  part  you  and  your  bride  ; 
and  I  fear  I  am  but  selfish  now,  seeking  for  your 
regard  to  cheer  my  declining  days.  We  will 
try  to  forget  the  past.^* 

"  Readily,  Mrs.  Denham.  For  my  part,  I 
feel  quite  young  again,  and  our  merry  Rosalind 
looks  very  differently  to  what  she  did  two  days 
ago  ;  whilst  my  wife  I  conclude  will  come  out 
a  beauty  to-morrow,  if  she  do  not  weep  her 
eyes  out  for  joy  to-day.  Let  the  philosophers 
say  what  they  will,  happiness  is  the  elixir  of 
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life  that  makes  118  young  in  hearty  if  not  in 
person.  With  Heaven's  blessing,  health,  and 
(Heads,  I  count  myself  but  twenty-one.** 

^  Then  please,  papa,  what  age  am  I  to  be  ?** 
asked  Rosalind  archly. 

^  Oh,  you  must  go  baek  to  bread  puddings 
and  pinafinres;  reading,  writing,  dunce's  ciqss, 
and  the  ccnmer,'*  answered  her  father  laughing. 
'^  Woe  is  me  !*'  cried  Rosalind  with  a  ludi* 
crous  expression  of  sorrow.  '<  I  always  heard 
that  people  thinking  themselves  younger  than 
they  really  were  was  a  great  evil ;  and  now 
I  find  the  truth  of  the  remark  from  experi- 
ence." 

'^  If  my  father  owes  you  much,  I  owe  you 
more,  Mrs.  Denham,*'  said  Michael,  frankly, 
advancing  with  an  ingenuous  blush.  *^Toa 
have  saved  me  from  disgrace,  or  the  guilt  and 
misery  of  blighting  all  my  sister's  hopes  of 
happiness.  I  do  not  deserve  your  kindness, 
though  I  trust  I  shall  ever  feel  most  grateful 
for  it.'* 
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^<  I  trust  you  will  prove  yourself  worthy  of 
ity'^  replied  Mrs.  DenhaiDy  a  little  gravely^  but 
not  harshly^  for  his  frank  admission  of  error 
had  softened  her  sentiments  towards  him^ 
though  she  did  not  place  much  reliance  on  his 
promises  of  prudence,  related  afterwards  by 
Rosalind;  or  believe  him  to  have  been  quite 
as  ignorant  of  her  great  repugnance  to  a  union 
with  young  Lennard  as  he  asserted. 

It  was  a  day  of  happiness  at  Ivy  Cottage ; 
the  next  day  was,  if  possible,  happier  still,  for 
it  had  less  ot  sad  remembrances,  and  more  of 
joyful  anticipations.  It  was  a  less  tumultu- 
ous— a  more  peaceful  joy. 

Mrs.  Denham  was  very  desirous  to  carry  off 
the  Trevors  at  once  to  Denham  Park.  She 
should  not  feel  quite  certain — quite  assured  of 
her  happiness  till  she  welcomed  her  old  friend 
there ;  but  as  Captain  Trevor  expected  a  visit 
from  Mr.  Woolley*s  acting  executor,  which 
would  prevent  his  leaving  home  for  the  pre- 
sent, it  was  settled  .that  Mrs.  Denham  should 
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spend  the  intervening  time  with  the  Philipses, 
Ivy  Cottage,  containing  only  a  small  spare 
bachelor's  room.  They  might  then  all  return 
to  Denham  together;  and  as  the  Mount  was 
so  near,  and  the  Pbilipses  such  friendly,  con* 
siderate  people,  the  families  could  be  as  much 
together  as  they  pleased. 

'^  There  is  only  one  thing  that  I  insist  on," 
said  Mr.  Philips,  as  he  handed  Mrs.  Denham 
into  her  carriage ;  '^  and  that  is,  that  if  you  go 
to  Ivy  Cottage  in  the  morning,  you  must 
bring  back  the  Trevors  to  dine  with  me  in  the 
evening.  I  have  scarcely  set-  eyes  on  you  for 
years,  since  yon  were  a  young  woman,  sur- 
rounded by  suitors,  for  you  never  would  come 
and  see  us  before ;  and  I  have  hardly  spoken  to 
Trevcir  since  my  return  from  foreign  parts,  nor 
said  half  I  have  to  say  to  my  little  rose-bud ; 
so  positively  you  bring  them  back  with  you  to 
the  Mount." 

Mrs.  Denham  did  bring  them  back  with 
her;    and  Mr.     Philips  was  in   his   element. 
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talking  as  fast  as  he  could  talk,  uttering  a  thou* 
sand  odd  and  merry  things,  scolding  Rosalind 
for  not  becoming  his  cousin,  in  spite  of  her 
blushes  and  his  wife's  remonstrances ;  and  then 
protesting  that  she  must  be  in  love  because, 
confused  by  his  jests,  she  eat  pcM  mnd  pomlet 
together,  and  looked  eagerly  out  of  the  window, 
if  she  heard  the  sound  of  horse's  hoofs. 

Nor  was  he  in  this  so  fkr  from  the  truth,  for 
Rosalind  and  Mrs.  Denham  were  in  momentary 
expectation  of  Wy  vill's  arrival>  more  than  suffi- 
cient time  having  elapsed  since  the  receipt  of 
Mrs.  Denham's  letter,  had  he  sped  with  a 
lover's  speed. 

Merrily  passed  the  dinner — merrily  passed 
the  evening;  all  was  gaiety  for  the  present — all 
hope  for  the  future ;  but  alas  !  for  the  uncer- 
tainty of  human  joys,  ere  night  closed  in  came 
an  express  to  say  that  Mr.  Wilkins,  the  steward, 
was  supposed  to  be  dying,  and  most  anxious  to 
see  Mrs.  Denham  before  his  death. 

It  was  a  great  shock  to  Mrs.  Denham,  for  he 
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had  managed  her  concerns  during  many  years, 
and  was  r^arded  as  a  valaed  friend.  She 
would  have  set  off  immediately)  hut  as  the 
l^ter^  which  was  from  his  medical  attendant, 
spoke  of  his  prohably  lingering  three  or  four 
days,  she  yielded  to  the  persuasions  of  her 
friends  and  consented,  instead  of  encountering 
the  delays  and  dangers  of  a  night  journey,  to 
defer  her  departure  till  the  morning ;  so  post 
horses  were  ordered«at  six :  and  all  did  their 
best  to  cheer  her  by  con8«iling  prognostications. 

At  Mrs.  Denham's  request  the  Trevors 
stayed  late :  she  felt  loath  to  part  with  them, 
and  she  owned  it. 

^  I  am  grieved  to  be  separated  again  from 
you  so  soon/'  she  remarked  as  she  held  Mrs. 
Trevor's  hand  in  hers;  ^'  but  the  summons  of 
a  dying  man  must  not  be  unheeded  -—it  is  the 
voice  of  providence." 

^  This  is  thursday ;  and  tuesday  we  shall  aU 
be  with  you  at  Denham,"  observed  Rosalind 
cheerfully. 


WHO   SHALL   BE   HBIR?  291 

^*  Shall  you  ?"  said  Mrs.  Denham'  in  a  voice 
so  startling  that  Rosalind  shuddered,  remem- 
bering her  fancy  that  she  should  never  wel- 
come her  old  friend  to  Denham  Park. 

**  Depend  on  that ;  since  you  will  not  let  me 
go  with  you  as  I  wished/' 

^*  No,  dear  girl ;  you  shall  not  accompany 
me^  though  I  am  thankful  for  your  offer.  Ru- 
pert may  be  expected  every  hour;  and  you 
must  remain  to  smile  upon  him,''  she  added  in 
a  whisper,  which  silenced  for  a  time  the  blush- 
ing Rosalind. 

*'  It  is  friday  too ;  I  do  believe  that  you  are 
a  ketle  afraid  of  that,''  observed  Mr.  Philips 
who  had  a  silly  dread  of  the  day  himself. 
^^  Stay  till  Saturday ;  perhaps  Woolley's  execu- 
tor will  come  to-morrow,  and  then  you  can  all 
go  together." 

"  I  have  no  weakness  of  that  sort ;  friday  is 
to  'me  as  any  other  day.  I  only  feel ; — ^but  it  is 
nonsense  to  talk  of  feelings,  when  we  are  called 
on  to  act,  so  farewell  till— we  meet  again  on 
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tuesday.  I  miut  not  detain  yon  any  longer — 
the  night  air  is  not  good  for  you,'^  replied  Mrs« 
Denham^  kisaiDg  her  old  friend  affectionately, 
and  confiding  her  to  the  care  of  Mr.  Philips, 
who  was  waiting  to  hand  her  to  the  carriage, 
which  was  to  take  her  back  to  Ivy  Cottage. 

The  low^  earnest  ^<  God  bless  you  ?'  that  fol- 
owed  as  she  looked  after  her  was  only  heard 
by  Rosalind^  who  was  shocked  at  its  tone. 

*'  Do  let  me  go  with  yon !  I  will  be  quite 
ready  by  six/^  pleaded  Rosalind,  reading  her 
thoughts.  '*  I  do  not  like  to  let  you  go  alone, 
since  your  maid  has  by  your  permission  gone 
to  visit  her  friends ;  and  there  is  now  no  time 
to  recall  her.  If  any  one  should  wish  to  see 
me,  he  may  follow,"  she  added  in  a  voice  too 
low  to  be  caught  by  the  others,  who  knew 
nothing  of  WyviU's  attachment. 

''  No,  my  dear ;  I  am  determined ;  I  will 
conquer  this  idle  fancy.  But  you  will  not  be 
later  than  tuesday." 

"  Most  certainly  not/' 
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Good  bye  till  then/'  said  Mrs.  Denham^ 
striving  to  speak  more  cheerfully. 

"  Come^  Rose,  you  will  smother  Mrs.  Den- 
ham,  and  my  mother  will  catch  cold  from  hav- 
ing the  carriage  door  open,  cried  Michael 
rather  impatiently. 

"  Qo,  my  love/*  said  Mrs.  Denham  gently, 
putting  away  the  weeping  girl. 

''  Come  along/'  said  her  brother,  drawing 
her  away. 

'^  One  word,  Rosalind/'  said  Mrs.  Denham. 

Rosalind  was  at  her  side  in  a  minute. 

^'  I  have  written  to  my  soUcitor  to  destroy 
my  old  will,  and  draw  up  a  new  one ; — in  whose 
favor  I  think  I  need  not  say; — we  may  not 
meet  again.'' 

^'  Oh  I  never  mind  the  will — ^banish  all 
gloomy  thoughts ;  you  make  me  shudder  with 
such  horrid  fancies.  We  shall  all  meet  and  be 
happy  at  Denham — I  am  sure  we  shall.  You 
will  see  that  I  shall  turn  out  the  true  prophet, 
answered  Rosalind. 
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**  HeaTen  grant  you  maj !  God  bleas  you ! 
now,  and  for  ever^  whether  we  meet  again  or 
not/'  said  Mrs.  Denham  solemnly,  holding 
Rosalind  in  a  second  and  still  closer  embrace, 
then  putting  her  away  abruptly  as  if  ashamed 
of  her  own  emotion. 

Rosalind  turned  as  she  reached  the  door,  and 
met  the  lingering,  earnest  gaze  of  her  mothei^s 
early  friend. 

The  chill  of  fear  crept  over  her ;  and  she 
would  have  returned  for  the  purpose  of  press- 
ing the  acceptance  of  her  companionship ;  but 
her  brother  drew  her  on,  and  her  &ther  called 
firom  the  carriage. 

''  I  do  believe  Mrs.  Denham  only  pretended 
to  have  something  to  say  that  she  might  give 
you  another  kiss,  Rosalind.  There  is  something 
veiy  odd  about  her  to-night — this  summons 
has  shaken  her  dreadfully,"  observed  Michael 
to  his  sisterj  as  he  led  her  through  the 
haU. 

'^  There  is  something  very  strange  about  her; 
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— I  wish  she  would  have  allowed  me  to  go 
with  her,"  answered  Rosalind. 

**  You  are  too  weak  yet  for  so  speedy  and 
long  a  journey,  though  I  never  saw  any  one  so 
much  improved  in  health  in  so  short  a  time/^ 
replied  her  brother.  ^'  But  what  has  come 
over  you  now  ?  You  are  looking  like  a  ghost^'^ 
he  added,  catching  sight  of  her  pallid  face  as 
she  passed  beneath  a  lamp. 

^^  Nothing :  do  not  frighten  my  mother,'' 
said  Rosalind,  stepping  quickly  into  the 
carriage. 

^'Mrs.  Denham  seemed  much  affected  at 
parting  with  you  for  even  a  few  days,*'  observed 
Captain  Trevor  thoughtfully,  as  they  were 
driving  home. 

^'  More  so  than  I  should  have  expected  from 
her  strong  mind,  though  I  know  her  feelings  to 
be  very  warm ;  but  she  was  upset  by  her  stew* 
ard's  illness.  I  long  to  meet  her  again  at  Den- 
ham— it  will  be  so  like  old  times.    We  will  set 
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off  voy  early  on  monday  xnoming,  that  we  may 
be  with  her  by  the  middle  of  the  day  on  tues- 
day/'  replied  Mrs.  Trevor  cheerfully. 

She  had  no  mournful  anticipations  to  mar 
the  brightness  of  the  present. 
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Hie  future  lay  oatitretched  before  ber  view. 
Like  a  broad  plain  ipread  o'er  with  doth  of  gold.' 
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CHAPTER  X, 


It  was  near  mid-  day ;  ;et  the  best  breakfast 
things  remamed  set  out  in  the  best  parlour  at 
the  Red  Lion,  a  small  inn  on  the  road  between. 
Ivy  Cottage  and'  Denham  Park,  standing  at 
about  the  distance  of  twenty  miles  firom  the 
former^ 

And  ther^  was  one  who  sat  in  that  same 

parlour  with  a  changing  cheek,  and  a  changing 

mood ;  but  ever  a  contracted  brow,  and  often 

a  flashing  eye.    Yet  he  was  young  and  handr 
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some^  vith  a  manner  that  won  popularity — a 
clear^  quick  intellect  to  direct  faia  course^  and  a 
fortune  that  many  envied.  Could  those  who 
envied  him  have  read  his  heart  at  that  moment 
they  would  have  shrunk  back^  appalled  at  the 
fierce  passions  raging  there^  and  learnt  that 
peace  is  not  the  handmaid  of  wealthy  or  beauty^ 
or  popularity ;  but  cares  for  neither^  dwelling 
with  the  meek  and  lowly — not  with  the  proud 
and  prosperous. 

The  food  set  before  him  had  been  scarcely 
touched — when  the  mind  works  the  wants  of 
the  body  are  forgotten — and  there  he  sat,  now 
leaning  back  in  his  chair,  now  with  his  elbows 
resting  on  the  table  supporting  his  bowed 
head,  his  set  teeth  and  fieiy  eye  telling  a  tale 
of  wrath,  and  dissappointed  malice. 

And  who  was  the  solitary  sojourner  at  this 
poor  inn,  who  was  too  deep  in  thought  to  note 
how  quickly,  or  how  slowly  sped  the  time  ? 

It  was  Edred  Cottrell.  Mrs.  Denham  had 
not  said  to  him  you  are  a  slanderer^  a  liar,  and 
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as  a  cloak  was  thrown  over  it,"  repUed  the  wo- 
man submisaively.     **  It  is  Mrs,  Denham's." 

"  Mrs.  Deaham's !"  exclaimed  Edred  Cottrell 
in  a  tone  composed  of  many  mingling  emo- 
tions. "  Is  she  dead  ?"  he  questioned  eagerly 
afler  a  moment's  pause,  with  a  gleam  of  de- 
moniacal triumph  in  his  keen  eyes. 

"  Not  quite,  sir ;  but  from  what  I  sees,  and 
hears  she  cannot  live  long,  she  has  scarcely 
spoken  since  the  accident.*' 

"What  accident?' 

'*  Why  the  horsea  took  fright,  sir,  at  some'at 
— ran  away,  and  fell  into  the  quarry  at  Datcb- 
ett's  Lane.  The  carriage  is  smashed  all  to 
pieces — the  postlx^  very  much  hurt — the  man- 
servant killed  outright ;  and  the  lady  herself 
not  much  better.  No  wonder!  The post-horsea 
came  from  the  Bear — and  the  Bear  horses  are 
never  good ; — they  never  even  stop  to  take  a 
whisp  of  hay,  or  a  drop  of  water  at  my  house, 
though  it  is  a  long  stage  to  T —  and  the  land- 
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Tes,  far,  that  is  pretty  certain  ;  but  people 
will  think  it  odd  if  he  ain't  sent  for,  and  as  you 
are  to  have  the  lady's  money,  I  hear,  it  will  be 
a  satis&ction  any  how  at  the  crowner's  inquest. 
He  is  a  young  hand,  and  don't  know  much  to 
my  mind— but  still  he  is  a  doctor/' 

^^  You  are  quite  right,  Hudson ;  I  am  so 
shocked,  so  bewildered  that  I  do  not  know 
what  I  am  about;  of  course  all  must  be 
done  that  can  be  done.  Send  for  the  doctor 
directly.' 

^^  Aunt,  the  men  have  brought  a  trunk  and 
some  other  things  belonging  to  the  lady,  from 
the  quarry.  Where  shall  I  put  them  ?''  enquir- 
ed a  heavy,  awkward  looking  girl  of  about 
seventeen,  entering  the  room  at  the  moment, 
with  cloaks,  and  a  work  box  under  her  arm. 
^'  I  could  not  bring  up  the  trunk  myself." 

'^  Better  put  all  the  things  in  here  at  once> 
Molly ;  they  will  be  safe  in  Mr.  Cottrell's  room 
— he  is  the  poor  lady's  nearest  relation.'' 

^'  All  the  articles  belonging  to  Mrs.  Denham 


306  WHO    SHALL   BR    HEIR? 

were  aocordiDgly  placed  in  her  room ;  and  the 
men  handsomely  paid  for  their  trouble  by 
Edred. 

In  due  time  Mr.  Thomson,  the  Tillage 
apothecary,  or  doctor  as  the  villagers-termed 
him,  made  his  appearance.  It  was  impossible 
to  look  in  his  face  and  suspect  him  of  wisdom ; 
and  equally  impossible  to  hear  him  utter  a  sen- 
tence, and  doubt  that  he  considered  himself  a 
GalcD.  He  thought  himself  wise,  and  en« 
deavoured  to  look  wise;  and  some  believed 
him  to  be  what  he  desired  to  be  thought ; — not 
so  Edred  Cottrell,  but  his  manner  was  cour* 
teous  in  the  extreme ;  and  Mr.  Thomson  was 
most  deferentially  submissive  in  return^  save 
that  he  still  spoke  with  the  brevity  and  blunt- 
ness  which  he  had  assumed  on  first  entering 
the  profession,  having  heard  that  brevity  and 
bluntness  had  been  the  characteristics  of  a 
famous  London  physician. 

^  Bad  case,  sir — very  bad,'^  said  the  young 
doctor,  shaking  his  head. 


"  No  hope }"  asked  Edred  in  a  tone  befit- 
ting the  melancholy  question. 

"  None,  sir;  sorry  to  distress  an  affectionate 
relative,  but  must  tell  the  truth ; — ainceri^  ia 
a  duty.    We  will  try  bleeding." 

"Do  you  think  it  a  case  where  bleeding 
would  be  adviseable  ?  The  lady  is  not  young ; 
I  only  throw  out  a  hint,  having  the  fullest 
reliance  on  your  judgment,"  said  Edred 
graciously. 

"  Right,  sir ;  I  honor  your  wisdom — bleed- 
ing is  injurious  in  many  cases,  but  it  is  the 
general  practice,  and  a  young  medical  man, 
however  talented,  must  submit  to  trammels  he 
despises.  If  you  as  her  nearest  relative  forbid 
it,  of  course  nothing  can  be  said." 

'*  Oh,  no,  Doctor  Thomson ;  I  defer  to  your 
judgment.  But  do  you  think  that  bleeding 
will  restore  her  to  consciousness — to  health  ?" 

"  Nothing  short  of  a  miracle,  or  unparallelled 
skill  could  effect  that,  but  I  will  do  my  best." 
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Edred  made  no  further  opposition^  and  the 
effect  of  the  bleeding  proved  the  wisdom  of 
having  followed  the  general  practice,  instead  of 
individual  opinion,  for  the  patient  not  only 
opened  her  eyes,  but,  after  a  short  time, 
answered  the  questions  put  to  .her  with  very 
tolerable  clearness,  though  in  a  low  voice. 

'*  See  the  wonderful  effects  of  medical  skill !" 
said  Mr.  Thomson  complacently  drawing 
Edrtd  aside.  <<  The  lady  must  be  kept  quite 
quiet — not  talk — send  a  composing  draught — 
call  in  three  hours — can't  stay  now — wanted 
in  fifty  places — worked  to  a  skeleton — dying  by 
inches — victim  to  pity  for  suffering  humanity •'* 

^^  What  do  you  think  now  of  her  chance  of 
ulUmate  recovery?"  asked  Edred  detaining 
him. 

^'  Scarcely  possible ;  skill  will  do  much — 
but  it  is  not  omnipotent;  she  may  grow  worse 
and  go  off  like  the  snuff  of  a  candle/' 

^*  Do  you  think  her  mind  will  be  sufficiently 
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^' Where  am  I?''  asked  the  sick  woman 
again. 

'^At  the  Red  Lion  at  Hincklej,  my  dear 
madam.  Tou  were  brought  hither  after  your 
dreadful  accident :  and  I  consider  myself  most 
happy  in  chancing  to  be  here  at  the  time. 
This  good  woman  having  formerly  lived  with 
my  mother^  I  occasionally  sleep  a  night  at  her 
house  on  my  way  to  and  from  town.  I  am 
truly  shocked  to  see  you  thus.'' 

^*  Where  is  my  servant  ?'*  asked  Mrs. 
Denham  without  noticing  his  regrets  and 
assurances. 

**I  see  it  would  be  vain  to  endeavour  to 
deceive  you^  my  dear  madam ;  he  is  dead — 
killed  on  the  spot.'' 

'*  Dead !''  repeated  the  sufferer  with  a  cry  of 
pain^  caused  by  her  start  at  the  dreadful 
intelligence^  as  every  movement  increased  her 
pangs.  **  And  the  postboy  ?'  she  asked  after 
a  short  pause. 
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I  Will  go  directly^^  said  Edred,  quitting 
the  room  and  beckoning  Mrs.  Hudson  to  fol- 
low him. 

The  composing  draught  took  effect,  and  Mrs. 
Denham  sank  into  a  heavy  sleep. 

^^  Poor  lady  I  I  hope  she  will  live  to  see  her 
friends/*  said  the  good-natured  Molly  to  her 
aunt^  as  they  sat  together  by  the  sufierer's  bed. 

'^  Pooh,  niece  I  she  would  not  do  that  if  she 
lived  a  month.'' 

'*  Why,  aunt — won't  they  come  ?** 

''  Not  tiU  she  is  dead.*' 

''  Why  to  be  sure  the  gentleman  does  not 
mean  to  cheat  her  after  all,  when  she  looked  so 
earnest  and  solemn  into  his  face?  And  he 
knows  she  is  dying  too*" 

'^  Hold  your  nonsense,  Molly ;  you  know 
nothing.  Mr.  Cottrell  will  send  by  and  by, 
but  I  have  not  got  no  one  to  go  just  now." 

'^  La,  aunt,  why  Phill  Harris  would  go  in  a 
minute,  and  glad  to  go  too.'^ 

^^Tou  are  always  talking  to  me  of  Phill 
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Hie  door  dosed  after  Mrs.  Hudson — her 
steps  sounded  fainter  and  fainter,  till  they  died 
away  in  silence ;  then  the  curtain  was  put  gen- 
tly aside,  and  the  sick  woman  looked  into  the 
face  of  her  simple  nurse.  The  scrutiny  was 
satisfactory ;  Mdly  might  be  only  half  witted ; 
but  she  was  kind  hearted  and  honest. 

^^  Will  you  win  the  prayers  and  blessings  of 
the  dying?"  asked  Mrs.  Denham  with  solemn 
earnestness. 

^'Indeed,  ma'am,  I  will  do  any  thing  to 
serve  you/'  replied  the  girl,  moved  even  to 
tears  by  her  appeaL 

^  Will  you  send  PhiU  Haitis  to  bring  my 
friends  ? — ^for  no  one  else  will  do  it." 

^'  That  will  I  directly,  ma'am ;  and  he  has  a 
horse  of  his  own,  and  will  be  back  very  soon. 
Phill  will  do  any  thing  I  ask  him,''  she  added 
almost  equally  proud  of  her  lover's  horse,  and 
his  afiection.  ^^  Where  shall  he  go  to,  ma'am  ? 

*^  Is  my  writing  desk  with  those  cloaks  ? 
asked  Mrs.  Denham* 


v 
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^^  Yes,  ma'am/'  cried  Molly  rising  to  bring 
it. 

It  was  now  that  Mrs.  Denham  was  to  reap 
the  advantage  of  her  long  habit  of  self<>control. 
To  move  was  torture^  yet  she  smothered  the 
groans  which  she  could  not  quite  suppress^  and 
steadied  one  hand  with  the  other,  whilst  she 
wrote  a  few  lines. 

"  There-  let  him  take  that  to  Captain  Tre- 
vor's  at  Ivy  Cottage,  as  fast  as  he  can ;  say  no- 
thing to  any  body  here,  and  give  it  into  the 
hands  of  one  of  the  family.  If  they  arrive  be- 
fore I  die,  he  shall  have  twenty  guineas  for  his 
trouble.'' 

'^  Oh,  mercy !  that  will  set  us  up  in  a  house," 
cried  the  simple  Molly  joyfully.  "  I  hear  Phill 
whistling  in  the  yard :  so  I  will  slip  down  the 
back  stairs  and  then  nobody  will  see  me." 

"  Go ;  but  make  haste  back,  for  there  is 
more  to  be  done,  and  your  aunt  may  return," 
cried  Mrs.  Denham  impatiently. 

The  giri  gave  a  knowing  nod  mxi  departed* 
p  3 
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Within  ten  minutes  she  was  again  by  the 
ade  of  the  dying  woman — ^her  eyes  glistening 
with  delight. 

**  He  is  off,  ma'am — ^he  was  on  his  horse,  so 
there  is  no  time  lost ;  and  he  bade  me  tell  you, 
with  his  duty^  that  he  would  win  the  twenty 
guineas  to  a  sartainty.^ 

^  Good  girl !  now  do  further  as  I  say;  and 
you  shall  have  another  twenty  guineas  for 
yourself;  but  if  you  betray  me — the  curse  of 
the  dying  will  rest  upon  you.  Take  this  packet 
' — ^hide  it — ^let  no  one  here  see  it ;  but  if  I  die 
before  my  friends  arrive,  give  it  yourself  to 
Captain  Trevor,  or  Mr.  Philips  of  the  Mount, 
as  I  have  directed ;  and  you  shall  receive  what 
I  promised.    May  I  trust  you  ?'' 

^  That  you  may,  ma*am ;  for  I  thinks  of  my 
own  poor  dying  mother,  and  can't  abide  to  see 
you  cheated.'' 

^  You  are  a  good  girl ;  and  God  will  reward 
you !  Now  put  back  the  case  under  the  cloaks, 
just  as  it  was  before,  so  that  no  one  may  bus- 
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pect  its  having  been  moved,"  aaid  Mrs.  Den- 
ham,  relocking  It  with  a  key  attached  to  her 
watch  chain,  which  she  replaced  on  a  chair  by 
the  bed  as  before.  "  Stay  in  the  room  as  much 
as  possible,  but  say  nothing  kind  to  me,  or  of 
me,  lest  it  awaken  suspicion ;  and  do  you  pour 
out  my  medicine  and  give  it  to  me  if  you  can. 
Be  prudent — be  secret,  girl,  and  pray  that  I 
ma^  live  till  my  friends  arrive ;  longer  than  that 
I  dare  not  hope  for  life.  I  will  now  try  to 
sleep,  and  let  none  know  that  I  have  been 
awake." 

"Who  comes  here?"  exclaimed  Michael  Tre- 
vor, as  he  stood  in  the  porch  at  Ivy  Cottage 
with  his  father,  Mr.  Philips,  Mr.  WooUcy's  ex- 
ecutor, and  Rosalind.  "  He  should  come  on 
an  errand  of  war  or  love  by  his  furious  riding." 

"  Pray  heaven  that  he  come  not  on  a  sadder 
errand  than  either,"  observed  Rosalind  quickly, 
her  thoughts  recurring  to  Mrs.  Denham,  and 
her  melancholy  presentiments. 

"  Are  you  Captain  Trevor  ?"   enquired  the 
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horseman  reining  up  his  smoking  steed  with  a 
strong  and  dexterous  hand. 

^  I  am.  What  is  your  business  with  me  ?" 

*'  To  give  you  this  paper,  sir^  and  beg  you  to 
come  with  all  speed  to  the  Red  Lion  at  Hinck- 
ley,  for  the  dying  lady  is  hardly  dealt  by/'  re- 
plied the  messenger,  placing  a  paper  in  Captain 
Trevor's  hand>  who  turned  very  pale  on  read- 
ing it. 

Rosalind  was  by  her  father's  side  in  an  in« 
stant,  and  ere  he  guessed  her  purpose  she  too 
had  perused  thehurried,  and  scarcely  legible  lines. 

<'  What  is  the  matter  ?''  asked  Mr.  Philips. 
«» Who  is  dying  at  Hinckley  ?" 

''  Mrs.  Denham ;  and  she  entreats  us  to  go 
to  her  instantly^  if  we  would  see  her  alive ;  add- 
ing something  about  being  in  Cottrell's  power, 
which  I  do  not  comprehend." 

''  Is  Mr.  Cottrell  in  the  same  house  ?"  asked 
Rosalind  of  Phill  Harris,  for  it  was  he  who  had 
ridden  with  all  possible  speed  to  secure  the 
twenty  guineas. 
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"  Yea,  ma'am,  and  orders  all  things  just  as 
he  likes ;  and  Molly  bade  me  say  cheated  the 
poor  lady,  promising  to  send  for  her  friends, 
which  he  does  not  intend  to  do.  But  you  must 
be  off  directly,  or  she  will  not  live  till  you  get 
there." 

"  Fly !  fly  to  save  her  !  since  he  is  there,  her 
life  is  not  safe,"  exclaimed  Rosalind  vildly, 
wringing  her  hands. 

"  Have  you  good  reason  for  what  you  say  ?" 
questioned  her  father,  to  whom  she  bad  not  re- 
vealed her  worst  suspicions  of  Edred  Cottrell. 

"  He  would  stop  at  nothing — not  even  murder 
to  gain  his  ends ;  and  Mrs.  Denham's  present 
will  is  in  his  favor." 

"  Then  not  an  instant  must  be  lost ;  I  will 
take  your  horse,  Michael,  and  gallop  across  the 
country.  Do  you  follow  with  your  mother  and 
Rosalind,  for  she  desires  to  see  both." 

"  I  will  ride  with  you,"  said  Mr,  Philips ; 
"  my  presence  as  a  magistrate  and  fiiend  may 
be  of  use." 
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"  I  wiU  take  the  ladies  in  m  j  chaise  to  B. ; 
and  if  you  order  out  four  horses  as  ;ou  paai 
through  they  will  be  little  later  than  your- 
■elves,"  said  Mr.  Burley,  WooUey's  executor, 
who  was  on  the  point  of  returning  to  B.>  hav- 
ing concluded  the  business  on  which  he  had 
come,  and  overheard  the  preceding  conreraa- 
tioa. 

"  Do  BO.  Thank  you,  Burley,"  cried  Cap- 
tain Trevor,  springing  on  his  son's  horse,  that 
stood  ready  saddled  for  its  young  master's  use, 
and  setting  spurs  to  its  sides,  calling  back  as  he 
passed  through  the  gate — "  Break  it  gently  to 
your  mother." 

"  Let  me  have  your  servant's  horse.  Philips ; 
and  I  will  go  with  you,  since  Boriey  will  tt^e 
care  of  my  mother,"  cried  Michael. 

"  Ay  do,"  answered  Mr.  Philips  as  he  gallop- 
ed  after  Captain  Trevor. 

To  break  the  matter  gently  to  Mrs.  Trevor, 
or  even  to  soften  the  account  of  her  friend's 
danger,  was  out  of  the  question,  for,  attracted 
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CHAPTER  XL 


^  How  18  mj  patient  ?  Oh !  sleeping  —  aU 
right !  the  wonderful  effects  of  skill !  Let  her 
sleep  on  —  I  will  call  in  again»*'  said  Mr* 
Thomson^  re-entering  Mrs.  Denham^s  room  at 
the  expiration  of  some  hours. 

"Any  chance  of  recovery?''  asked  Edred 
Cottrell^  with  affectionate  interest  of  the  sen- 
tentious apothecary. 

"  Can  scarcely  say — ^thought  not  before ;  but 
the  draught  has  done  wonders — send  another/' 
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"  Do,  by  all  meaoB ;  I  consider  my  relative 
particularly  fortunate  in  finding  such  skill  in 
this  poor  village." 

"  Much  flattered,  sir ;  hope  she  may  recover; 
but  the  merest  trifle  in  her  precarious  state 
may  yet  prove  fatal.  Good  morning,  sir. 
Must  attend  to  poor  patients  as  well  as  rich," 

"  There  are  some  people  down  stairs  enquir- 
ing for  you,  Mrs.  Hudson.  You  had  better 
go  to  them,  and  I  will  watch  by  my  cousin  in 
the  meantime,  and  call  ;ou  should  she  wake," 
said  Edred  Cottrell,  later  in  the  afternoon. 
"  You  may  go  too,  Molly,"  be  said,  seeing 
that  the  girl  did  not  move. 

"  Molly  muttered  something  about  better 
stay,  she  might  be  wanted;  but  in  obedience 
to  a  call  from  her  aunt,  and  an  order  from 
Cottrell,  she  at  length  quitted  the  apartment, 
though  with  evident  reluctance. 

No  sooner  had  they  gone  than  E^red,  ap- 
proaching the  bed,  bent  anxiously  over  the 
Buflerer.     Her  breathing  convinced  him  that 
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she  slept ;  and  he  turned  away  with  a  satisfied 
air^  moving  about  the  room  with  a  noiseless, 
cat-like  motion. 

Putting  aside  the  cloaks  that  lay  across  the 
trunk,  he  discovered  the  writing  case ;  and  his 
eye  gleamed  with  triumph  at  the  sight.  Mrs. 
Denham  had  intended  to  lock  it,  but  her 
trembling  hand  had  performed  its  office  ill, 
and  it  opened  at  his  touch.  Every  scrap 
of  paper  was  carefully  examined,  then  care- 
fully replaced,  whilst  an  exulting  smile  spoke 
his  satisfaction  at  the  result*  There  was  money 
in  the  case,  but  he  cared  not  for  that — there 
was  no  sign  of  a  fresh  will,  or  any  instructions 
for  making  one ;  and  the  only  piece  of  writing 
in  which  he  was  named  was  an  old — *'  Mem — 
Leave  Edred  Cottrell  the  plate  and  fixtures/' 

He  looked  an  instant  at  the  trunk,  then 
replaced  the  cloaks  and  writing  case^  knowing 
that  Mrs.  Denham  kept  all  her  papers  in  the 
latter.  He  little  thought  that  she  was  watching 
his  movements,  and  rejoicing  in  his  being  foled. 
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and  I  am  rejoiced  to  see  it.  Your  doctor  says 
his  draught  has  done  wonders;  and  he  has 
sent  another  to  be  taken  immediately  on  your 
awakenings  which  is  to  work  still  greater 
marvels/* 

Mr&«  Denham  looking  steadily  on  him^  saw, 
or  fancied  she  saw^  a  slight  confusion, 

^'  I  am  too  ill  to  take  it  now ;  put  it  aside 
for  a  few  minutes/'  she  replied^  speaking 
slowly  and  painfully. 

'*  It  will  relieve  your  pain/'  he  remarked, 
M'ith  soothing  gentleness^  holding  it  towards 
her. 

'<  I  have  no  doubt  it  will — ^put  it  here  ;  and 
I  can  take  it  presently/'  she  murmured.  ^'  But 
my  lips  are  parched — let  mefirstbave  some  tea." 

^*  You  had  better  take  the  tea  afterwards.*' 

^<  No ;  I  will  have  it  first,''  persisted  the 
sufierer. 

Edred  hesitated;  then  ringing  the  bell, 
ordered  .the  tea,  and  set  down  the  glass  by  the 
bed  as  she  had  desired. 
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your  deeds  are  evil,  aod  will  not  bear  the 
scrutiny  of  honest  hearts.  You  sought  among 
my  private  papers — but  in  vain.  There  is  a 
will,  but  it  is  in  safe  hands  ; — there  is  a  will  — 
and  the  name  of  Edred  Cottrell  is  not  in  it." 

"Where  is  it?  Give  it  roe?"  cried  Edred 
fiercely,  grasping  herurm  with  one  hand,  whilst 
tbe  other  was  extended  towards  her  throat. 

"  Would  you  murder  me?"  she  asked  with 
the  same  steady  gaze,  though  unable  to  suppress 
a  shudder  at  the  fearful  expression  of  his 
countenance. 

He  answered  not ;  but  the  whits  teeth  pressed 
on  the  livid  lip  till  the  blood  sprang  beneath 
tbe  pressure,  and  the  very  nostrils  grew  of  a 
grizzly  shade  whilst  his  eyes  gleamed  and  glis- 
tened like  two  burning  coals.  The  one  band 
drew  nearer  to  the  throat — the  fingers  closing 
and  unclosing  us  it  approached — whilst  the 
grasp  of  the  other  became  so  rude,  that  a  loud 
cry  of  pain  broke  firom  the  sufferer, 

"  Be  still  1  Give  up  the  paper  or  you   die," 
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said  Edred  in  a  whisper,  that  sounded  in  the 
ears  of  the  dying  woman  like  the  hissing  of  a 
thousand  deadly  serpents. 

It  was  too  late — his  rule  was  past.  The  door 
was  burst  open  at  the  moment,  notwithstand- 
ing the  struggles  of  the  landlady,  and  Captain 
Trevor,  springing  towards  the  bed,  tore  E^dred 
from  his  screaming  victim  with  a  force  that 
dashed  him  against  the  waU,  and  for  the  in- 
stant stunned  and  stupified  him. 

<'  We  are  too  late !  she  is  dead,"  exdaimed 
Michael,  who  had  followed  close  on  his  father, 
gazing  with  awe  and  grief  on  the  fainting  woman. 

"  Not  yet  dead — but  dying ;  give  me  brandy 
— a  cordial",  gasped  Mrs.  Denham,  exhausted 
by  pain  and  the  late  excitement,  yet  still  clear 
in  her  intellect — strong  in  her  purpose.  ^'  Any 
thing  but  this — keep  .this — pointing  to  the 
glass  which  Edred  had  pressed  upon  her. 

Michael  took  the  glass  as  she  desired,  and 
the  kind  hearted  Molly  brought  the  brandy, 
the  landlady  having  slunk  away. 
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*^  'What  means  this  violence,  Captaia  Trevor? 
I  insist  on  explanation — satisfaction,"  exclaimed 
£dred  Cottrell,  foaming  with  rage. 

"  I  should  ask  that  of  you.  Do  honourable 
men  gT'^sp  helpless,  suffering  women  as  black- 
S3iiChs  handle  iron?"  replied  Captain  Trevor 
contemptuously. 

**  You  shall  hear  more  of  this,"  cried  Edred, 
stalking  across  the  room  with  the  lower  of  re- 
venge upon  hia  brow. 

^*  Stop  him !"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Denham 
roused  by  the  dispute,  and  revived  by  the 
brandy  and  water.  "  He  sought  for  my  last 
■will — he  shall  have  its  contents." 

The  contest  with  the  landlady  in  the  passage 
«ho  hod  opposed  the  entrance  of  CaptEun 
Trevor  and  bis  companions,  bad  excited  the 
curiosity  of  the  many  loiterers  about  the  inn, 
and  several  persona  had  forced  their  way  into 
the  dying  woman's  room. 

Edred  in  consequence  found  such  a  phalanx 
of  foia  opposed  to  his  exit,  and  prepared  to 
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obey  Mrs.  Denham'a  mandate  that  he  deemed 
it  most  prudent  to  remain  where  he  was. 

"You  are  too  weak  to  bearfurther  exertion 
jet  awhile,"  said  Captain  1'revor,  shocked  at  her 
ghastly  appearance. 

"  What  is  to  be  done  must  be  done  quickly/' 
she  answered,  writhing  with  pain  as  she  spoke. 
"  Rosalind  and  her  mother — are  they  coming  ? 
— life  ebbs  apace." 

"  I  expect  them  every  instant;  wait  till  they 
come,  my  dear  madam." 

"  No  wailing — 1  must  work  whilst  God 
gives  me  strength,  or  how  shall  I  hope  that  he 
will  grant  my  prayer  to  die  in  her  arms.  Give 
ine  the  packet,  Molly.  Good  people,  1  will 
thank  you  all  to  listen  and  bear  witness  that 
this  is  my  last  will ;  and  that  I  am  of  sound 
mind,  and  a  clear  intellect.  Tou,  Mr.  Philips, 
with  your  friend  and  butler  were  yesterday 
witnesses  to  my  signature ; — will  you  now  read 
the  contents  aloud  to  those  assembled  that 
there  may  be   no  dispute  hereafter  ?     I  know 
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the  wily  wickedaess  of  Edred  Cottrell,  aod  mil 
thwart  him." 

Mr,  Philips  read  as  desired,  oal;  iatemtpted 
bj  the  moana  of  the  sufferer,  which  she  could 
not  entirely  suppress,  though  she  buried  her 
face  in  the  pillow. 

The  will  was  short,  but  clear  and  compre- 
hensive— not  technical  of  course,  yet  not  to  be 
misunderstood.  It  was  only  a  provisional  will 
till  her  soUcitor  could  complete  that  for  which 
she  bad  sent  him  directions:  yet  it  was  a 
transcript  of  the  clear,  strong  mind  of  the 
writer. 

Mrs.  Denham  began  by  revoking  all  former 
wills,  and  then  proceeded  to  bequeath  her 
property  as  follows  t — 

A  thousand  pounds  as  a  remembrance  to 
Mrs.  Sewell — the  same  sum  to  Michael  Trevor, 
and  Anne  Weaton ;  some  pensions  to  servants 
and  dependants— complimentary  rings  and 
legacies  to  fiiends  and  relations — twenty  thou- 
aand  pounds  to  Rosalind  Trevor — twenty  thou- 
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sand  to  Rupert  WyviU ;  Denham  Park  and  all 
her  other  property  to  Captain  and  Mrs«  Trevor 
for  their  lives^  to  descend  at  their  death  to 
Rosalind ;  and  in  case  of  her  dying  unmarried 
to  go  to  Rupert  Wyvill. 

*'  Such  is  my  last  will  and  testament,  and 
you  are  all  witnesses,*'  said  Mrs,  Denham  as 
Mr.  Philips  concluded.  ^^  A  letter  is  now  on 
its  way  to  my  solicitor  bidding  him  destroy  my 
former  will,  and  draw  up  a  new  one  according 
to  what  you  have  just  heard  read ;  but  for  this 
last  there  is  no  time,  so  my  will  must  stand  as 
drawn  up  by  myself.    You  are  all  witnesses.** 

"  We  are,"  cried  all. 

^^  I  thank  you  I  and  now  you  may  go." 

Good  feeling  prompted  the  crowd  to  obey, 
and  the  room  was  cleared  of  all  strangers  but 
Molly. 

"  Captain  Trevor,  I  rely  on  your  giving 
twenty  guineas  to  the  messenger  who  called 
you  hither;  and  twenty  more  to  that  good  ^1 
who  sent  him,''  pointing  to  Molly.    ^  But  for 
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her  I  had  been  the  victim  of  that  wretch ;  and 
a  liar,  a  hypocrite,  and  would  be  murderer, 
would  have  inherited  the  home  of  my  fathers.^' 

''  I  wiU  double  the  sum/'  exclaimed  Captain 
Trevor  ;  *•  she  deserves  it  all." 

''And  she  shall  have  something  from  me 
too,"  said  Mr.  Philips  giving  Molly  a  friendly 
slap  on  the  shoulder. 

''  All  this  is  the  mere  raving  of  a  dying 
woman  who  knows  not  what  she  says  in  her 
delirium,**  exclaimed  Edred  Cottrell,  striving 
to  master  his  rage. 

''  The  will  was  signed  yesterday,  when  she 
was  in  perfect  health,  though  with  a  dread  of 
evil,*'  observed  Mr.  Philips  drily.  *'As  for 
her    charges    against     you— those    are    your 


concern." 


''  They  are  false  !  false  as  the  foul  fiend !" 
exclaimed  Edred  in  passion,  the  white  foam 
curling  on  his  lips  as  he  spoke.  ^  She  is 
delirious — she  has  not  been  herself  since  the 
accident ;  I  can  bring  witnesses  of  that.'* 
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^  I  am  not  delirious,  Edred  Cottrell ;  and 
you  know  it«  My  charges  are  true  ;  and  you 
feel  that  they  are/*  said  Mrs.  Denham,  extend- 
ing her  arm  towards  him,  and  speaking  with 
stem  solemnity.  *<  If  you  would  clear  yourself 
from  the  charge  of  seeking  to  hasten  the  work 
of  death,  drink  the  contents  of  that  glass,  which 
you  pressed  so  strongly  upon  me/' 

The  would  be  murderer  quailed  beneath  her 
^ye — ^his  strong  frame  shook-*-a  cold  perspira* 
tion  rose  on  his  forehead,  and  his  pallid 
features  worked  convulsively. 

^'  Give  it  me  {''  he  said  in  a  hoarse  whisper 
after  a  fearful  silence,  during  which  all  present 
held  their  breath. 

He  took  the  draught  from  Michael's  hand^- 
but  it  never  touched  his  lips  ;  before  any  one 
guessed  his  purpose  the  glass  was  dashed 
through  the  open  window,  and  fell  in  a  hundred 
pieces  on  the  stones  below. 

''  Villain !  then  you  did  mean  her  death/, 
exclaimed  Captain  Trevor,  seizing  him  by  the 
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arm,  whilst  Michael  and  Mr.  Philips  crowded 
round  him. 

*'  Quit  your  hold  I  Where  is  the  proof  ?^' 
cried  Edred  triumphant^.  ''  Who  will  credit 
the  ravings  of  delirium  P 

^  There  is  proof  on  your  person — I  slept 
Boc  as  you  thought/'  said  Mrs.  Denham. 
^  But  let  him  go  1^  she  added^  addressing  her 
friends.  ^'  He  is  now  too  well  known  to  do 
more  harm,  and  the  dying  should  not  seek 
revenge,  I  foigive  as  I  hope  to  be  forgiven.** 

Captain  Trevor  loosened  his  grasp  at  her 
desire,  and  Edred  Cottrell  stalked  from  the 
room,  giving  back  scowl  for  scowl^  and  shaking 
his  hand  in  a  menacing  attitude  towards  the 
bed  as  he  passed  out. 

^  Who  is  this  coming  so  swiftly  ?^  question- 
ed Mrs.  Trevor  of  her  daughter,  as  Aey  were 
rapidly  neaiing  Hinckley. 

^*  Edred  Cottrell,''  answered  Rosalind. 

^^  I  fear  he  brings  ill  news,"  faltered  Mrs. 
Trevor,  who  was  in  a  state  of  poinfiil  exdte- 

VOL.   III.  Q 


338  WHO   8UALI4   BE   HBIB? 

m^it;    from  her  great  aiudetj  for    her   old 
friend. 

^  He  will  bring  us  no  good  news ;  depend 
on  that^'^  said  her  daughter. 

As  Edred  approached^  he  appeared  undeci« 
ded  as  to  which  side  he  should  take ;  but 
finally^  bidding  the  postilions  stop^  he  rode  up 
to  the  <me  where  sat  Mrs.  TreTor^  and  reining 
up  his  horse  abruptly  leant  in  at  the  window. 

'^  I  am  very  sorry5  my  dear  madam^  to  be  the 
bearer  of  mournful  tidings ;  but  I  come  at  your 
husband^s  request.  All  is  over !  and  he  b^ 
you  will  return  to  Ivy  Cottage  imHiediately>  as 
there  is  no  accommodation  for  you  at  Hinckley/^ 

<'  Not  dead  ?  Tell  me  not  that !"  cried  Mrs. 
Trevor  fixing  a  supplicating  gaze  on  his  fiice. 

"  TeSj  dead — quite  dead !"  he  replied  in  a 
hoUow  voice* 

Mrs.  Trevor  sank  back  with  a  deep  groan. 

'*  Turn ;  and  drive  back  to  Ivy  Cottage  as 
fast  as  you  can/^  cried  Edred  authoritatively  to 
the  postilions.  ^'  I  grieve  for  youj  Mrs.  Trevor; 
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but  mu9t  return  to  Hinckley.  Good  morning/' 
and  bowing  to  Rosalind  and  her  mother,  he 
retraced  his  steps  at  a  full  gallop. 

^'  Go  on  to  Hinckley/'  said  Rosalind  to  the 
post  boys,  speaking  as  authoritatively  as  Edred 
himself  had  done.  ^  Drire  as  tu6t  as  you  can ; 
and  you  shall  be  weU  rewarded*" 

Crack  went  the  whips,  and  on  roHed  the 
carriage  towards  the  Red  Lion,  as  swiftly  as 
four  stout  posters  could  bear  it. 

6t  Yes — you  are  right ;  I  should  like  to  look 
upon  her  once  again^  even  as  she  is^"  gusped 
Mrs,  Trevor. 

^*  My  dear  mother,  compose  yourself; — she 
is  not  dead;  I  caught  Edred's  look  as  he  rode 
off.  He  has  been  foiled,  and  this  is  his  last 
scheme  of  revenge — I  know  him  well,"  said 
Rosalind  soothingly. 

"  Will  they  never  come  ?  Shall  I  not  see 
them  ere  I  die?"  asked  Mrs.  Denham  in  feeble 
accents,  recovering  from  a  fainting  fit^  tile  effect 
of  over  exertion^  and  only  partially  revived  by 
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the  cofdial  administeied^  her  whole  frame  qai- 
yering  with  the  tortures  she  endured* 

^  I  expect  them  eveiy  moment^"  replied 
Captain  Trevor^  whiping  her  damp  brow  with 
a  woman's  gendeness,  whilst  Mr.  Philips 
turned  and  dashed  awaj  a  tear^  wrung  from 
him  by  her  agonizing  moans. 

^  Eyeiy  moment  may  be  my  last ;  I  onlj 
pray  to  see  them  onoe  again/^  murmured  the 
suflfiater.  ^^  And  God  grants  my  prayer/'  she 
cxdsimed.    *^  They  come — and  I  am  blest !" 

A  carriage  droTe  furiously  up  to  the  door; 
and  in  a  few  moments  Rosalind  entered  the 
room^  followed  by  her  mother  leaning  on  Mi« 
chaeL 

»  Thank  God!  He  has  been  merciful !  Now 
I  die  happy/^  nrrlaimed  the  sufferer^  starting 
up,  and  throwing  an  arm  round  the  neck  of 
^each  as  they  Icndt  beside  the  bed. 

An  hour  aflEer>  and  those  who  looked  up  from 
die  street  saw  that  the  shutters  of  the  room 
were  closed,  and  the  pious  clergyman,  who  had 
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attended  the  sufferer  at  her  express  desire> 
quitted  the  house^  a  mingled  expression  of  hope 
and  sadness  might  be  traced  on  his  placid 
features.  A  soul  had  left  this  earth,  and  gone 
up  for  final  judgment ;  but  as  he  hoped,  m 
peace  with  man,  in  humUe  faith  towards  its 
Maker  and  Redeemer* 

The  shock  wa»  great  to  aU.  Even  Mr. 
Philips  uttered  no  jest  for  a  week,  and  Mrs^ 
Trevor's  life  was  despaired  of  for  many  hourtw 
£dred  had  worked  much  iU ;  but  not  all  he  had 
intended. 

^  What  is  wealth  ?'  give  me  back  my  fiiend^" 
was  Mrs*  Trevor's  reply  to  a  wordly  minded 
consoler*  And  thus  felt  all  the  party  $  even 
Michael  regretted  her  death;  and  rejoiced  ht 
his  sister's  splendid  prospects  without  one  feel- 
ing of  envy. 

How  could  he  envy  Rosalind  when  she  had 
given  him  all  she  had;  and  was  ready  to  share 
with  him  all  that  she  might  hereafter  possess* 
Time  softens  sorrow,  and  Mrs.  Trevor  had 
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too  many  blessings  left  to  munnur  at  the  will  of 
Heaven.  She  had  been  reconciled  to  her  early 
friend^  who  had  died  with  her  name  upon  her 
^ips;  and  it  was  sinful  to  repine.  Strength 
came  again  as  she  breathed  the  balmy  air  of  a 
healthful  summer^  and  her  quiet  smiles  grew 
every  day  more  joyous^  and  less  rare.  Two 
months  had  passed  since  her  friend's  death5  yet 
she  had  not  visited  Denhain ;  but  in  compli- 
ance with  her  husband's  earnest  entreaties^  an 
early  day  was  fixed  for  their  leaving  Ivy  Cottage. 

**  Change  of  air  will  be  of  service  to  you^  and 
Rosalind  also,  I  hope,  for  I  do  not  like  her 
looks ;  she  is  thin,  pale,  and  restless,  or  sunk 
in  reverie,^'  observed  Captain  Trevor  with  a 
Ather^s  anxiety. 

'^  She  is  looking  ill,  dear  girl ;  she  has  per- 
sisted in  remaining  too  much  in  my  sick  room, 
and  she  is  coming  in  now  I  see,  though  she 
has  been  out  so  short  a  time.  Michael  can 
never  coak  her  to  take  a  long  walk  as  she  used 
to  do/' 
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**  Your  mother  would  rather  have  your  room 
than  your  company,  and  desires  that  you  will 
stay  out  another  hour/'  said  Captain  Trevor^ 
leaning  from  the  window.  "  Carry  hei:  ofl^ 
Michael/' 

"  Poor  me ;  never  was  any  one  so  tyran* 
nised  over  by  father,  mother,  and  brother/' 
said  Rosalind  as  Atichael  twining  her  arm 
within  his,  marched  her  off. 

'^  Advertise  for  a  husband,  sweet  sister,  to 
free  you  from  our  despotism.'*^ 

**  The  remedy  might  be  worst  than  the 
disease,"  answered  Rosalind  with  a  bhish. 

"That  is  for  your  decision.  But  come 
along,  we  will  have  a  three  mile  walk,  first  on 
this  nice  green  terrace,  that  overlooks  half  the 
county  and  then — But  bless  me  !  who  is  this 
riding  so  furiously  over  hedge  and  ditch,  corn 
and  turnips  ?  It  must  be  a  sailor,  or  a  beggar. 
No — it  is  Wyvill.  Surely  it  is  Wyvill !  whom 
we  have  all  given  up  for  lost,  he  having  vouch- 
safed no  answer  to  my  letter  announcing  his 
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I^gac^.  He  must  forget  that  it  is  not  himtiDg 
Mtsoo^  and  Ihiiik  he  is  following  the  hounds. 
Why  he  is  going  to  take  that  high  hedge  and 
ditd^  and  is  making  for  the  terraoej  waving 
his  hand  as  if  wafting  a  salute  to  his  lad;  kive« 
Stand  back,  Rosalind ;  or  he  will  be  upon  us. 
Such  a  ]enp  and  scramble  !  There  is  not 
another  man  in  the  county  who  would  have 
done  such  a  things  Wyvill^  my  fine  fellow, 
are  you  mad  ?  or  mcmg  after  the  philosopher's 
stone  ?" 

^  I  am  seeldng  happioesa,^  answered  Ruperti 
springing  fiom  his  panting  steed^  and  addressing 
Rosalind  with  an  ardour  that  needed  no  in- 
terpretation. 

''Whew!  sits  the  wind  that  W9j?  Idiflfl 
not  be  missed  if  I  take  myself  off^  I  suspect; 
and  I  may  as  wdl  look  after  Pbilqps's  horse, 
lor  that  mad  lorer  will  never  bestow  a  thought 
on  him  or  me  either.  So  this  eomea  of  eut 
and  come  again*  I  shall  write  a  novel,  en- 
titled not  '  Cut  and  Run/  but   '  Cut  and 
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Love.*  I  never  suspected  Rosalind  of  being 
Cupid's  slave,  bat  the  most  prudent  and  mort 
confident  are  caught  at  last;  and  really  my 
sister  Rosalind  is  not  only  a  loving^  but  a  very* 
loveable  body  too^  with  all  her  high  spirit,  i 
do  believe  that  she  loves  every  thing  in  natiire^ 
even  the  very  trees  and  flowers ;  and  above  all> 
the  glorious  sunshine.-' 

Michael  was  quite  right — Rupert'  thought 
only  of  Rosalind ;  and  neither  her  brother  nor 
his  friend's  horse  ever  came  into  his  mind* 

"  Rupert  Wyvill,  there  are  great  and  heavy 
charges  against  you/'  began  Michael  Trevor, 
with  mock  solemnity,  approaching  the  bower,' 
where  sat  the  lovers  some  three  hours  after; 
Seven  farmers  have  warrants  out  against  you. 
for  having  destroyed  their  crbps  by  your  fhrious- 
riding — Philips  is  raising  the  posse  comitaJtuf 
to  recover  his  horse — my  fkther  and  mother 
are  in  a  ravenoua  rage ;  and,  worst  of  all,  the* 
cook  is  in  a  perfect  frenzy  at  having  her  dinner 
spoilt  by  the  delay  of  an  hour.? 
8.5 
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I  beg  your  pardon ;  I  had  no  idea  that  it  was 
80  late^^  exclaimed  Wyvill^  starting  up. 
«  Where  is  the  horse  ?" 

'^  Stolen  by  gipsies^  most  probably.  When 
a  friend  lends  me  a  horse^  I  ride  it  soberly^  and 
have  it  well  taken  care  of"  answered  Michael 
gravely* 

^The  horse  is  safe  in  the  stable^  rest  as- 
sured^" said  Rosalind^  interfering  in  her  lover*s 
favour. 

'^  Your  evidence  goes  for  nothing,  since  you 
are  to  be  tried  as  an  accomplice^  Miss  Rosa ; 
and  your  mother  says  there  is  no  reason 
in  you.  One  day  you  will  not  go  out—and 
the  next  you  will  not  come  in : — one  moment 
you  are  as  white  as  a  ghost^  and  the  next  as  red 
as  a  turkey  rag.  But  ^come  in  to  dinner ;  for  I 
expect  every  moment  to  see  the  cook  rushing 
towards  us  armed  with  ladle  and  gridiron. 
.  And  you  must  be  hungry  too ;  for  not  even 
love  can  live  upon  roses — can  it  Rosalind?" 

'^  I  do  nol  know  anything  about  it/'  replied 
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his  blushing  sister^  looking  down  as  she  took 
Rupert's  proffered  arm. 

**  Is  that  all  you  can  say  ?  Any  simpleton 
might  have  said  as  much.  How  have  you^ 
managed  to  tame  her  down  to  such  humility^ 
Wyvill  ?  You  two  used  to  have  monstrous 
keen  encounters/* 

*'  We  intend  to  conclude^  like  most  belli* 
gerents,  by  entering  into  a  close  alliance/' 
answered  Wyvill  with  spirit. 

''  Ha  !  ha  !  '  La  belle  Alliance/  I  shall 
play  herald  and  proclaim  it.  But  pray  may  I 
ask  is  this  treaty  of  alliance  made  after  the 
common  fashion^  of  the  weakest  yielding  her 
rights  to  the  strongest  ?  1  ask  because  Rosa- 
lind expressed  a  great  horror  of  tyranny  this 
morning." 

**  There  has  not  been — there  never  can  be  a 
question  of  rights  between  us.  I  have  given 
myself  and  all  I  have  to  your  sister.'^ 

"  Ah  I  that  is  a  proper^  loverlike  phrase. 
Do  not  you  believe  him  Rose^  he  will  have 
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bimadf  and  all  back  again ;  and  you  and-ydiirs 
into  the  bargain^  as  soon-  aa  you  have  uttered 
the  fiital — yes.  That  is  always  the  way  with 
us  men ;  but  you  can  talk  about  that  in  the 
dining*room>  for  I  am^  most  unsentimentally 
hungry^  and  there  is  my  father  looking  half 
famished^  and  wholly  carnivorous.  I  will  see 
if  I  cannot  get  up  a  fight  between  you  two  in 
the  eyening.'f 

'^  Tou  had  better  be  quiet,  or  we  shall  unite 
oiff  forces  against  you/'  said  Rupert,  looking 
trustingly  at  Rosalind.  ^ 

''  Then  I  had  better  be  quiets  as  you  say. 
But  why  did  not  you  answer  my  letter  by  post, 
or  in  person  before  7*^ 

**' Because  from  my  having  passed  over  into 
Norway,  your  letter  and  Mrs.  Denham's 
reacBed<  me  only  yesterday.  ^  Need  I  say  that  I 
travelled  all  night  ?'' 

"  Poor  fellow  I  Well,  then,.  I  will  introduce 
you  to  my  father  and  mother,  with  a  fine 
flourish  about  your  having  saved.  Rosalind*» 
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life  without  a  fee  or  reward^  and  all  that  sort 
of  thing.  Not  that  you  deserve  any  forbearance^ 
yon  wild  bramble,  for  keeping  all  this  a  secret 
from  your  brother,^  he  whispered  to  Rosalind. 

**  I  do  not  rhyme  to  that  dull  elf 
Who  cannot  picture  to  himself.** 

That  Wy  vill's  reception  from  Captain  and  Mrs* 
Trevor  was  as  cordial  as  he  could  desire ;  and 
that  he  found  little  difficulty  in  persuading 
Rosalind  to  promise  him  her  hand,  on  the 
expiration  of  her  sbt  month's  mourning  for 
Mrs.  Denham. 

If  any  would  inquire  how  many  lovers^ 
quarrels  took  place  within  that  pferiod,  we  can 
only  reply,  that  the  lovers  themselves  deny 
even  one.  Both  had  felt  the  bitterness  of 
doubt  and  estrangement,  and  both  had  a  fancy 
that  every  quarrel^  or  even  disagreement,  robs 
affection  of  some  of  its  bloom ;  if  not  of  itar 
worth.  In  one  thing  Rosalind  was  disinge- 
nuous ;  she  did  not  like  to  admit  that  she  had' 
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ever  quarrelled  with  Wyvill's  smile,  which  she 
now  maintained  was  the  most  beautiful  thing 
in  the  world's  whole  range — so  sweet,  and  yet 
so  full  of  the  mind's  mastery. 

But  little  more  remains  to  be  told.  The  re- 
ceipt for  the  payment  of  the  two  thousand 
pounds  was  found  among  Mr.  Woolley's  papers, 
and  Mr.  Henry  Harper  defeated.  The  evidence 
adduced  against  Cottrell,  Stebbing,  and  Todd, 
at  the  next  assizes,  for  a  conspiracy  to  defraud 
and  injure  Rupert  Wyvill,  was  too  strong  to 
be  controverted,  or  even  doubted ;  indeed,  none 
but  the  latter  attempted  a  defence,  for  Cottrell 
quitted  England  immediately  after  Mrs.  Den- 
ham's  death,  to  seek  his  fortune  in  a  foreign 
land,  under  a  new  name — let  us  hope  by  better 
means. 

Stebbing  being  seized  with  a  dangerous 
illness  whilst  waiting  in  prison  till  his  sentence 
of  transportation  for  life,  on  account  of  a  daring 
burglary,  could  be  carried  into  effect,  revealed 


WHO  SHALL   BE  HEIR?  351 

the  arts  by  which  Edred  had  worked  on  his 
love  of  money,  and  wish  for  revenge,  till  he 
had  wrought  him  to  his  purpose ;  so  that  not 
the  faintest  shadow  of  suspicion  could,  for  the 
future,  rest  on  Wy vill's  honor ;  and  Rosalind 
had  the  pleasure  of  hearing  from  her  former 
station  in  the  gallery  a  second  jury  virtually 
revoke  the  verdict  of  the  first.  Nay  she  even 
shook  hands  with  Mr.  Drew  some  days  after 
the  trial,  and  forgave  the  mischief  lurking  in 
his  little  snake  like  eyes,  he  having  been 
engaged,  according  to  former  promise,  to  assist 
young  Hardy  with  his  experience  in  conducting 
the  case. 

^'I  hope  you  are  better  satisfied  with  my 
second  speech  than  my  first,"  said  Mr.  Drew 
twinkling  his  little  eyes  with  great  self  com- 
placency. 

"  Much  better,  Mr.  Drew,*'  replied  Rupert, 
frankly  ;  "  but  if  I  might  be  permitted  to  make 
sueh  an  observation  to  a  learned  barrister,  I 
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should  add,  that  bad  jon  said  less  before,  you 
would  have  had  less  to  unsay  now.  I  had  to 
blush  as  much  for  your  praise  to-day,  as  for 
your  abuse  last  year.^ 

**  Ah  !  my  dear  sir,  you  do  not  comprehend 
the  common  herd.  A  ^ot^ifOfi  of  rouge  is  not 
enough  for  the  vulgar — ^you  must  lay  it  on 
thick  to  attract  their  attention.  The  peony  is 
not  a  delicate  blush  like  Miss  Trevor's  peachy 
bloom,  but  a  deep  carmine.  Then  really  my  heart 
was  a  little  in  the  matter  to  day,  for  I  felt  that 
I  had  formerly  done  you  wrong,  and  you  bore 
that  wrong  well.  I  will  help  on  your  friend 
Hardy,  as  I  said,  to  make  up  for  it :  he  is  a 
rising  young  man— not  quite  in  my  style,  per- 
haps, more  sentimental — more  lofty ;  for  I  have 
nothing  poetical  about  me,  and  work  for 
money.'* 

Mr.  Drew  kept  his  word,  and  young  Hardy 
had  reason  to  remeniber  his  first  cause  with 
pleasure,  though  at  the  time  it  had  only  brought 
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him  shame  and  sorrow.  Once  put  in  the  waj 
to  fortune^  his  abilities  and  perseverance  en- 
sured success. 

A  company  was  purchased  for  Michael,  who 
looked  so  handsome  in  his  Captain^s  uniform, 
that  Miss  Verrender  relented  in  his  favor,  only 
so  far  following  the  advice  of  her  friends  as  to 
have  the  whole  of  her  fortune  settled  on  herself. 
Thus  Michael  married  his  heiress;  but  not 
with  her  hand  did  he  win  happiness.  Jealous, 
narrow-minded,  and  shrewish,  he  had  no  cause 
to  rejoice  in  this  wished  for  union : — nothing 
but  his  careless  good  temper  could  have 
enabled  him  to  endure  her  caprice  and  ill* 
humour  with  any  tolerable  degree  of  patience ; 
and  as  it  was,  he  could  not  but  sigh  when  he 
contrasted  his  own  fire-side  with  that  of  Rupert 
and  Rosalind: — at  theirs  was  affection  and 
confidence — at  his  distrust  and  dispute.  He 
had  none  of  the  nobler  elements  of  mind  within 
him,  but  his  atfection  for  his  sister  remained 
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unchanged  to  his  dying  day  —  the  brightest 
trait  in  his  character — and  Rosalind  willingly 
blinding  herself  to  his  faults^  since  she  could 
not  amend  them^  was  ever  ready  to  share  bis 
joys  or  vexations ;  and  to  her  he  would  fly 
for  comfort,  when  fretted  beyond  endurance 
by  his  richly  dowered,  but  shrewish  wife. 

Young  Lennard  returned  to  England  at  the 
end  of  three  years  to  claim  Rosalind's  pro- 
mised friendship — but  not  alone  :  he  brought 
Anne  Weston  with  him  as  his  bride,  and  their 
mutual  greetings  were  so  cordial,  yet  so  unem« 
barrassed,  that  Rosalind  felt  her  last  and  only 
source  of  regret  was  removed:  she  had  not 
blighted  the  happiness  of  one  who  had  so 
generously  aided  those  she  loved.  He  had 
told  his  sorrows  to  the  sympathising  Anne  till, 
won  by  her  pity,  he  began  to  think  her  as 
charming  as  the  damsel  whose  cruelty  he  so 
much  deplored,  whilst  Anne,  in  her  turn, 
thought  Rosalind  very   simple  for  preferring 
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Rupert  Wyvill  to  George  Leonard.  This  was 
all  as  it  should'  be — all  as  Rosalind  wished ; 
and  the  only  point  of  dispute  between  the  two 
friends  and  cousins  was  as  to  the  merits  of 
their  respective  husbands^  each,  like  a  good 
wife,  maintaining  the  superiority  of  her  own. 

The  Darleys  were  well  provided  for;  and 
the  little  girl,  Rupert's  protegee,  as  Rosalind 
called  her,  was  put  to  school,  aud  carefully 
watched  over  by  the  residents  at  Denham 
Park. 

Mrs.  Hudson  drank  herself  to  death  within 
the  year,  whilst  Phill  Harris  and  his  Molly 
rented  a  farm  of  the  Trevors,  who  kindly 
helped  to  stock  it ;  and  as  the  story-books  say, 
*^  they  lived  very  happy  ever  after.*' 

Mrs.  Sewell  was  in  raptures  at  Rosalind's 
becoming  Mrs.  Denham's  heiress  after  all ;  and 
always  persisted  that  it  was  solely  owing  to  her 
advice,  and  endeavours,  &c.  &c. ;  finding  out, 
as  may  be  imagined,  some  most  singular  coin- 
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ddences  touching  this  much  desifed  event ;  nay, 
she  even  disputed  with  Mr.  Adoam  the  merit 
of  making  up  the  match  between  her  and 
Rupert,  whilst  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Wyvill  were 
somewhat  obstinate  in  maintaining  in  thought, 
if  not  in  words,  that  their  union  had  been  a 
matter  of  their  own  free  choice,  rather  retarded 
than  hastened  by  the  instrumentality  of  others. 


THE   END.  .•-'} 


T.  C.  Newby,  Ptioter,  Angel  Hill,  Bury. 


